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PROLOGUE

THE STORMING OF SERINGAPATAM
(1799)

Extracted froms a Family Paper

1

I ApDRESS these lines - written in India - to my relatives in England.

My object is to explain the motive which has induced me to refuse
the right hand of friendship to my cousin, John Herncastle. The re-
serve which I have hitherto maintained in this matter has been mis-
interpreted by members of my family whose good opinion I cannot
consent to forfeit. I request them to suspend their decision until they
have read my narrative. And I declare, on my word of honour,
that what I am now about to write is, strictly and litcrally, the
truth.

The private difference between my cousin and me took its risc in a
great public event in which we were both concerned - the storming of
Seringapatam, under General Baird, on the 4th of May 1799.

In order that the circumstances may be clearly understood, I must
revert for a moment to the period before the assault, and to the storics
current in our camp of the treasure in jewels and gold stored up in the
Palace of Scringapatam.

It

One of the wildest of thesc stories related to a Yellow Diamond - a
famous gem in the native annals of India.

The carliest known traditions describe the stone as having been sct
in the forchead of the four-handed Indian god who typifies the Moon.
Partly from its peeuliar colour, partly from a superstition which repre-
sented it as feeling the influence of the deity whom it adorned, and
growing and lessening in lustre with the waxing and waning of the
moon, it first gained the name by which it continues to be known in
India to this day - the name of THE MOONSTONE. A similar super-
stition was once prevalent, as I have heard, in ancient Greece and
Rome; not applying, however (as in India), to a diamond devoted to
the service of a god, but to a semi-transparent stone of the inferior
order of gems, supposed to be affected by the lunar influcnces - the
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moon, in this Jatter case also, giving the name by which the stonc is
still known to collectors in our own time.

The adventures of the Ycllow Diamond begin with the eleventh
century of the Christian era.

At that date, the Mohammedan conqueror, Mahmoud of Ghizni,
crossed India; seized on the holy city of Somnauth; and stripped of
its treasurcs the famous temple, which had stood for centurics - the
shrine of Hindoo pilgrimage, and the wonder of the Eastern world.

Of all the deitics worshipped in the temple, the moon-god alone
escaped the rapacity of the conquering Mohammedans. Preserved by
three Brahmins, the inviolate deity, bearing the Yellow Diamond in
its forchead, was removed by night, and was transported to the second
of the sacred cities of India - the city of Benares.

Here, in 2 new shrine - in a hall inlaid with precious stones, under a
roof supported by pillars of gold - the moon-god was sct up and wor-
shipped. Here, on the night when the shrinc was completed, Vishnu
the Preserver appeared to the three Brahmins in a dream.

The deity breathed the breath of his divinity on the Diamond in the
forchead of the god. And the Brahmins knclt and hid their faces in
their robes. The deity commanded that the Moonstone should be
watched, from that time forth, by three priests in turn, night and day,
to the end of the generations of men. And the Bralimins heard, and
bowed before his will. The deity predicted certain disaster to the pre-
sumptuous mortal who laid hands on the sacred gem, and to all of his
house and name who received it after him. And the Brahmins caused
the prophecy to be written over the gates of the shrine in letters of
gold.

Onec age followed another ~ and still, gencration after generation,
the successors of the three Brahmins watched their priceless Moon-
stone, night and day. One age followed another, until the first years
of the cightcenth Christian century saw the reign of Aurungzebe,
Emperor of the Moguls. At his command, havoc and rapine were let
loose once more among the temples of the worship of Brahmah. The
shrine of the four-handed god was polluted by the slaughter of sacred
animals; the images of the deities were broken in pieces; and the Moon-
stone was seized by an officer of rank in the army of Aurungzebe.

Powerless to recover their lost treasure by open force, the three
guardian priests followed and watched it in disguise. The gencrations
succeeded each other; the warrior who had committed the sacrilege
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perished miscrably ; the Moonstone passed (carrying its curse with it)
from one lawless Mohammedan hand to another; and still, through all
chances and changes, the successors of the three guardian priests kept
their watch, waiting the day when the will of Vishnu the Preserver
should restore to them their sacred gem. Time rolled on from the first
to the last years of the cightcenth Christian century. The Diamond fell
into the possession of Tippoo, Sultan of Seringapatam, who caused it
to be placed as an ornament in the handle of a dagger, and who com-
mandcd it to be kept among the choicest treasures of his armoury.
Even then ~ in the palace of the Sultan himsclf - the three guardian
priests still kepe their watch in secret. There were three officers of
Tippoo’s houschold, strangers to the rest, who had won their master’s
confidence by conforming, or appearing to conform, to the Mussul-
man faith; and to those three men report pointed as the three pricsts in
disguise.

II1

So, as told in our camp, ran the fanciful story of the Moonstone. It
made no scrious impression on any of us except my cousin — whose
love of the marvellous induced him to believe it. On the night before
the assault on Seringapatam, he was absurdly angry with me, and with
others, for treating the whole thing as a fable. A foolish wrangle fol-
lowed; and Herncastle’s unlucky temper got the better of him. He de-
clared, in his boastful way, that we should see the Diamond on his fin-
ger, if the English army took Secringapatam. The sally was saluted by
a roar of laughter, and there, as we all thought that night, the thing
ended.

Let me now take you on to the day of the assault.

My cousin and I were separated at the outsct. I never saw him when
we forded the river; when we planted the English flag in the first
breach; when we crossed the ditch beyond; and, fighting every inch
of our way, entered the town. It was only at dusk, when the place was
ours, and after General Baird himself had found the dead body of
Tippoo under a heap of the sain, that Herncastle and I met.

We were cach attached to a party sent out by the General’s orders
to prevent the plunder and confusion which followed our conquest.
The camp-followers committed deplorable excesses; and, worse still,
the soldiers found their way, by an unguarded door, into the treasury
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of the palace, and loaded themsclves with gold and jewels. It was in
the court outside the treasury that my cousin and I met, to enforce the
laws of disciplinc on our own soldicrs. Herncastle’s fiery temper had
been, as I could plainly sce, exasperated to a kind of frenzy by the ter-
rible slaughter through which we had passed. He was very unfit, in
my opinion, to perform the duty that had been entrusted to him.

There was riot and confusion enough in the treasury, but no vio-
lence that I'saw. The men (if T may use such an expression) disgraced
themselves good-humouredly. All sorts of rough jests and catchwords
were bandied about among them; and the story of the Diamond
turned up again uncxpectedly, in the form of a mischicvous joke.
*Who’s got the Moonstone?” was the rallying cry which perpetually
caused the plundering, as soon as it was stopped in onc place, to break
out in another. While T was still vainly trying to cstablish order, I
heard a frightful yelling on the other side of the courtyard, and at once
ran towards the cries, in dread of finding some new outbreak of the
pillage in that direction.

I got to an open door, and saw the bodies of two Indians (by their
dress, as I guessed, officers of the palace) lying across the centrance,
dead.

A cry inside hurried me into a room, which appeared to scrve as an
armoury. A third Indian, mortally wounded, was sinking at the fect
of a man whose back was towards me. The man tumed at the instant
when I came in, and I saw John Herncastle, with a torch in onc hand,
and a dagger dripping with blood in the other. A stone, set like a pom-
mel, in the end of the dagger’s handle, flashed in the torchlight, as he
turned on me, like a gleam of fire. The dying Indian sank to his knees,
pointed to the dagger in Herncastle’s hand, and said, in his native lan-
guage — ‘“The Moonstone will have its vengeance yet on you and
yours!” He spoke those words, and fell dead on the foor.

Before 1 could stir in the matter, the men who had followed me
across the courtyard crowded in. My cousin rushed to meet them, like
a madman. ‘Clear the room!” he shouted to me, ‘and set a guard on
the door!” The men fell back as he threw himsclf on them with his
torch and his dagger. I put two sentinels of my own company, on
whom I could rely, to keep the door. Through the remainder of the
night I saw no more of my cousin.

Early in the morning, the plunder still going on, General Baird an-~
nounced publicly by beat of drum, that any thicf detected in the fact,

14



be he whom he might, should be hung. The Provost-Marshal was in
attendance, to prove that the General was in carnest; and in the throng
that followed the proclamation, Hemcastle and I met again.

He held out his hand, as usual, and said, ‘Good-morning.’

I waited before I gave him my hand in return.

*Tell me first,’ I said, ‘how the Indian in the armoury met his death,
and what those last words meant, when he pointed to the dagger in
your hand.’

“The Indian met his death, as I supposc, by a mortal wound,’ said
Herncastle. “What his last words meant I know no more than you do.’

I looked at him narrowly. His frenzy of the previous day had all
calmed down. I detcrmined to give him another chance.

‘Is that all you have to tell me?’ I asked.

He answered, ‘That is all.’

I turned my back on him, and we have not spoken since.

v

I beg it to be understood that what I write here about my cousin (un-
less some necessity should arise for making it public) is for the in-
formation of the family only. Herncastle has said nothing that can
justify me in speaking to our commanding officer. He has been
taunted more than once about the Diamond, by those who recollect
his angry outbreak before the assault; but, as may easily be imagined,
his own remembrance of the circumstances under which I surprised
him in the armoury has been enough to keep him silent. 1t is reported
that he means to exchange into another regiment, avowedly for the
purpose of scparating himself from e

Whether this be true or not, 1 cannot prevail upon myself to be-
comc his accuser - and I think with good reason. If I made the matter
public, I have no evidence but moral evidence to bring forward. 1
have not only no proof that he killed the two men at the door; I can-
not even declare that he killed the third man inside - for I cannot say
that my own eyes saw the deed committed. It is true that I heard the
dying Indian’s words; but if those words were pronounced to be the
ravings of delirium, how could I contradict the assertion from my
own knowledge? Let our relatives, on cither side, form their own
opinion on what I have written, and decide for themselves whether the
aversion I now feel towards this man is well or ill founded.

15



Although I attach no sort of credit to the fantastic Indian legend of
the gem, I must acknowledge, before I conclude, that I'am influenced
by a certain superstition of my own in this matter. Itis my conviction,
or my delusion, no matter which, that crime brings its own fatality
with it.  am not only persuaded of Herncastle’s guilt; T am even fanci-
ful enough to believe that he will live to regret it, if he keeps the Dia-
mond; and that others will live to regret taking it from him, if he
gives the Diamond away.
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THE STORY

First Period

THE LOSS OF THE DIAMOND
(1848)

The Events related by Gabriel Betteredge, Honse-Steward
in the service of Julia, Lady Verinder

CHAPTER I

I~ the first part of Robinson Crusoe, at page one hundred and twenty-
nine, you will find it thus written:

‘Now I saw, though too late, the Folly of beginning a Work before
we count the Cost, and before we judge rightly of our own Strength
to go through with it.”

Only yesterday I opened my Robinson Crusoe at that place. Only
this morning (May twenty-first, Eighteen hundred and fifty) came
my lady’s ncphew, Mr Franklin Blake, and held a short conversation
with me, as follows:

‘Betteredge,” says Mr Franklin, ‘1 have been to the lawyer’s about
some family matters; and, among other things, we have been talking
of the loss of the Indian Diamond, in my aunt’s house in Yorkshire,
two ycars since. Mr Bruff thinks, as [ think, that the whole story
ought, in the interests of truth, to be placed on record in writing — and
the sooner the better.”

Not percciving his drift yet, and thinking it always desirable for the
sake of peace and quictness to be on the lawyer’s side, I said I thought
s0 too. Mr Franklin went on.

‘In this matter of the Diamond,” he said, ‘the characters of innocent
people have suffered under suspicion already - as you know. The
memories of innocent people may suffer, hereafter, for want of a re-
cord of the facts to which those who come after us can appeal. There
can be no doubtthat this strange family story of ours ought to be told.
And I think, Betteredge, Mr Bruff and I together have hit on the right
way of telling it.’

Very satisfactory to both of them, no doubt. But I failed to see what
I mysclf had to do with it, so far.
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“We have certain cvents to relate,” Mr Franklin procceded; ‘and
we have certain persons concerned in those events who are capable of
relating them. Starting from these plain facts, the idca is that we
should all write the story of the Moonstone in turn -~ as far as our own
personal experience extends, and no further. We must begin by show-
ing how the Diamond first fell into the hands of my uncle Herncastle,
when he was serving in India fifty years since. This prefatory narrative
I have already got by me in the form of an old family paper, which
relates the necessary particulars on the authority of an eye-witness.
The next thing to do is to tell how the Diamond found its way into
my aunt’s house in Yorkshire, two ycars ago, and how it came
to be lost in little more than twelve hours afterwards. Nobody
knows as much as you do, Betteredge, about what went on in the
house at that time. So you must take the pen in hand, and start the
story.’

In those terms I was informed of what my personal concern was
with the matter of the Diamond. If you are curious to know what
course I took under the circumstances, I beg to inform you that 1 did
what you would probably have done in my place. I modestly declared
myself to be quite uncqual to the task imposed upon me - and I pri-
vately felt, all the time, that I was quite clever cnough to perform it,
if 1 only gave my own abilitics a fair chance. Mr Franklin, I imagine,
must have secn my private sentiments in my face. He declined to be-
lieve in my modesty; and he insisted on giving my abilitics a fair
chance.

Two hours have passed since Mr Franklin left me. As soon as his
back was turncd, I went to my writing-desk to start the story. There
I have sat helpless (in spite of my abilities) ever since; sceing what
Robinson Crusoe saw, as quoted above ~ namely, the folly of begin-
ning a work before we count the cost, and before we judge rightly of
our own strength to go through with it. Please to remember, I opened
the book by accident, at that bit, only the day before I rashly under-
took the business now in hand; and, allow me to ask — if that isn’t
prophecy, what is?

I am not superstitious; I have read a heap of books in my time; Tam
a scholar in my own way. Though turned scventy, I possess an active
memory, and legs to correspond. You are not to take it, if you please,
as the saying of an ignorant man, when I cxpress my opinion that
such a book as Robinson Crusoe never was written, and never will be
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written again. I have tried that book for years — generally in combina-
tion with a pipe of tobacco ~ and I have found it my friend in need in
all the necessitics of this mortal life. When my spirits arc bad - Robin-
son Crusoe. When I want advice — Robinson Crusoe. In past times, when
my wife plagued me; in present times, when I have had a drop too
much — Robinson Crusoe. I have worn out six stout Robinson Crusoes
with hard work in my scrvice. On my lady’s last birthday she gave
me a scventh. 1 took a drop too much on the strength of it; and
Robinson Crusoe put me right again. Price four shillings and sixpence,
bound in blue, with a picture into the bargain.

Still, this don’t look much like starting the story of the Diamond -
does it? [ scem to be wandering off in scarch of Lord knows what,
Lord knows where. We will take 2 new sheet of paper, if you plcase,
and begin over again, with my best respects to you.

CHAPTER 1II

I spoKE of my lady a linc or two back. Now the Diamond could
never have been in our house, where it was lost, if it had not been
made a present of to my lady’s daughter; and my lady’s daugheer
would never have been in existence to have the present, if it had not
been for my lady who (with pain and travail) produced her into the
world. Consequently, if we begin with my lady, we arc pretty sure of
beginning far cnough back. And that, let me tell you, when you have
got such a job as minc in hand, is a real comfort at starting.

¥f you know anything of the fashionable world, you have heard tell
of the three beautiful Miss Herncastles, Miss Adclaide, Miss Caroline,
and Miss Julia - this last being the youngest and the best of the three
sisters, in my opinion; and I 'had opportunitics of judging, as you shall
presently sce. T went into the service of the old lord, their father (thank
God, we have got nothing to do with fin, in this business of the Dija-
mond; he had the longest tonguc and the shortest teinper of any man,
high or low, I ever met with) - I say, I went into the scrvice of the old
lord, as page-boy in waiting on the three honourable young ladics, at
the age of fiftcen years. There I lived, till Miss Julia marricd the late
Sir John Verinder. An cxcellent man, who only wanted somebody to
manage him; and, between oursclves, he found somebody to do it;
and what is more, he throve on it, and grew fat on it, and lived happy
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and died casy on it, dating from the day when my lady took him to
church to be married to the day when she relieved him of his last
breath and closed his cyes for ever.

1 have omitted to state that [ went with the bride to the bride’s hus-
band’s house and lands down here. “Sir John,” she says, ‘I can’t do
without Gabriel Betteredge.” ‘My lady,” says Sir John, ‘I can’t do
without him cither.” That was his way with her — and that was how
I went into his scrvice, It was all one to me where I went, so long as
my mistress and [ were together.

Sccing that my lady took an intcrest in the out-of-door work, and
the farms, and such like, T took an interest in them too — with all the
more reason that [ was a small farmer’s seventh son myself. My lady
got me put under the bailiff, and I did my best, and gave satisfaction,
and got promotion accordingly. Some ycars later, on the Monday as
it might be, my lady says, ‘Sir John, your bailiff is a stupid old man.
Pcnslon him liberally, and let Gabriel Betteredge have his place.” On
the Tuesday as it might be, Sir John says, ‘My lady, the bailiff is pen-
sioned liberally; and Gabricl Betteredge has got his place.” You hear
more than enough of married people living together miscrably. Here
is an example to the contrary. Let it be 2 waming to some of you, and
an encouragement to others. In the meantime, I will go on with my
story.

Well, there I was in clover, you will say. Placed in a position of
trust and honour, with a lictle cottage of my own to live in, with my
rounds on the estate to occupy me in the morning, and my accounts
in the afternoon, and my pipe and my Robinson Crusoe in the evening
- what more could I possibly want to make me happy? Remember
what Adam wanted when he was alonc in the Garden of Eden; and if
you don’t blame it in Adam, don’t blame it in me.

The woman I fixed my eyc on, was the woman who kept house for
me at my cottage. Her name was Selina Goby. I agree with the late
William Cobbett about picking a wife. See that she chews her food
well and sets her foot down firmly on the ground when she walks,
and you're all right. Sclina Goby was all right in both these respects,
which was one reason for marrying her. I had another reason, like-
wise, entircly of my own discovering. Sclina, being a single woman,
made me pay so much a week for her board and services. Selina, being
my wife, couldn’t charge for her board, and would have to give me
her services for nothing. That was the point of view I looked at it
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from. Economy - with a dash of love. T put it to my mistress, as in
duty bound, just as I had put it to myself.

‘I have been tuming Sclina Goby over in my mind,’ I said, “and 1
think, my lady, it will be cheaper to marry her than to keep her.’

My lady burst out laughing, and said she didn’t know which to be
most shocked at—my language or my principles. Some joke tickled her,
I suppose, of the sort that you can’t take unless you are a person of
quality. Understanding nothing mysclf but that I was frec to put it
next to Selina, I went and put it accordingly. And what did Sclina
say? Lord! how little you must know of women, if you ask that. Of
course she said, Yes.

As my time drew nearer, and there got to be talk of my having a
new coat for the ceremony, my mind began to misgive me. I have
compared notes with other men as to what they felt while they were
in my interesting situation; and they have all acknowledged that,
about aweek before it happened, they privately wished themsclves out
of it. I went a triffe further than that myself; I actually rose up, as it
were, and tried to get out of it. Not for nothing! I was too just a man
to expect she would let me off for nothing. Compensation to the
woman when the man gets out of it, is onc of the laws of England. In
obedience to the laws, and after turning it ovep carefully in my mind,
I offered Sclina Goby a feather-bed and fifty shillings to be off the bar-
gain. You will hardly belicve it, but it is nevertheless truc - she was
fool enough to rcfuse.

After that it was all over with me, of course. I got the new coat as
cheap as I could, and T went through all the rest of it as cheap as 1
could. We were not a happy couple, and not a miscrable couple. We
were six of one and half a dozen of the other. How it was I don't
understand, but we always scemed to be getting, with the best of
motives, in one another’s way. When I wanted to go upstairs, there
was my wife coming down; or when my wife wanted to go down,
there was I coming up. That is marricd life according to my experi-
ence of it.

After five years of misunderstandings on the stairs, it pleased an all-
wisc Providence to relieve us of cach other by taking my wife. I was
left with my little girl Penclope, and with no other child. Shortly
aftcrwards Sir John died, and my lady was left with her little girl,
Miss Rachel, and no other child. I have written to very poor purposc
of my lady, if vou requirc to be told that my little Penelope was taken
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care of, under my good mistress’s own eye, and was sent to school, and
taught, and made a sharp gitl, and promoted, when old enough, to be
Miss Rachel’s own maid.

As for me, I went on with my business as bailiff year after ycar up
to Christmas 1847, when there came a change in my life. On that day,
my lady invited herself to a cup of tca alone with me in my cottage.
She remarked that, reckoning from the year when I started as page-
boy in the time of the old lord, I had been more than fifty years in her
service, and she put into my hands a beautiful waistcoat of wool that
she had worked herself, to keep me warm in the bitter winter weather.

I received this magnificent present quite at a loss to find words to
thank my mistress with for the honour she had done me. To my great
astonishment, it turned out, however, that the waistcoat was not an
honour, but a bribe. My lady had discovered that I was getting old
before I had discovered it mysclf, and she had come to my cottage to
wheedle me (if T may use such an expression) into giving up my hard
out-of-door work as bailiff, and taking my casc for the rest of my days
as steward in the house. I made as good a fight of it against the in-
dignity of taking my easc as I could. But my mistress knew the weak
side of me; she put it as a favour to hersclf. The dispute between us
ended, after that, in my wiping my eyes, like an old fool, with my
new woollen waistcoat, and saying I would think about it.

The perturbation in my mind, in regard to thinking about it, being
truly dreadful, after my lady had gonc away, I applied the remedy
which I have never yet found to fail me in cases of doubt and emer-
gency. [ smoked a pipe and took a turn at Robinson Crusoe. Before 1
had occupied mysclf with that cxtraordinary book five minutes, I
came on a comforting bit (pagc onc hundred and fifty-cight), as fol-
lows: ‘To-day we love what to-morrow we hate.” I saw my way clear
directly. To-day I was all for continuing to be farm-bailiff; to-mor-
row, on the authority of Robinsen Crusoe, [ should be all the other
way. Take mysclf to-morrow while in to-morrow’s humour, and the
thing was done. My mind being relieved in this manner, I went to
slecp that night in the character of Lady Verinder's farm-bailiff, and I
woke up the next morning in the character of Lady Verinder’s house-
steward. All quite comfortable, and-all through Robinson Crusoe!

My daughter Penclope has just looked over my shoulder to see
what I have done so far. She remarks that it is beautifully written, and
every word of it true. But she points out one objection. She says what
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1 have done so far isn’t in the lcast what T was wanted to do. I am asked
to tell the story of the Diamond, and, instead of that, I have been tell-
ing the story of my own sclf. Curious, and quitc beyond me to
account for. I wonder whether the gentlemen who make a business
and a living out of writing books, ever find their own sclves getting in
the way of their subjects, like me? If they do, I can fecl for them. In
the meantime, here is another false start, and more waste of good writ-
ing-paper. What's to be done now ? Nothing that I know of, except
for you to keep your temper, and for me to begin it all over again for
the third time.

CHAPTER III

THE question of how I am to start the story properly I have tried to
scttle in two ways. First, by scratching my head, which led to nothing.
Sccond, by consulting my daughter Penelope, which has resulted in
an entircly new idea.

Penclope’s notion is that I should set down what happened, regu-
larly day by day, beginning with the day when we got the news that
Mr Franklin Blake was expected on a visit to the house. When you
come to fix your memory with a datc in this way, it is wonderful
what your memory will pick up for you upon that compulsion. The
only difficulty is to fetch out the dates, in the first place. This Penclope
offers to do for me by looking into her own diary, which she was
taught to keep when she was at school, and which she has gone on
keeping ever since. In answer to an improvement on this notion, de-
vised by mysclf, namely, that she should tell the story instcad of me,
out of her own diary, Penelope obscrves, with a ficree look and a red
face, that her journal is for her own private eye and that no living
creature shall ever know what is in it but herself. When I inquire what
this means, Penclope says, ‘Fiddlesticks!” I say, Swecthearts.

Beginning, then, on Penclope’s plan, T beg to mention that I was
specially called one Wednesday morning into my lady’s own sitting-
room, the date being the twenty-fourth of May, Eightcen hundred
and forty-cight. |

‘Gabriel,” says my lady, *here is news that'will surprisc you. Frank-
lin Blake has come back from abroad. He has been staying with his
father in London, and hc is coming to us to-morrow to stop till next
month, and keep Rachel’s birthday.’
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If T had had a hat in my hand, nothing but respect would have pre-
vented me from throwing that hat up to theceiling. I had not seen M
Franklin since hc was a boy, living along with us in this house. He
was, out of all sight (as T remembered him), the nicest boy that ever
spun a top or broke a window. Miss Rachel, who was present, and to
whom I made that remark, observed, in return, that she remembered
him as the most atrocious tyrant that cver tortured a doll, and the
hardest driver of an exhausted little gicl in string harness that England
could produce. ‘I burn with indignation, and I ache with fatigue,” was
the way Miss Rachel summed it up, *when I think of Franklin Blake.’

Hearing what I now tell you, you will naturally ask how it was that
Mr Franklin should have passed all the ycars, from the time when he
was a boy to the time when he was a man, out of his own country. |
answer, because his father rad the misfortunc to be next heir to a
Dukedom, and not to be able to prove it.

In two words, this was how the thing happened:

My lady’s cldest sister married the celebrated Mr Blake - equally
famous for his great riches, and his great suit at law. How many years
he went on worrying the tribunals of his country to turn out the Duke
in possession, and to put himself in the Duke’s place - how many
lawyers’ purses he filled to bursting, and how many otherwise harm-
less people he set by the cars together disputing whether he was right
or wrong - is more by a great deal than I can reckon up. His wife dicd,
and two of his three children died, before the tribunals could make up
their minds to show him the door and take no more of his money.
When it was all over, and the Duke in possession was left in possession,
Mr Blake discovered that the only way of being even with his country
for the manner in which it had treated him, was not to let his country
have the honour of educating lis son. ‘How can I trust my native in-
stitutions,” was the form in which he put it, ‘after the way in which
my nativeinstitutions have behaved to me?’ Add to this, that Mr Blake
disliked all boys, his own included, and you will admit that it could
only end in onc way. Master Franklin was taken from us in England,
and was sent to institutions which his father could trust, in that superior
country, Germany; Mr Blake himself, you will obscrve, remaining
snug in England, to improve his fellow-countrymen in the Parliament
House, and to publish a statcment on the subject of the Duke in pos-
session, which has remained an unfinished statement from that day to
this.
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There! thank God, that's told! Neither you nor I need trouble our
heads any more about Mr Blake, scnior. Leave him to the Dukedom;
and let you and I stick to the Diamond.

The Diamond takes us back to Mr Franklin, who was the innocent
means of bringing that unlucky jewel into the housc.

Our nice boy didn’t forget us after he went abroad. He wrote every
now and then; somctimes to my lady, sometimes to Miss Rachel, and
sometimes to me. We had had a transaction together, before he left,
which consisted in his borrowing of me a ball of string, a four-bladed
knife, and seven-and-sixpence in money - the colour of which last I
have not seen, and never expect to sce again. His letters to me chiefly
related to borrowing more. I heard, however, from my lady, how he
got on abroad, as he grew in ycars and stature. After he had learnt
what the institutions of Germany could teach him, he gave the French
a turn next, and the Italians a turn after that. They made him among
them a sort of universal genius, as well as I could understand it. He
wrote a little; he painted a little; he sang and played and composed a
little - borrowing, as I suspect, in all these cascs, just as he had bor-
rowed from me. His mother’s fortune (seven hundred a year) fell to
him when he came of age, and ran through him, as it might be
through a sieve. The more money he had, the morc he wanted: there
was a hole in Mr Franklin’s pocket that nothing would sew up.
Wherever he went, the lively, casy way of him made him welcome.
He lived here, there, and everywhere; his address (as he used to put it
himself) being, ‘Post Office, Europe - to be left till called for.” Twice
over, he made up his mind to come back to England and sce us; and
twice over (saving your presence) some unmentionable woman stood
in the way and stopped him. His third attempt succeeded, as you know
already from what my lady told me. On Thursday, the twenty-fifth
of May, we were to sce for the first time what our nice boy had
grown to be as a man. He came of good blood; he had a high courage;
and he was five-and-twenty years of age, by our reckoning. Now you
know as much of Mr Franklin Blake as I did - before Mr Franklin
Blake came down to our house.

The Thursday was as fine a summer’s day as ever you saw; and my
lady and Miss Rachel (not expecting Mr Franklin till dinner-time)
drove out to lunch with some friends in the neighbourhood.

When they were gone, I went and had a look at the bedroom which
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had been got ready for our guest, and saw that all was straight. Then,
being butler in my lady’s establishment, as well as steward (at my own
particular request, mind, and because it vexed me to see anybedy but
myself in possession of the key of the late Sir John’s cellar) ~ then, I
say, 1 fetched up some of our famous Latour claret, and sct it in the
warm sumnmer air to take off the chill before dinner. Concluding to
set mysclf in the warm summer air next - sceing that what is good for
old clarct is equally good for old agc - I took up my bechive chair to
go out into the back court, when I was stopped by hearing a sound
like the soft beating of a drum, on the terrace in front of my lady’s
residence.

Going round to the terrace, I found three mahogany-coloured In-
dians, in white linen frocks and trousers, looking up at the house.

The Indians, as [ saw on looking closcr, had small hand-drums slung
in front of them. Behind them stood a little delicate-looking light-
haired English boy carrying a bag. I judged the fellows to be strolling
conjurers, and the boy with the bag to be carrying the tools of their
trade. One of the three, who spoke English, and who exhibited, I must
own, the most clegant manners, presently informed me that my
judgement was right. He requested permission to show his tricks in
the presence of the lady of the house.

Now I am not a sour old man. I am generally all for amusement,
and the last person in the world to distrust another person because he
happens to be a few shades darker than mysclf. But the best of us have
our weaknesses - and my weakness, when I know a family plate-
basket to be out on a pantry table, is to be instantly reminded of that
basket by the sight of a strolling stranger whose manners are superior
to my own. | accordingly informed the Indian that the lady of the
house was out; and I warned him and his party off the premiscs. He
made me a beautiful bow in return; and he and his party went off the
premises. On my side, 1 retumed to my bechive chair, and set myself
down on the sunny side of the court, and fcll (if the truth must
be owned), not exactly into a sleep, but into the next best thing
to it.

I was roused up by my daughter Penclope running out at me as if
the house was on fire. What do you think she wanted ? She wanted to
have the three Indian jugglers instantly taken up; for this reason,
namely, that they kncw who was coming from London to visit us,
and that they meant some mischief to Mr Franklin Blake.
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Mr Franklin’s name roused me. I opencd my cyes, and made my
girl explain herself.

It appcared that Penclope had just come from our lodge, where she
had been having a gossip with the lodge-keeper’s daughter. The two
girls had scen the Indians pass out, after I had warned them off, fol-
lowed by their little boy. Taking it into their heads that the boy was
ill-used by the forcigners - for no reason that I could discover, except
that he was pretty and delicate-looking - the two girls had stolen
along the inner side of the hedge between us and the road, and had
watched the procecdings of the forcigners on the outer side. Those
proceedings resulted in the performance of the following cxtra-
ordinary tricks.

They first looked up the road, and down the road, and made surc
that they were alone. Then they all three faced about, and stared hard
in the dircction of our house. Then they jabbered and disputed in their
own language, and looked at cach other like men in doubt. Then they
all turned to their little English boy, as if they expected him to help
them. And then the chicf Indian, who spoke English, said to the boy,
‘Hold out your hand.’

On hearing those drcadful words, my daughter Penclope said she
didn’t know what prevented her heart from flying straight out of her.
I thought privately, that it might have been her stays. All 1 said,
however, was, ‘You make my flesh crecp.” (Nota bene: ~ Women
like these little compliments.)

Well, when the Indian said, ‘Hold out your hand,’ the boy shrunk
back, and shook his head, and said he didn’t like it. The Indian, there-
upon, asked him (not at all unkindly) whether he would like to be
sent back to London, and left where they had found him, slecping in
an cmpty basket in a market - a hungry, ragged, and forsaken little
boy. This, it scems, cnded the difficulty. The little chap unwillingly
held out his hand. Upon that, the Indian took a bottle from his bosom,
and poured out of it some black stuff, like ink, into the palm of the
boy’s hand. The Indian - first touching the boy’s head, and making
signs over it in the air — then said, ‘Look.” The boy became quite stiff,
and stood like a statue, looking into the ink in the hollow of his hand.

(So far, it scemed to me to be juggling, accompanicd by a foolish
waste of ink. | was beginning to feel slecpy again, when Penclope’s
next words stirred me up.)

The Indians looked up the road and down the road once more - and
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then the chicf Indian said these words to the boy: ‘See the English
gentleman from forcign parts?’

The boy said, ‘I'see him.’

The Indian said, ‘Is it on the road to this house, and on no other,
that the English gentleman will travel to-day ?’

The boy said, ‘It is on the road to this house, and on no other, that
the English gentleman will travel to-day.’

The Indian put a second question - after waiting a little first. He
said, ‘Has the English gentleman got It about him 2’

The boy answered - also, after waiting a little first - “Yes.”

The Indian put a third and last question: * Will the English gentle-
man come here, as he has promised to come, at the close of day ?’

The boy said, ‘T can’t tell.’

The Indian asked why.

The boy said, ‘T am tired. The mist rises in my head, and puzzles
me. | can sec no morc to-day.’

With that, the catechism ended. The chicf Indian said something in
his own language to the other two, pointing to the boy, and pointing
towards the town, in which (as we afterwards discovered) they were
lodged. He then, after making more signs on the boy’s head, blew on
his forchead, and so woke him up with a start. After that, they all went
on their way towards the town, and the girls saw them no more.

Most things they say have a moral, if you only look for it. What
was the moral of this?

The moral was, as 1 thought: First, that the chief juggler had heard
Mr Franklin’s arrival talked of among the servants out-of-doors, and
saw his way to making a little money by it. Second, that he and his
men and boy (with a view to making the said money) meant to hang
about till they saw my lady drive home, and then to come back, and
foretell Mr Franklin’s arrival by magic. Third, that Penclope had
heard them rehearsing their hocus-pocus, like actors rchearsing a play.
Fourth, that I should do well to have an cye, that cvening, on the
plate-basket. Fifth, that Penclope would do well to cool down, and
leave me, her father, to dozc off again in the sun.

That appearcd to me to be the sensible view. If you know anything
of the ways of young wonicn, you won't be surprised to hear that
Penclope wouldn’t take it. The moral of the thing was serious, accord-
ing to my daughter. She particularly reminded me of the Indian’s
third question, Has the English gentleman got It about him? “Oh,
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father!” says Penclope, clasping her hands, ‘don’t joke about this!
‘What does *‘It” mcan?’

*We'll ask Mr Franklin, my dear,’ I said, ‘if you can wait till Mr
Franklin comes.” I winked to show I meant that in joke. Penclope took
it quite seriously. My girl’s carnestness tickled me. “What on carth
should Mr Franklin know about it?’ I inquired. ‘Ask him,’ says Penc-
lope. ‘And sce whether fie thinks it a laughing matter, too.” With that
parting shot, my daughter left me.

I scteled it with my sclf when she was gone, that I really would ask
Mr Franklin - mainly to sct Penclope’s mind at rest. What was said
between us, when I did ask him, later on that same day, you will find
set out fully in its proper place. But as I don’t wish to raise your ex~
pectations and then disappoint them, I will take leave to warn you here
- before we go any further ~ that you won’t find the ghost of a joke in
our conversation on the subject of the jugglers. To my great surprisc,
Mr Franklin, like Penclope, took the thing scriously. How seriously,
vou will understand, when 1 tell you that, in his opinion, ‘It’ meant
the Moonstone.

CHAPTER IV

I am truly sorry to detain you over me and my bechive chair. A
slecpy old man, in a sunny back-yard, is not an interesting object, I
am well awarc. But things must be put down in their places, as things
actually happened - and you must pleasc to jog on a little while longer
with me, in expectation of Mr Franklin Blake’s arrival later in the
day.

Before I had time to doze off again, after my daughter Penclope had
left me, I was disturbed by a rattling of plates and dishes in the ser-
vants’ hall, which meant that dinner was ready. Taking my own
meals in my own sitting-room, I had nothing to do with the servants’
dinncr, except to wish them a good stomach to it all round previous
to composing myself once more in my chair. I was just stretching my
legs, when out bounced another woman on me. Not my daughter
again; only Nancy, the kitchen-maid, this time. I was straight in her
way out; and I observed, as she asked me to let her by, that she had a
sulky face - a thing which, as head of the servants, I never allow, on
principle, to pass me without inquiry.
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‘What are you turning your back on your dinner for?’ I asked.
“What’s wrong now, Nancy?’

Nancy tried to push by without answering; upon which I rose up,
and took her by the car. She is a nice plump young lass, and it is cus-
tomary with me to adopt that manner of showing that I personally
approve of a girl.

*What'’s wrong now?’ I said once more.

‘Rosanna’s late again for dinner,’ says Nancy. ‘And I'm sent to
fetch her in. All the hard work falls on my shoulders in this house. Let
me alone, Mr Betteredge!”’

The person here mentioned as Rosanna was our second housemaid.
Having a kind of pity for our second housemaid (why, you shall pre-
sently know), and sceing in Nancy’s face that she would fetch her
fellow-scrvant in with more hard words than might be ncedful under
the ciccumstances, it struck me that I had nothing particular to do, and
that T might as well fetch Rosanna myself; giving her a hint to be
punctual in future, which I knew she would take kindly from me.

*Where is Rosanna?’ I inquired.

‘At the sands, of course!” says Nancy, with a toss of her head. ‘She
had another of her fainting-fits this morning, and she asked to go out
and get a breath of fresh air. I have no patience with her!”

*Go back to your dinner, my girl,” I'said. ‘I have patience with her,
and I'l fetch her in”

Nancy (who has a finc appetite) looked pleased. When she looks
pleased, she looks nice. When she looks nice, I chuck her under the
chin. It isn’t immorality - it’s only habit.

Well, I took my stick, and sct off for the sands.

No! it won’t do to sct off yet. I am sorry again to detain you; but
you really must hear the story of the sands, and the story of Rosanna -
for this rcason, that the matter of the Diamond touches them both
nearly. How hard I try to get on with my statement without stopping
by the way, and how badly I succeed! But, there! - Persons and
Things do turn up so vexatiously in this life, and will in a manner in-
sist on being noticed. Let us take it casy, and let us take it short; we
shall be in the thick of the mystery soon, I promise you!

Rosanna (to put the Person before the Thing, which is but common
politeness) was the only new servant in our house. About four months
before the time I am writing of, my lady had been in London, and had
gone over a Reformatory, intended to save forlorn women from
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drifting back into bad ways, after they had got released from prison.
The matron, sceing my lady took an interest in the place, pointed out
a girl to her, named Rosanna Spearman, and told her a most miscrable
story, which I haven’t the heart to repeat here; for I don’t like to be
made wretched without any use, and no more do you. The upshot of
it was, that Rosanna Spearman had been a thicf, and not being of the
sort that get up Companies in the City, and rob from thousands, in-
stcad of only robbing from one, the law laid hold of her, and the
prison and the reformatory followed the lead of the law. The matron’s
opinion of Rosanna was (in spite of what she had done) that the girl
was one in a thousand, and that she only wanted a chance to prove
hersclf worthy of any Christian woman’s interest in her. My lady (be-
ing a Christian woman, if ever there was one yet) said to the matron
upon that, ‘Rosanna Spearman shall have her chancee, in my service.’
In a week afterwards, Rosanna Spearman entered this establishment as
our second housemaid.

Not a soul was told the girl’s story, excepting Miss Rachel and me.
My lady, doing mc the honour to consult me about most things, con-
sulted me about Rosanna. Having fallen a good deal latterly into the
late Sir John's way of always agrecing with my lady, T agreed with her
heartily about Rosanna Spearman.

A fairer chance no girl could have had than was given to this poor
girl of ours. Nonc of the servants could cast her past life in her tecth,
for none of the scrvants knew what it had been. She had her wages and
her privileges, like the rest of them; and every now and then a friendly
word from my lady, in private, to encourage her. In return, she
showed hersclf, I am bound to say, well worthy of the kind trecatment
bestowed upon her. Though far from strong, and troubled occasion-
ally with those fainting-fits alrcady mentioned, she went about her
work modestly and uncomplainingly, doing it carcfully, and doing it
well. But, somehow, she failed to make friends among the other
women scrvants, cxcepting my daughter Penclope, who was always
kind to Rosanna, though ncver intimate with her.

T hardly know what the girl did to offend them. There was certainly
no beauty about her to make the others envious; she was the plainest
woman in the house, with the additional misfortune of having one
shoulder bigger than the other. What the servants chiefly resented, I
think, was her silent tongue and her solitary ways. She read or worked
in Ieisure hours when the rest gossiped. And when it came to her turn
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to go out, nine times out of ten she quictly put on her bonnet, and
had her turn by herself. She never quarrelled, she never took offence;
she only kept a certain distance, obstinately and civilly, between the
rest of them and hersclf. Add to this that, plain as she was, there was
just a dash of something that wasn’t like a housemaid, and that was
like a lady, about her. It might have been in her voice, or it might
have been in her face. All T can say is, that the other women pounced
on it like lightning the first day she came into the house, and said
(which was most unjust) that Rosanna Spearman gave hersclf airs.

Having now told the story of Rosanna, I have only to notice onc of
the many queer ways of this strange girl to get on next to the story of
the sands.

Our house is high up on the Yorkshire coast, and close by the sca.
We have got beautiful walks all round us, in every direction but onc.
That onc I acknowledge to be a horrid walk. It leads, for a quarter of
a mile, through a mclancholy plantation of firs, and brings you out
between low cliffs on the loneliest and ugliest little bay on all our
coast.

The sandhills here run down to the sea, and end in two spits of rock
jutting out oppositc cach other, till you lose sight of them in the
water. One is called the North Spit, and onc the South. Between the
two, shifting backwards and forwards at certain scasons of the year,
lics the most horrible quicksand on the shores of Yorkshire. At the
turn of the tide, something goes on in the unknown deeps below,
which scts the whole face of the quicksand shivering and trembling in
2 manner most remarkable to see, and which has given to it, :lmong
the people in our parts, the name of the Shivering Sand. A great bank,
half a mile out, nigh the mouth of the bay, breaks the force of the
main ocean coming in from the offing. Winter and summer, when the
tide flows over the quicksand, the sca seems to leave the waves behind
it on the bank, and rolls its waters in smoothly with a hcave, and
covers the sand in silence. A lonesome and a horrid retreat, I can tell
you! No boat cver ventures into this bay. No children from our fish-
ing-village, called Cobb’s Hole, ever come here to play. The very birds
of the air, as it scems to me, give the Shivering Sand a wide berth,
That a young woman, with dozens of nice walks to choose from, and
company to go with her, if she only said ‘Come!’ should prefer this
place, and should sit and work or read in it, all alone, when it’s her
turn out, I grant you, passes belicf. It’s true, nevertheless, account for
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it as you may, that this was Rosanna Spearman’s favourite walk, ex-
cept when she went once or twice to Cobb’s Hole, to sec the only
friend she had in our ncighbourhood, of whom more anon. 1t’s also
truc that I was now setting out for this same place, to fetch the girl
in to dinner, which brings us round happily to our former point, and
starts us fair again on our way to the sands.

I saw no sign of the girl in the plantation. When I got out, through
the sandhills, on to the beach, there she was, in her little straw bonnet,
and her plain grey cloak that she always wore to hide her deformed
shoulder as much as might be - there she was, all alone, looking out
on the quicksand and the sca.

She started when I came up with her, and turned her head away
from me. Not looking me in the face being another of the proccedings
which, as head of the scrvants, I never allow, on principle, to pass
without inquiry - I turned her round my way, and saw that she was
crying. My bandanna handkerchicf - one of six beauties given to me
by my lady - was handy in my pocket. I took it out, and I said to
Rosanna, ‘Come and sit down, my dear, on the slope of the beach
along with me. I'll dry your eyes for you first, and then I'll make so
bold as to ask what you have been crying about.”

When you come to my age, you will find sitting down on the slope
of a beach a much longer job than you think it now. By the time I was
settled, Rosanna had dried her own eycs with a very inferior handker-
chief to minc - checap cambric. She looked very quiet, and very
wretched; but she sat down by me like a good girl, when I told her.
When you want to comfort a woman by the shortest way, take her
on your knce. 1 thought of this golden rule. But there! Rosanna
wasn’t Nancy, and that’s the truth of it!

‘Now, tell me, my dear,’ I said, ‘what arc you crying about?’

‘About the years that arc gone, Mr Betteredge,’ says Rosanna
quictly. ‘My past life still comes back to me sometimes.”

‘Come, come, my girl,’ I said, ‘your past lifc is all sponged out.
Why can’t you forget it?’

She took me by one of the lappets of my coat. I am a slovenly old
man, and a good deal of my meat and drink gets splashed about on
my clothes. Sometimes one of the women, and sometimes another,
cleans me of my grease. The day before, Rosanna had taken out a spot
for mc on the lappet of my coat, with a new composition, warranted
to remove anything. The grease was gone, but there was a little dull
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place left on the nap of the cloth where the grease had been. The girl
pointed to that place, and shook her head.

‘The stain is taken off,” she said. ‘But the place shows, Mr Better-
edge - the place shows!’

A remark which takes a man unawares by means of his own coat is
not an easy remark to answer. Something in the girl hersclf, too, made
me particularly sorry for her just then. She had nice brown cyecs, plain
as she was in other ways — and she looked at me with a sort of respect
for my happy old age and my good character, as things for ever out
of her own recach, which made my heart heavy for our second house-
maid. Not feeling mysclf able to comfort her, there was only one
other thing to do. That thing was - to take her in to dinner.

‘Help me up,’ I said. “You’re late for dinner, Rosanna - and I have
come to fetch you in.’

“You, Mr Betteredge!” says she.

“They told Naney to fetch you,” I said. ‘But I thought you might
like your scolding better, my dear, if it came from me.’

Instead of helping me up, the poor thing stole her hand into mine
and gave it a little squeeze. She tried hard to keep from crying again,
and succceded - for which I respected her. ‘You're very kind, Mr
Betteredge,” she said. ‘I don’t want any dinner to-day — let.me bide a
little longer here.’

*What makes you like to be here?’ I asked. “What is it that brings
you everlastingly to this miscrable place?’

‘Something draws me to it,” says the girl, making images with her
finger in the sand. ‘Y try to keep away from it, and I can’t. Somctimes,’
says she, in a low voice, as if she was frightened at her own fancy,
‘sometimes, Mr Betteredge, [ think that my grave is waiting for me
here.’

*There’s roast mutton and suct-pudding waiting for you!” says L
*Go in to dinncr directly. This is what comes, Rosanna, of thinking on
an empty stomach!” I spoke severely, being naturally indignant (at
my time of life) to hear a young woman of five-and-twenty talking
about her latter end!

She didn’t scem to hear me: she put her hand on my shoulder, and
kept me where I was, sitting by her side.

‘I think the place has laid a spell on me,” she said. ‘I dream of it
night after night; I think of it when I sit stitching at my work. You
know I am grateful, Mr Betteredge — you know I try to deserve your
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kindness, and my lady’s confidence in me. But I wonder sometimes
whether the life here is too quict and too good for such a woman as |
am, after all | have gone through, Mr Betteredge — after all  have gone
through. It’s more loncly to me to be among the other servants,
knowing I am not what they are, than it is to be here. My lady docsn’t
know, the matron at the reformatory doesn’t know, what a dreadful
reproach honest people are in themselves to a woman like me. Don’t
scold me, there’s a dear good man. I do my work, don’t 12 Please not
to tcll my lady I am discontented-TI am not. My mind’s unquiet, some-
times, that’s all.” She snatched her hand off my shoulder, and suddenly
pointed down to the quicksand. *Look!” she said. ‘Isn’t it wonderful ?
isn’t it terrible? [ have scen it dozens of times, and it’s always as new
to me as if  had never seen it before!”’

1 looked where she pointed. The tide was on the turn, and the horrid
sand began to shiver. The broad brown face of it heaved slowly, and
then dimpled and quivered all over. ‘Do you know what it looks like
to me?’ says Rosanna, catching me by the shoulder again. ‘It looks as
if it had hundreds of suffocating people under it - all struggling to get
to the surface, and all sinking lower and lower in the dreadful decps!
Throw a stone in, Mr Betteredge! Throw a stone in, and let’s see the
sand suck it down!’

Here was unwholesome talk! Here was an empty stomach feeding
on an unquiet mind! My answer — a pretty sharp one, in the poor girl’s
own interests, I promise you! — was at my tongue’s end, when it was
snapped short off on a sudden by a voice among the sandhills shout-
ing for me by my name. ‘Bettcredge!” cries the voice, ‘where are
you?’ ‘Here!” I shouted out in return, without a notion in my mind
of who it was. Rosanna started to her fect, and stood looking towards
the voice. I was just thinking of getting on my own legs next, when I
was staggered by a sudden change in the girl’s face.

Her complexion turned of a beautiful red, which I had never seen
in it before; she brightened all over with a kind of speechless and
breathless surprise. “Who is it?’ I asked. Rosanna gave mec back my
own question. ‘Oh! who is it ?” she said softly, more to hersclf than to
me. I twisted round on the sand, and looked behind me. There, com-.
ing out on us from among the hills, was a bright-eyed young gentle-
man, dressed in a beautiful fawn-coloured suit, with gloves and hat to
match, with 2 rose in his button-hole, and a smilc on his face that
might have sct the Shivering Sand itsclf smiling at him in return,
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BeforeIcould get on my legs, he plumped down on thesand by the side
of me, put his arm round my neck forcign fashion, and gave me a hug
that fairly squcczed the breath out of my body. ‘Dear old Betteredge!”
says he. ‘T owe you seven-and-sixpence. Now do you know who I
am?’

Lord bless us and save us! Here - four good hours before we ex-
pected him - was Mr Franklin Blake!

Before 1 could say a word, [ saw Mr Franklin, a little surprised to
all appearance, look up from me to Rosanna. Following his lead, I
looked at the girl too. She was blushing of a deeper red than cver,
scemingly at having caught Mr Franklin’s eyc; and she turnced and
left us suddenly, in a confusion quite unaccountable to my mind, with-
out cither making ler curtsey to the gentlemnan or saying a word to
me. Very unlike her usual self: a civiller and better-behaved scrvant,
in general, you never met with.

“That’s an odd gitl,” says Mr Franklin. ‘I wonder what she sces in
me to surprise her?’

‘I suppose, sir,” I answered, drolling on our young gentleman’s
Continental education, ‘it’s the varnish from foreign parts.’

I set down here Mr Franklin’s careless question, and my foolish
answer, as a consolation and cncouragernent to all stupid people ~ it
being, as I have remarked, a great satisfaction to our inferior fellow-
creatures to find that their betters are, on occasions, no brighter than
they are. Neither Mr Franklin, with his wonderful foreign training,
nor I, with my age, experience, and natural mother-wit, had the ghost
of an idea of what Rosanna Specarman’s unaccountable behaviour
rcally meant. She was out of our thoughts, poor soul, before we had
seen the last flutter of her little grey cloak among the sandhills. And
what of that? you will ask, naturally enough. Read on, good friend,
as patiently as you can, and perhaps you will be as sorry for Rosanna
Spearman as I was, when I found out the truth.

CHAPTER V

TuE first thing I did, after we were left together alone, was to make a
third attempt to get up from my seat on the sand. Mr Franklin stopped
me.

*There is one advantage about this horrid place,” he said; ‘we have
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got it all to ourselves. Stay where you are, Betteredge; I have some-
thing to say to you.’

While he was speaking, I was looking at him, and trying to sce
somcthing of the boy I remembered, in the man before me. The man
put me out. Look as I might, I could sce no more of his boy’s rosy
cheeks than of his boy’s trim little jacket. His complexion had got
pale: his face, at the lower part, was covered, to my great surprisc and
disappointment, with a curly brown beard and mustachios. He had a
lively touch-and-go way with him, very pleasant and engaging, I ad-
mit; but nothing to compare with his frec-and-casy manners of other
times. To make matters worse, he had promised to be tall, and had not
kept his promise. He was neat, and slim, and well madc; but he wasn’t
by an inch or two up to the middle height. In short, he baffled me alto-
gether. The years that had passed had left nothing of his old self, ex-
cept the bright, straightforward look in his cyes. There I found our
nice boy again, and there I concluded to stop in my investigation.

“Welcome back to the old place, Mr Franklin,” I said. ‘All the more
welcome, sir, that you have come some hours before we expected you.

‘I have a reason for coming before you expected me,” answered Mr
Franklin. ‘I suspect, Betteredge, that I have been followed and
watched in London, for the last three or four days; and Thave travelled
by the morning instead of the afternoon train because [ wanted to give
a certain dark-looking stranger the slip.’

Those words did more than surprise mec. They brought back to my
mind, in a flash, the three jugglers, and Penelope’s notion that they
meant some mischief to Mr Franklin Blake.

‘Who's watching you, sir - and why?’ I inquired.

*Tell me about the three Indians you have had at the house to-day,’
says Mr Franklin, without noticing my question. ‘It’s just possible,
Betteredge, that my stranger and your three jugglers may turn out to
be pieces of the same puzzle.’

‘How do you come to know about the jugglers, sir?’ I asked, put-
ting one question on the top of another, which was bad manners, [
own. But you don’t expect much from poor human nature - so don’t
expect much from me.

‘I saw Penclope at the house,’ says Mr Franklin; ‘and Penclope told
me. Your daughter promised to be a pretty girl, Betteredge, and she
has kept her promise. Penclope has got a small ear and a small foot.
Did the late Mrs Betteredge posscss those inestimable advantages?’
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‘The late Mrs Betteredge possessed a good many defects, sir,’ says L.
*One of them (if you will pardon my mentioning it) was never keep-
ing to the matter in hand. She was more like a fly than a woman: she
couldn’t settle on anything.’

*She would just have suited me,” says Mr Franklin. ‘I never scttle on
anything cither. Betteredge, your edge is better than cver. Your
daughter said as much, when I asked for particulars about the jugglers.
*“Father will tell you, sir. He's a wonderful man for his age; and he
expresses himself beautifully.”” Penclope’s own words - blushing
divinely. Not even my respect for you prevented me from - never
mind; I knew her when she was a child, and she’s none the worse for
it. Let’s be serious. What did the jugglers do?’

I was something dissatisfied with my daughter - not for letting Mr
Franklin kiss her; Mr Franklin was welcome to that - but for forcing
me to tell her foolish story at second-hand. However, there was no
help for it now but to mention the circumstances. Mr Franklin’s
merriment all died away as I went on. He sat knitting his eyebrows,
and twisting his beard. When I had done, he repeated after me two of
the questions which the chief juggler had put to the boy - seemingly
for the purpose of fixing them well in his mind.

¢ “Is it on the road to this house, and on no other, that the English
gentleman will travel to-day?” ““Has the English gentleman got It
about him?” I'suspect,” says Mr Franklin, pulling 2 little scaled paper
parcel out of his pocket, ‘that “It” means this. And “this”, Better-
edge, means my uncle Herncastle’s famous Diamond.’

*Good Lord, sir!” 1 broke out, “how do you come to be in charge of
the wicked Colonel’s Diamond?’

*The wicked Colonel’s will has left his Diamond as a birthday pre-
sent to my cousin Rachel,” says Mr Franklin. ‘And my father, as the
wicked Colonel’s executor, has given it in charge to me to bring down
here.’

If the sea, then oozing in smoothly over the Shivering Sand, had
been.changed into dry land before my own eyes, 1 doubt if I could
have been more surprised than I was when Mr Franklin spoke those
words.

‘The Colonel’s Diamond left to Miss Rachel!” says I. ‘And your
father, sir, the Colonel’s exccutor! Why, I would have laid any bet
you like, Mr Franklin, that your father wouldn’t have touched the
Colonel with a pair of tongs!”
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‘Strong language, Bettercdge! What was therc against the Colonel ?
He belonged to your time, not to mine. Tell me what you know
about him, and I'll tell you how my father came to be his executor,
and more besides. [ have made some discoverics in London about my
uncle Herncastle and his Diamond, which have rather an ugly look to
my eyes; and I want you to confirm them. You called him the
*“wicked Colonel” just now. Scarch your memory, my old friend,
and tell me why.’

I saw he was in earnest, and I told him.

Here follows the substance of what [ said, written out entirely for
your benefit. Pay attention to it, or you will be all abroad when we
get deeper into the story. Clear your mind of the children, or the din-
ner, or the new bonnet, or what not. Try if you can’t forget politics,
horses, prices in the City, and gricvances at the club. Thope you won't
take this freedom on my part amiss; it’s only a way I have of appcal-
ing to the gentle reader. Lord! haven’t I seen you with the greatest
authors in your hands, and don’t I know how ready your attention is
to wander when it’s a book that asks for it, instead of a person?

I spoke, a little way back, of my lady’s father, the old lord with the
short temper and the long tongue. He had five children in all. Two
sons to begin with; then, after a long time, his wife broke out breed-
ing again, and the three young ladies came briskly one after the other,
as fast as the nature of things would permit; my mistress, as before
mentioned, being the youngest and best of the three. Of the two sons,
the eldest, Arthur, inherited the title and estates. The second, the
Honourable John, got a fine fortune left him by a relative, and went
into the army.

It’s an ill bird, they say, that fouls its own nest. I look on the noble
family of the Herncastles as being my nest; and I shall take it as 2
favour if I am not expected to cnter into particulars on the subject of
the Honourable John. He was, I honestly believe, one of the greatest
blackguards that ever lived. I can hardly say more or less for him than
that. He went into the army, beginning in the Guards. He had to leave
the Guards before he was two-and-twenty — never mind why. They
are very strict in the army, and they were too strict for the Honour-
able John. He went out to India to sce whether they were cqually
strict there, and to try a little active service. In the matter of bravery
(to give him his due) he was a mixture of bulldog and gamecock, with
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a dash of the savage. He was at the taking of Seringapatam. Soon
afterwards he changed into another regiment, and in course of time,
changed again into a third. In the third he got his last step as lieutenant~
colonel, and, getting that, got also a sunstroke, and came home to
England.

He camc back with a character that closed the doors of all his family
against him, my lady (then just married) taking the lead, and declaring
(with Sir John's approval, of coursc) that her brother should never
enter any house of hers. There was more than one slur on the Colonel
that made people shy of him; but the blot of the Diamond is all I nced
mention here.

It was said he had got possession of his Indian jewel by means which,
bold as he was, he didn’t darc acknowledge. He never attempted to
sell it - not being in nced of money, and not (to give him his due
again) making money an object. He never gave it away; e never
even showed it to any living soul. Some said he was afraid of its get-
ting him into a difficulty with the military authorities; others (very
ignorant indecd of the real naturc of the man) said he was afraid, if he
showed it, of its costing him his life.

There was perhaps a grain of truth mixed up with this last report.
It was false to say that he was afraid; but it was a fact that his life had
been twice threatened in India; and it was firmly believed that the
Moonstone was at the bottom of it. When he came back to England,
and found himself avoided by everybody, the Moonstone was thought
to be at the bottom of it again. The mystery of the Colonel’s life got
in the Colonel’s way, and outlawed him, as you may say, among his
own people. The men wouldn’t Iet him into their clubs; the women -
more than one ~ whom he wanted to marry, refused him; friends and
relations got too near-sighted to sec him in the street.

Some men in this mess would have tried to set themselves right
with the world. But to give in, even when lic was wrong, and had all
society against him, was not the way of the Honourable John. He had
kept the Diamond, in flat defiance of assassination, in India. He kept
the Diamond, in flat defiance of public opinion, in England. There
you have the portrait of the man before you, as in a picture: a char-
acter that braved everything; and a face, handsome as it was, that
looked possessed by the devil.

We heard different rumours about him from time to time. Some-
times they said he was given up to smoking opium and collecting old
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books; sometimes he was reported to be trying strange things in
chemistry; sometimes he was secen carousing and amusing himself
among the lowest people in the lowest slums of London. Anyhow, a
solitary, vicious, underground life was the life the Colonel led. Once,
and once only, after his return to England, I myself saw him, face to
face.

About two years before the time of which I am now writing, and
about a year and a half beforc the time of his death, the Colonel came
uncxpectedly to my lady’s house in London. It was the night of Miss
Rachel’s birthday, the twenty-first of Junc; and there was a party in
honour of it, as usual. I received a message from the footman to say
that a gentleman wanted to sce me. Going up into the hall, there I
found the Colonel, wasted, and worn, and old, and shabby, and as
wild and as wicked as cver.

*Go up to my sister,” says he; “and say that L have called to wish my
niece many happy returns of the day.’

He had madc attempts by letter, more than once already, to be re-
conciled with my lady, for no other purpose, I am firmly persuaded,
than to annoy her. But this was the first time he had actually come to
the house. I had it on the tip of my tongue to say that my mistress had
a party that night. But the devilish look of him haunted me. I went
upstairs with his message, and left him, by his own desire, waiting in
the hall. The servants stood staring at him, at a distance, as if he was a
walking cngine of destruction loaded with powder and shot, and
likcly to go off among them at a moment’s notice.

My lady had a dash - no more - of the family temper. *Tell Colonel
Herncastle,” she said, when I gave her her brother’s message, “that
Miss Verinder is cngaged, and that I decline to see him.” I tried to
plead for a civiller answer than that, knowing the Colonel’s constitu-
tional superiority to the restraints which govern gentlemen in general.
Quite uscless! The family temper flashed out at me directly. “When 1
want your advice,” says my lady, ‘you know that I always ask for it.
I don’t ask for it now.” I went downstairs with the message, of which
I took the liberty of presenting a new and amended edition of my own
contriving, as follows: ‘My Jady and Miss Rachel regret that they arc
engaged, Colonel; and beg to be excused having the honour of seeing
vou.’

I expected him to break out, even at that politc way of putting it.
To my surprise he did nothing of the sort; he alarmed me by taking
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the thing with an unnatural quict. His eyes, of a glittering bright grey,
just settled on me for a moment; and he laughed, not out of himself,
like other people, but into himsclf, in a soft, chuckling, horridly mis-
chievous way. ‘Thank you, Bettcredge,” he said. ‘I shall remember
my nicce’s birthday.” With that, he turned on his heel and walked out
of the house.

The next birthday came round, and we heard he was ill in bed. Six
months afterwards - that is to say, six months before the time I am
now writing of - therc came a letter from a highly respectable clergy-
man to my lady. [t communicated two wonderful things in the way
of family news. First, that the Colonel had forgiven his sister on his
death-bed. Second, that he had forgiven cverybody else, and had made
a most edifying end. I have mysclf (in spite of the bishops and the
clergy) an unfeigned respect for the Church; but I am firmly per-
suaded, at the same time, that the devil remained in undisturbed pos-
session of the Honourable John, and that the last abominable act in the
life of that abominable man was (saving your presence) to take the
clergyman in!

This was the sum-total of what I had to tell Mr Franklin. I remarked
that he listened more and more eagerly the longer I went on. Also,
that the story of the Colonel being sent away from his sister’s door, on
the occasion of his niecc’s birthday, seemed to strike Mr Franklin like
a shot that had hit the mark. Though he didn’t acknowledge it, I saw
that [ had madc him uneasy, plainly cnougl, in his face.

*You have said your say, Betteredge,” he remarked. ‘It’s my turn
now. Before, however, I tell you what discoveries 1 have made in
London, and how I came to be mixed up in this matter of the Dia-
mond, I want to know one thing. You look, my old friend, as if you
didn’t quite understand the object to be answered by this consultation
of ours. Do your looks belic you?’

‘No, sir,” I said. ‘My looks, on this occasion at any rate, tell the
truth.’

‘In that case,” says Mr Franklin, ‘suppose I put you up to my point
of view, before we go any further. I sce three very serious questions
involved in the Colonel’s birthday ¢ift to my cousin Rachel. Follow
me carefully, Betteredge; and count nic off on your fingers, if it will
help you,” says Mr Franklin, with a certain pleasure in showing how
clear-headed he could be, which reminded me wonderfully of old
times when he was a boy. ‘ Question the first: Was the Colonel’s Dia-
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mond the object of a conspiracy in India? Question the second: Has
the conspiracy followed the Colonel’s Diamond to England ? Ques-
tion the third: Did the Colonel know the conspiracy followed the
Diamond; and has he purposely left a legacy of trouble and danger to
his sister, through the innocent medium of his sister’s child? That is
what I am driving at, Bettcredge. Don’t let me frighten you.’

It was all very well to say that, but he had frightened me.

If he was right, here was our quiet English house suddenly invaded
by a devilish Indian Diamond - bringing after it a conspiracy of living
rogues, sct loose on us by the vengeance of a dead man. There was our
situation, as revealed to me in Mr Franklin’s last words! Whoever
heard the like of it — in the nincteenth century, mind; in an age of
progress, and in a country which rcjoices in the blessings of the British
constitution ? Nobody cver heard the like of it, and, consequently, no-
body can be expected to believe it. I shall go on with my story, how-
ever, in spite of that.

‘When you get a sudden alarm, of the sort that I had got now, nine
times out of ten the place you fecl it in is your stomach. When you
feel it in your stomach, your attention wanders, and you begin to fid-
get. I fidgeted silently in my place on the sand. Mr Franklin noticed
me, contending with a perturbed stomach or mind - which you
please; they mean the same thing ~ and, checking himself just as he
was starting with his part of the story, said to me sharply, ‘What do
you want?’

What did I want? I didn’t tell him; but I'll tell you, in confidence. 1
wanted a whiff of my pipe, and a turn at Robinson Crusoe.

CHAPTER VI

KEEPING my private sentiments to myself, I respectfully requested
Mr Franklin to go on. Mr Franklin replied, ‘Don’t fidget, Bettcredge,”
and went on.

Our young gentleman’s first words informed me that his discoveries
concerning the wicked Colonel and the Diamond had begun with a
visit which he had paid (before he came to us) to the family lawyer, at
Hampstead. A chance word dropped by Mr Franklin, when the two
werc alone, one day after dinner, revealed that he had been charged by
his father with a birthday present to be taken to Miss Rachel. One
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thing led to another; and it ended in the lawyer mentioning what the
present really was, and how the friendly connexion between the late
Colonel and Mr Blake, senior, had taken its risc. The facts here are
really so extraordinary, that I doubt if T can trust my own language to
do justice to them. I prefer trying to report Mr Franklin’s discoverics,
as nearly as may be, in Mr Franklin’s own words.

‘You remember the time, Betteredge,’ he said, “when my father
was trying to prove his title to that unlucky Dukedom? Well! that
was also the time when my uncle Herncastle returned from India. My
father discovered that his brother-in-law was in possession of certain
papers which were likely to be of service to him in his Jawsuit. He
called on the Colonel, on pretence of welcoming him back to Eng-
land. The Colonel was not to be deluded in that way. “You want
something,” he said, ““or you would never have compromised your
reputation by calling on me.” My father saw that the one chance for
him was to show his hand: he admitted, at once, that he wanted the
papers. The Coloncl asked for a day to consider his answer, His an-
swer came in the shape of a most extraordinary letter, which my friend
the lawyer showed me. The Colonel began by saying that he wanted
something of my father, and that he begged to propose an exchange of
friendly services between them. The fortune of war (that was the ex-
pression he uscd) had placed him in possession of one of the largest
Diamonds in the world; and he had reason to believe that neither he
nor his precious jewel was safe in any house, in any quarter of the
globe, which they occupied together. Under these alarming circum-
stances, he had determined to place his Diamond in the keeping of
another person. That person was not expected to run any risk. He
might deposit the precious stone in any place especially guarded and
set apart - like a banker’s or jeweller’s strong-room - for the safe cus-
tudy of valuables of high price. His main personal responsibility in the
matter was to be of the passive kind. He was to undertake - either by
himself, or by a trustworthy representative - to receive at a pre-
arranged address, on certain pre-arranged days in cvery year, a note
from the Colonel, simply stating the fact that [z was a living man at
that date. In the event of the date passing over without the note being
reccived, the Colonel’s silence might be taken as a sure token of the
Colonel’s death by mutder. In that case, and in no other, certain scaled
instructions relating to the disposal of the Diamond, and deposited
with it, were to be opened, and followed implicitly. If my father
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chose to accept this strange charge, the Colonel’s papers were at his
disposal in return. That was the letter.”

“What did your father do, sir?’ I asked.

‘Do?’ says Mr Franklin. ‘I'll tcll you what he did. He brought the
invaluable faculty, called common sense, to bear on the Colonel’s let-
ter. The whole thing, he declared, was simply absurd. Somewhere in
his Indian wanderings, the Colonel had picked up with some wretched
crystal which he took for a diamond. As for the danger of his being
murdered, and the precautions devised to prescrve his life and his
picce of crystal, this was the ninctcenth century, and any man in his
senses had only to apply to the police. The Colonel had been a notori-
ous opium-cater for years past; and, if the only way of getting at the
valuable papers he possessed was by accepting a matter of opium as a
matter of fact, my father was quite willing to take the ridiculous re-
sponsibility imposed on him - all the more readily that it involved no
trouble to himself. The Diamond and the scaled instructions went into
his banker’s strong-room, and the Colonel’s letters, periodically re-
porting him a living man, were received and opened by our family
lawyer, Mr Bruff, as my father’s representative. No sensible person, in
a similar position, could have viewed the mattcr in any other way.
Nothing in this world, Betteredge, is probable unless it appeals to our
own trumpery experience; and we only believe in a romance when
we sce it in a newspaper.

It was plain to me from this, that Mr Franklin thought his father’s
notion about the Colonel hasty and wrong.

*What is your own private opinion about the matter, sir?’ I asked.

“Let’s finish the story of the Colonel first,’ says Mr Franklin. ‘There
is a curious want of system, Betteredge, in the English mind; and your
question, my old friend, is an instance of it. When we are not occu-
pied in making machincry, we are (mentally speaking) the most
slovenly people in the universe.’

‘So much,’ I thought to myself, ‘for a forcign education! He has
learned that way of girding at us in France, I suppose.’

Mr Franklin took up the lost thread, and went on.

‘My father,’ he said, ‘got the papers he wanted, and never saw his
brother-in-law again from that time. Year after year, on the pre-
arranged days, the pre-arranged letter came from the Colonel, and
was opened by Mr Bruff. I have seen the letters, in a heap, all of them
written in the same brief, business-like form of words: ““Sir, - This is
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to certify that I am still a living man. Let the Diamond be. John Hern-
castle.” That was all he cver wrote, and that came regulatly to the day;
until some six or eight months since, when the form of the letter
varied for the first time. It ran now: ““Sir, - They tell me I am dying.
Come to me, and help me to make my Will”” Mr Bruff went, and
found him, in the little suburban villa, surrounded by its own grounds,
in which he had lived alone ever since he had left India. He had dogs,
cats, and birds to kecp him company; but no human being ncar him,
except the person who came daily to do the house-work, and the doc-
tor at the bedside. The Will was a very simple matter. The Colonel had
dissipated the greater part of his fortune in his chemical investigations.
His Will began and ended in three clauses, which he dictated from his
bed, in perfect posscssion of his facultics. The first clause provided for
the safe keeping and support of his animals. The second founded a
professorship of experimental chemistry at a northern university. The
third bequeathed the Moonstone as a birthday present to his niece, on
condition that my father would act as exccutor. My father at first re-
fused to act. On sccond thoughts, however, he gave way, partly be-
causc he was assurcd that the exccutorship would involve him in no
trouble; partly because Mr Bruff suggested, in Rachel’s interest, that
the Diamond might be worth something, after all.’

‘Did the Colonel give any reason, sir,’ 1 inquired, ‘why he left the
Diamond to Miss Rachel ?’

‘He not only gave the reason — he had the reason written in his
Will,” said Mr Franklin. ‘T have got an extract, which you shall sece
presently. Don’t be slovenly-minded, Betteredge! One thing at a
time. You have heard about the Colonel’s Will; now you must hear
what happened after the Colonel’s death. It was formally necessary to
have the Diamond valued, before the Will could be proved. All the
jewellers consulted, at once confirmed the Colonel’s assertion that he
possessed one of the largest diamonds in the world. The question of
accurately valuing it presented some serious difficulties. Its size made
it 2 phenomenon in the diamond-market; its colour placed it in a
category by itsclf; and, to add to these elements of uncertainty, there
was a defect, in the shape of a flaw, in the very heart of the stone.
Even with this Jast scrious drawback, however, the lowest of the
various estimates given was twenty thousand pounds. Conccive my
father’s astonishment! He had been within a hair’s-breadth of refusing
to act as executor, and of allowing this magnificent jewel to be lost to

46



the family. The interest he took in the matter now, induced him to
open the scaled instructions which had been deposited with the Dia-
mond. Mr Bruff showed this document to me, with the other papers;
and it suggests (to my mind) a clue to the nature of the conspiracy
which threatened the Colonel’s life.’

*Then you do believe, sir,” I said, *that there was a conspiracy ?’

‘Not possessing my father’s cxcellent common sense,” answered
Mr Franklin, ‘I believe the Colonel’s life was threatened, exactly as
the Colonel said. The sealed instructions, as I think, explain how it was
that e died, after all, quietly in his bed. In the event of his death by
violence (that is to say, in the abscnce of the regular letter from him ac
the appointed date) my father was then directed to send the Moon-
stone secretly to Amsterdam. It was to be deposited in that city with
a famous diamond-cutter, and it was to be cut up into from four to six
separate stones. The stones were then to be sold for what they would
fetch, and the proceeds were to be applicd to the founding of that pro-
fessorship of experimental chemistry, which the Colonel has since cn-
dowed by his Will. Now, Betteredge, cxcrt those sharp wits of yours,
and observe the conclusion to which the Colonel’s instructions point!’

Linstantly exerted my wits. They were of the slovenly English sort;
and they consequently muddled it all, until Mr Franklin took them in
hand, and pointed out what they ought to sec.

‘Remark,” says Mr Franklin, ‘that the integrity of the Diamond, as
a whole stone, is here artfully made dependent on the preservation
from violence of the Colonel’s life. He is not satisfied with saying to
the encmics he dreads, “Kill me - and you will be no nearer to the
Diamond than you are nows; it is where you can’t get at it ~ in the
guarded strong-room of a bank.” He says instead, “Kill me - and the
Diamond will be the Diamond no longer; its identity will be de-
stroycd.” What docs that mean?’

Here I had (as I thought) a flash of the wonderful foreign bright-
ness.

‘I know,’” I said. ‘It means lowering the valuc of the stone, and
cheating the rogucs in that way!’

‘Nothing of the sort,” says Mr Franklin. ‘T have inquired about that.
The flawed Diamond, cut up, would actually fetch more than the
Diamond as it now is; for this plain reason ~ that from four to six
perfect brilliants might be cut from it, which would be, collectively,
worth more money than the large - but imperfect - single stone. If
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robbery for the purpose of gain was at the bottom of the conspiracy,
the Colonel’s instructions absolutely made the Diamond better worth
stealing. More money could have been got for it, and the disposal of
it in the diamond-market would have been infinitely casier, if it had
passed through the hands of the wortkmen of Amsterdam.’

‘Lord bless us, sir!” I burst out. “What was the plot, then?’

‘A plot organized among the Indians who originally owned the
jewel,” says Mr Franklin - ‘a plot with some old Hindoo superstition
at the bottom of it. That is my opinion, confirmed by a family paper
which I have about me at this moment.’

Tsaw, now, why the appearance of the three Indian jugglers at our
house had presented itself to Mr Franklin in the light of a circumstance
worth noting.

‘I don’t want to force my opinion on you,” Mr Franklin went on.
*The idea of certain chosen scrvants of an old Hindoo superstition de-
voting themselves, through all difficultics and dangers, to watching
the opportunity of recovering their sacred gem, appears to me to be
perfectly consistent with everything that we know of the patience of
Oricntal races, and the influence of Oricntal religions. But then I am
an imaginative man; and the butcher, the baker, and the tax-gatherer,
are not the only credible realities in existence to my mind. Let the
guess I have made at the truth in this matter go for what it is worth,
and let us get on to the only practical question that concerns us. Does
the conspiracy against the Moonstone survive the Colonel’s death?
And did the Colonel know it, when lic left the birthday gift to his
niece?’

I began to see my lady and Miss Rachel at the end of it all, now.
Not a word he said escaped me.

‘I was not very willing, when I discovered the story of the Moon-
stone,’ said Mr Franklin, ‘to be the means of bringing it here. But Mr
Bruff reminded me that somebody must put my cousin’s legacy into
my cousin’s hands - and that I might as well do it as anybody else.
After taking the Diamond out of the bank, I fancied I was followed in
the strects by a shabby dark-complexioned man. I went to my father’s
house to pick up my luggage, and found a lctter there, which un~
expectedly detained me in London. T went back to the bank with the
Diamond, and thought I saw the shabby man again. Taking the Dia-
mond once more out of the bank this morning, I saw the man for the
third time, gave him the slip, and started (before he recovered the
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trace of me) by the moming instead of the afternoon train. Here Iam,
with the Diamond safe and sound - and what is the first news that
meets me? I find that three strolling Indians have been at the house,
and that my arrival from London, and something which Tam expected
to haveabout me, are two special objects of investigation to them when
they believe themselves to be alonc. I don’t waste time and words on
their pouring the ink into the boy’s hand, and telling him to look in it
for a man at a distance, and for something in that man’s pocket. The
thing (which I have often seen done in the East) is “hocus-pocus” in
my opinion, as it is in yours. The present question for us to decide s,
whether T am wrongly attaching a meaning to a merc accident? or
whether we really have evidence of the Indians being on the track of
the Moonstone, the moment it is removed from the safe keeping of
the bank?’

Neither he nor I seemed to fancy dealing with this part of the in-
quiry. We looked at cach other, and then we looked at the tide, ooz~
ing in smoothly, higher and higher, over the Shivering Sand.

“What arc you thinking of?’ says Mr Franklin suddenly.

‘I was thinking, sir,’ I answered, ‘that I should like to shy the Dia-
mond into the quicksand, and settle the question in that way.’

‘If you have got the value of the stone in your pocket,” answered
Mr Franklin, ‘say so, Bettcredge, and in it goes!”’

It’s curious to note, when your mind’s anxious, how very far in the
way of relief a very small joke will go. We found a fund of merri-
ment, at the time, in the notion of making away with Miss Rachel’s
lawful property, and getting Mr Blake, as exccutor, into dreadful
trouble - though where the merriment was, T am quitc at a loss to dis-
COVer now.

Mr Franklin was the first to bring the talk back to the talk’s proper
purpose. He took an envelope out of his pocket, opened it, and handed
to me the paper inside.

‘Betteredge,” he said, “we must face the question of the Colonel’s
motive in leaving this legacy to his niece, for ny aunt’s sake. Bear in
mind how Lady Verinder treated her brother from the time when he
returned to England, to the time when he told you he should remem-
ber his nicce’s birthday. And read that.’

He gave me the extract from the Colonel’s Will. T have got it by
me while I write these words; and I copy it, as follows, for your
benefit:
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“Thirdly, and lastly, I give and bequeath to my niece, Rachel Verin-
der, daughter and only child of my sister, Julia Verinder, widow — if her
mother, the said Julia Verinder, shall be living on the said Rachel Verin-
der’s next birthday after my death - the yellow Diamond belonging to
me, and known in the East by the name of the Moonstone: subject to
this condition, that her mother, the said Julia Verinder, shall be living at
the time. And I hereby desire mmy executor to give my Diamond, either
by his own hands or by the hands of some trustworthy representative
whom he shall appoint, into the personal possession of my said nicce
Rachel, on her next birthday after my death, and in the presence, if pos-
sible, of my sister, the said Julia Verinder. And I desire that my said sister
may be informed, by mecans of a truc copy of this, the third and last
clause of my Will, that [ give the Diamond to her daughter Rachel, in
token of my free forgiveness of the injury which her conduct towards
me has been the means of inflicting on my reputation in my lifetime;
and especially in proof that I pardon, as becomes a dying man, the insult
offered to me as an officcr and a gentleman, when her servant, by her
orders, closed the door of her house against me, on the occasion of her
daughter’s birthday.’

More words followed these, providing, if my lady was dead, or if
Miss Rachel was dead, at the time of the testator’s decease, for the Dia-
mond being sent to Holland, in accordance with the sealed instruc-
tions originally deposited with it. The procceds of the sale were, in
that case, to be added to the moncy alrcady left by the Will for the
professorship of chemistry at the university in the north.

1 handed the paper back to Mr Franklin, sorcly troubled what to
say to him. Up to that moment, my own opinion had been (as you
know) that the Colonel had dicd as wickedly as he had lived. I don’t
say the copy from his Will actually converted me from that opinion:
I only say it staggered me.

‘Well,” says Mr Franklin, ‘now you have read the Colonel’s own
statcment, what do you say? In bringing the Moonstone to my aunt’s
house, am I serving his vengeance blindfold, or am I vindicating him
in the character of a penitent and Christian man?”

‘It seems hard to say, sir,” I answered, ‘that he died with a horrid
revenge in his heart, and a horrid lie on his lips. God alone knows the
truth. Don’t ask me.”

Mr Franklin sat twisting and turning the extract from the Will in
his fingers, as if he expected to squeeze the truth out of it in that man-
ner. He altered quite remarkably, at the same time. From being brisk
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and bright, he now became, most unaccountably, a slow, solemn, and:
pondering young man.

*This question has two sides,” he said. ‘An Objective side, and a Sub-
Jective side. Which are we to take?’

He had had a German education as well as a French. One of the two.
had been in undisturbed possession of him (as I supposed) up to this
time. And now (as well as I could make out) the other was taking its
place. It is one of my rules in life, never to notice what I don’t under-
stand. I steered a middle course between the Objective side and the
Subjective side. In plain English I stared hard, and said nothing.

‘Let’s extract the inner meaning of this,” says Mr Franklin. *“Why
did my uncle leave the Diamond to Rachel ? Why didn’t he leave it to
my aunt?’

*That’s not beyond guessing, sir, at any rate,’ I'said. ‘Colonel Hern-
castle knew my lady well enough to know that she would have refused
to accept any legacy that came to her from him.’

‘How did he know that Rachel might not rcfuse to accept it, too ?*

‘Is there any young lady in existence, sir, who could resist the
temptation of accepting such a birthday present as the Moonstone ?’

‘That’s the Subjective view,” says Mr Franklin. ‘It does you great
credit, Betteredge, to be able to take the Subjective view. But there’s
another mystery about the Colonel’s legacy which is not accounted
for yet. How arc we to explain his only giving Rachel her birthday
present conditionally on her mother being alive?’

‘I don't want to slander a dead man, sir,” I answered. ‘But if he has
purposcly left a legacy of trouble and danger to his sister, by the means
of her child, it must be a legacy made conditional on his sister’s being
alive to fecl the vexation of it.’ '

*‘Oh! That’s your interpretation of his motive, is it? The Subjective
interpretation again! Have you ever been in Germany, Betteredge ?'

‘No, sir. What’s your interpretation, if you please?’

‘I can see,” says Mr Franklin, ‘that the Colonel’s object may, quite
possibly, have becn - not to benefit his niece, whom he had never
even seen - but to prove to his sister that he had died forgiving her,
and to prove it very prettily by means of a present made to her child,
There is a totally different explanation from yours, Betteredge, taking
its rise in a Subjective-Objective point of view. From all I can see, one
interpretation is just as likely to be right as the other.’

Having brought matters to this pleasant and comforting issue, Mr
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Franklin appearcd to think that he had completed all thac was re-
quired of him. He lay down flat on his back on the sand, and asked
what was to be done next.

He had been so clever, and clear-hcaded (before he began to talk
the forcign gibberish), and had so completely taken the lead in the
business up to the present time, that I was quite unpreparcd for such
a sudden change as he now exhibited in this helpless leaning upon me.
It was not till later that I learncd - by assistance of Miss Rachel, who
was the first to make the discovery - that these puzzling shifts and
transformations in Mr Franklin were due to the effect on him of his
foreign training. At the age when we are all of us most apt to take our
colouring, in the form of a reflection from the colouring of other
people, he had been sent abroad, and had been passed on from one
nation to another, before there was time for any one colouring more
than another to settle itsclf on him firmly. As a consequence of this,
he had come back with so many different sides to his character, all
more or less jarring with each other, that he scemed to pass his life in
a state of perpetual contradiction with himself. He could be a busy
man, and a lazy man; cloudy in the head, and clear in the head; a
model of determination, and a spectacle of helplessness, all together.
He had his French side, and his German side, and his Italian side - the
original English foundation showing througl, every now and then,
as much as to say, ‘Here I am, sorely transmogrified, as you see, but
there’s something of me left at the bottom of him still.” Miss Rachel
uscd to remark that the Italian side of him was uppermost, on those
occasions when he unexpectedly gave in, and asked you in his nice
sweet-tempered way to take his own responsibilities on your shoul-
ders. You will do him no injustice, I think, if you conclude that the
Italian side of him was uppermost now.

‘Isn’t it your business, sir,’ I asked, ‘to know what to do next?
Surely it can’t be mine?’

MrFranklindidn’t appearto sce the force of my question - not being
in a position, at the time, to sce anything but the sky over his head.

‘I don't want to alarm my aunt without reason,” he said. ‘And I
don’t want to leave her without what may be a needful warning. If
you were in my place, Betteredge, tell me, in onc word, what would
you do?’

In one word I told him: “Wait.”

‘With all my heart,’ says Mr Franklin. ‘How long?*
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I proceeded to explain myself.

‘As I understand it, sir,’ I said, ‘somebody is bound to put this
plaguy Diamond into Miss Rachel’s hands on her birthday - and you
may as well do it as another. Very good. This is the twenty-fifth of
May, and the birthday is on the twenty-first of Junc. We have got
close on four weeks before us. Let’s wait and sce what happens in that
time; and let’s warn my lady or not, as the ciccumstances direct us.’

‘Perfect, Betteredge, as far as it goes!” says Mr Franklin. ‘But, be~
tween this and the birthday, what's to be done with the Diamond ?’

“What your father did with it, to be sure, sit!” I answered. *Your
father put it in the safe keeping of a bank in London. You put it in the
safe keeping of the bank at Frizinghall.” (Frizinghall was our nearest
town, and the Bank of England wasn’t safer than the bank there.) 'If
[ were you, sir,’ I added, ‘I would ride straight away with it to Frizing-
hall before the ladies come back.’

The prospect of doing something - and, what is more, of doing that
somcthing on a horse - brought Mr Franklin up like lightning from
the flat of his back. He sprang to his fect, and pulled me up, without
ceremony, onto mine. ‘ Betteredge, youareworth your weightingold,”
he said. ‘ Come along, and saddle the best horse in the stables dircctly !’

Here (God bless it!) was the original English foundation of him
showing through all the forcign varnish at last! Here was the Master
Franklin I remembered, coming out again in the good old way at the
prospect of a ride, and reminding me of the good old times! Saddle a
horse for him? [ would have saddled a dozen horses, if he could only
have ridden them all!

We went back to the house in a hurry; we had the flectest horse in
the stables saddled in a hurry: and Mr Franklin rattled off in a hurry,
to lodge the cursed Diamond once more in the strong-room of a bank.
When I heard the last of his horse’s hoofs on the drive, and when I
turned about in the yard and found I was alone again, I felt half in-
clined to ask mysclf if I hadn’t woke up from a dream.

CHAPTER VII

W riLE ] was in this bewildered frame of mind, sorely nceding a little
quiet time by myself to put me right again, my daughter Penclope
got in my way (just as her late mother used to get in my way on the
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stairs), and instantly summoned me to tell her all that had passed at the
conference between Mr Franklin and me. Under present circum-
stances, the one thing to be done was to clap the extinguisher upon
Penelope’s curiosity on the spot. I accordingly replied that Mr Frank-
lin and I had both talked of forcign politics, till we could talk no
longer, and had then mutually fallen asleep in the heat of the sun. Try
that sort of answer when your wifc or your daughter next worries you
with an awkward question at an awkward time, and depend on the
natural sweetness of women for kissing and making it up again at the
next opportunity.

The afternoon wore on, and my lady and Miss Rachel came back.

Needless to say, how astonished they were when they heard that
Mr Franklin Blake had arrived, and had gone off again on horseback.
Necedless also to say, that they asked awkward questions directly, and
that the ‘forcign politics” and the ‘falling asleep in the sun’ wouldn’t
serve a second time over with tliens. Being at the end of my invention,
I said Mr Franklin’s arrival by the carly train was entirely attributable
to onc of Mr Franklin’s freaks. Being asked, upon that, whether his
galloping off again on horscback was another of Mr Franklin’s freaks,
I said, “Yes, it was’; and slipped out of it - I think very cleverly - in
that way.

Having got over my difficultics with the ladies, I found more diffi-
culties waiting for me when I went back to my own rcom. In came
Penelope — with the natural sweetness of women ~ to kiss and make it
up again; and - with the natural curiosity of women ~ to ask another
question. This time she only wanted me to tell her what was the mat-
ter with our second housemaid, Rosanna Spearman.

After leaving Mr Franklin and me at the Shivering Sand, Rosanna,
it appeared, had turned to the house in a very unaccountable state of
mind. She had tumed (if Penelope was to be belicved) all the colours
of the rainbow. She had been merry without reason, and sad without
reason. In one breath she asked hundreds of questions about Mr Frank-
lin Blake, and in another breath she had been angry with Penclope for
presuming to suppose that a strange gentleman could possess any in~
terest for her. She had been surprised, smiling, and scribbling Mr
Franklin’s name inside her work-box. She had been surprised again,
crying and looking at her deformed shoulder in the glass. Had she and
Mr Franklin known anything of cach other before to-day ? Quite im-
possible! Had they heard anything of cach other? Impossible again! I
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could spcak to Mr Franklin’s astonishment as genuine, when he saw
how the girl stared at him. Penelope could speak to the girl’s inquisi~
tiveness as genuine, when she asked questions about Mr Franklin. The
confcrence between us, conducted in this way, was tiresome enough,
until my daoghter suddenly ended it by bursting out with what I
thought the most monstrous supposition I had ever heard in my life.

‘Father!” says Penclope, quite scriously, ‘therc’s only one explana-
tion of it. Rosanna has fallen in love with Mr Franklin Blake at first
sight!”

You have heard of beautiful young ladies falling in love at first
sight, and have thought it natural enough. But a housemaid out of a
reformatory, wich a plin face and a deformed shoulder, falling in
love, at first sight, with a gentleman who comes on a visit to her mis-
stress’s house, match me that, in the way of an absurdity, out of any
story-book in Christendom, if you can! I laughed till the tears rolled
down my cheeks. Penclope resented my merriment, in rather a
strange way. ‘I never knew you cruel before, father,” she said very
gently, and went out.

My girl’s words fell upon me like a splash of cold water. I was
savage with myself, for fecling uncasy in myself the moment she had
spoken them - but so it was. We will change the subject, if you
please. I am sorry I drifted into writing about it; and not without
rcason, as you will sec when we have gone on together a little longer.

The evening came, and the dressing-bell for dinner rang, before Mr
Franklin returned from Frizinghall. T took his hot water up to his
room myself, expecting to lear, after this cxtraordinary delay, that
something had happened. To my great disappointment (and no doubt
to yours also), nothing had happened. He had not met with the In-
dians, either going or returning. He had deposited the Moonstone in
the bank - describing it merely as a valuable of great price - and he
had got the receipt for it safe in his pocket. [ went downstairs, feeling
that this was rather a flat ending, after all our excitement about the
Diamond carlicr in the day.

How the meeting between Mr Franklin and his aunt and cousin
went off, is more than [ can tell you.

Iwould have given something to have waited at table that day. But,
in my position in the houschold, waiting at dinner (except on high
family festivals) was letting down my dignity in the eyes of the other
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servants — a thing which my lady considered me quite prone cnough
to do already, without sccking occasions for it. The news brought to
me from the upper regions, that evening, came from Penclope and
the footman. Penclope mentioned that she had never known Miss
Rachel so particular about the dressing of hicr hair, and had never scen
her look so bright and pretty as she did when she went down to meet
Mr Franklin in the drawing-room. The footman’s report was, that the
preservation of a respectful composurc in the presence of his betters,
and the waiting on Mr Franklin Blake at dinner, were two of the
hardest things to reconcile with cach other that had ever tried his
training in service. Later in the evening we heard them singing and
playing duets, Mr Franklin piping high, Miss Rachel piping higher,
and my lndy', on the piano, following them, as it werc over hcdgc and
ditch, and sceing them safe through it in a manner most wonderful
and pleasant to hear through the open windows, on the terrace at
night. Later still, I went to Mr Franklin in the smoking-room, with
the soda-water and brandy, and found that Miss Rachel had put the
Diamond clean out of his head. ‘She’s the most charming girl T have
scen since I came back to England!” was all I could extract from him,
when I endeavoured to lead the conversation to more serious things.

Towards midnight, I went round the house to lock up, accom-
panied by my sccond in command {Samuel, the footman), as usual.
When all the doors were made fast, except the side door that opened
on the terrace, I sent Samuel to bed, and stepped out for a breath of
fresh air before I too went to bed in my turn.

The night was still and close, and the moon was at the full in the
heavens. It was so silent out of doors, that I heard from time to time,
very faint and low, the fall of the sea, as the ground-swell heaved it in
on the sandbank near the mouth of our little bay. As the house stood,
the terrace side was the dark side; but the broad moonlight showed
fair on the gravel walk that ran along the next side to the terrace.
Looking this way, after looking up at the sky, I saw the shadow of a
person in the moonlight thrown forward from behind the corner of
the house.

Being old and sly, I forbore to call out; but being also, unfortun-
ately, old and heavy, my feet betrayed me on the gravel. Before I
could stcal suddenly round the corner, as I had proposed, I heard
lighter feet than mine - and more than one pair of them as I thought —
retreating in a hurry. By the time I had got to the corner, the tres-
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passers, whoever they were, had run into the shrubbery at the off side
of the walk, and were hidden from sight among the thick trees and
bushes in that part of the grounds. From the shrubbery, they could
casily make their way, over our fence, into the road. If T had been
forty years younger I might have had a chance of catching them be-
fore they got clear of our premises. As it was, I went back to set a-
going a younger pair of legs than mine. Without disturbing anybody,
Samucl and I got a couple of guns, and went all round the house and
through the shrubbery. Having made sure that no persons were lurk-
ing about anywhere in our grounds, we turned back. Passing over the
walk where I had scen the shadow, I now noticed, for the first time, a
lictle bright object, lying on the clean gravel, under the light of the
moon. Picking the object up, I discovered it was a small bottle, con-
taining a thick sweet-smelling liquor, as black as ink.

I said nothing to Samuel. But, remembering what Penclope had
told me about the jugglers, and the pouring of the little pool of ink
into the palm of the boy’s hand, T instantly suspected that T had dis-
turbed the three Indians, lurking about the house, and bent, in their
heathenish way, on discovering the whereabouts of the Diamond that
night.

CHAPTER VIII

HEeRrE, for onc moment, [ find it necessary to call a halt.

On summoning up my own recollections ~ and on getting Pene-
lope to help me, by consulting her journal - T find that we may pass
pretty rapidly over the interval between Mr Franklin Blake’s arrival
and Miss Rachel’s birthday. For the greater part of that time the days
passed, and brought nothing with them worth recording. With your
good lcave, then, and with Penclope’s lielp, I shall notice certain dates
only in this place; reserving to myself to tell the story day by day,
once more, as soon as we get to the time when the business of the
Moonstone became the chief business of cverybody in our house.

This said, we may now go on again ~ beginning, of course, with the
bottle of sweet-smelling ink which I found on the gravel walk at
night.

On the next morning (the morning of the twenty-sixth) I showed
Mr Franklin this article of jugglery, and told him what I have alrcady
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told you. His opinion was, not only that the Indians had been lurking
about after the Diamond, but also that they were actually foolish
enough to believe in their own magic - meaning thereby the making
of signs on a boy’s head, and the pouring of ink into a boy’s hand, and
then expecting him to see persons and things beyond the reach of
liuman vision. In our country, as well as in the East, Mr Franklin in-
formed me, there are people who practise this curious hocus-pocus
(without the ink, however); and who call it by a French name, signi-
fying somcthing like brightness of sight. ‘Depend upon it,’ says Mr
Franklin, ‘the Indians took it for granted that we should keep the
Diamond here; and they brought their clairvoyant boy to show them
the way to it, if they succeeded in getting into the house last night.’

‘Do you think they’ll try again, sir?” I asked.

‘It depends,” says Mr Franklin, “on what the boy can really do. If he
can see the Diamond through the iron safe of the bank at Frizinghall,
we shall be troubled with no more visits from the Indians for the pre-
sent. If he can’t, we shall have another chance of catching them in the
shrubbery, before many more nights are over our licads.’

I waited pretty confidently for that latter chance; but, strange to
relate, it never came.

Whether the jugglers heard, in the town, of Mr Franklin having
been seen at the bank, and drew their conclusions accordingly; or
whether the boy really did see the Diamond where the Diamond was
now lodged (which L, for one, flatly disbelieve); or whether, after all,
it was a mere effect of chance, this at any rate is the plain truth - not
the ghost of an Indian came near the house again, through the weeks
that passed before Miss Rachel’s birthday. The jugglers remained in
and about the town plying their trade; and Mr Franklin and I re-
mained waiting to sec what might happen, and resolute not to put the
rogues on their guard by showing our suspicions of them too soon.
With this report of the proceedings on cither side, ends all that T have
to say about the Indians for the present.

On the twenty-ninth of the month, Miss Rachel and Mr Franklin hit
on a new method of working their way together through the time
which might otherwise have hung heavy on their hands. There are
reasons for taking particular notice here of the occupation that amused
them. You will find it has a bearing on something that is still to come.

Gentlefolks in general have a very awkward rock ahead in life - the

58



rock ahead of their own idleness. Their lives being, for the most part,
passcd in looking about them for something to do, it is curious to see —
especially when their tastes are of what is called the intellectual sort —
liow often they drift blindfold into some nasty pursuit. Nine times out
of ten thev take to torturing somcthing, or to spoiling something —
and they firmly believe they are improving their minds, when the
plain truth is, they are only making a mess in the house. T have scen
them (ladies, I am sorry to say, as well as gentlemen) go out, day after
day, for example, with empty pill-boxes, and catch newts, and bectles,
and spiders, and frogs, and come home and stick pins through the
miscrable wretches, or cut them up, without a pang of remorse, into
little picces. You scc my young master, or my young mistress, poring
over one of the spider’s insides with a magnifying-glass; or you mect
one of their frogs walking downstairs without his head - and when
you wonder what this cruel nastiness means, you are told that it means
a taste in my young master or my young mistress for natural history.
Somectimes, again, you see them occupied for hours together in spoil-
ing a pretty flowcr with pointed instruments, out of a stupid curiosity
to know what the flower is made of. Is its colour any prettier, or its
scent any sweeter, when you do know ? But there! the poor souls must
get through the time, you see — they must get through the time. You
dabbled in nasty mud, and made pies, when you were a child; and you
dabble in nasty scicnce, and dissect spiders, and spoil flowers, when
“you grow up. In the one casc and in the other, the secret of it is, that
you have got nothing to think of in your poor empty head, and noth-
ing to do with your poor idle hands. And so it ends in your spoiling
canvas with paints, and making a smell in the house; or in keeping
tadpoles in a glass box full of dirty water, and turning everybody’s
stomach in the housc; or in chipping off bits of stone here, there, and
everywhere, and dropping grit into all the victuals in the house; or in
staining your fingers'in the pursuit of photography, and doing justice
without mercy on everybody’s face in the house. It often falls heavy
enough, no doubt, on people who are really obliged to get their liv-
ing, to be forced to work for the clothes that cover them, the roof
that shelters them, and the food that keeps them going. But compare
the hardest day’s work you ever did with the idlencss that splits lowers
and pokes its way into spiders’ stomachs, and thank your stars that
your head has got something it must think of, and your hands some-
thing that they must do.
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As for Mr Franklin and Miss Rachel, they tortured nothing, I am
glad to say. They simply confined themselves to making a mess; and
all they spoilt, to do them justice, was the panelling of a door.

Mr Franklin’s universal genius, dabbling in everything, dabbled in
what he called “decorative painting’. He had invented, he informed
us, 2 ncw mixture to moisten paint with, whiclh he described as a
‘vehicle’. What it was made of, I don't know. What it did, I can tell
you in two words - it stank. Miss Rachel being wild to try her hand
at the new process, Mr Franklin sent to London for the materials;
mixed them up, with accompaniment of a smell which made the very
dogs sneeze when they came into the room; put an apron and a bib
over Miss Rachel’s gown, and sct her to work decorating her own
little sitting-room - called, for want of English to name it in, her
‘boudoir’. They began with the inside of the door. Mr Franklin
scraped off all the nice varnish with pumice-stone, and made what he
described as a surface to work on. Miss Rachel then covered the sur-
face, under his directions and with his held, with patterns and devices -
griffins, birds, flowers, cupids, and such like — copied from designs
made by a famous Italian painter, whose name escapes me: the one, I
mean, who stocked the world with Virgin Marics, and had a sweet-
heart at the baker’s. Viewed as work, this decoration was slow to do,
and dirty to deal with. But our young lady and gentleman never
seemed to tire of it. When they were not riding, or sceing company,
or taking their meals, or piping their songs, there they were with their
heads together, as busy as becs, spoiling the door. Who was the poet
who said that Satan finds somc mischief still for idle hands to do? If he
had occupied my place in the family, and had secn Miss Rachel with
her brush, and Mr Franklin with his vehicle, he could have written
nothing truer of either of them than that.

The next date worthy of notice is Sunday the fourth of June.

On that evening we, in the servants’ hall, debated 2 domestic ques-
tion for the first time, which, like the decoration of the door, has its
bearing on something that is still to come.

Sceing the pleasure which Mr Franklin and Miss Rachel took in
cach other’s society, and noting what a pretty match they were in all
personal respects, we naturally speculated on the chance of their put-
ting their heads together with other objects in view besides the orna-
menting of a door. Some of us said there would be a wedding in the
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house before the summer was over. Others (led by me) admitted it
was likely enough Miss Rachel might be married; but we doubted
(for reasons which will presently appear) whether her bridegroom
would be Mr Franklin Blake.

That Mr Franklin was in love, on his side, nobody who saw and
heard him could doubt. The difficulty was to fathom Miss Rachel.
Let me do myself the honour of making you acquainted with her;
after which, I will Ieave you to fathom her yourself - if you can.

My young lady’s eightcenth birthday was the birthday now com-
ing, on the twenty-first of Junc. If you happen to like dark women
(who, I am informed, have gone out of fashion latterly in the gay
world), and if you have no particular prejudice in favour of size, 1
answer for Miss Rachel as one of the prettiest girls your eyes ever
looked on. She was small and slim, but all in fine proportion from top
to toe. To see her sit down, to see her get up, and specially to see her
walk, was enough to satisfy any man in his senses that the graces of
her figure (if you will pardon me the expression) were in her flesh and
not in her clothes. Her hair was the blackest I ever saw. Her eyes
matched her hair. Her nose was not quite large enough, I admit. Her
mouth and chin were (to quote Mr Franklin) morsels for the gods;
and her complexion (on the same undeniable authority) was as warm
as the sun itself, with this great advantage over the sun, that it was
always in nice order to look at. Add to the foregoing that she carried
her head as upright as a dart, in a dashing, spirited, thoroughbred way
— that she had a clear voice, with a ring of the right metal in it, and a
smile that began very prettily in her eyes before it got to her lips — and
there behold the portrait of her, to the best of my painting, as large as
life!

And what about her disposition next? Had this charming creature
no faults? She had just as many faults as you have, ma’am - neither
more nor less.

To put it seriously, my dear pretty Miss Rachel, possessing 2 host of
graces and attractions, had one defect, which strict impartiality com-
pels me to acknowledge. She was unlike most other girls of her age, in
this — that she had ideas of her own, and was stiff-necked enough to set
the fashions themselves at defiance, if the fashions didn’t suit her views.
In triflcs, this independence of hers was all well enough; but in matters
of importance, it carried her (as my lady thought, and as I thought)
too far. She judged for herself, as few women of twice her age judge
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in general; never asked your advice; never told you beforechand what
she was going to do; never came with secrets and confidences to any-
body, from her mother downwards. In little things and great, with
people she loved, and people she hated (and she did both with equal
heartiness), Miss Rachel always went on a way of her own, sufficient
for herself in the joys and sorrows of her life. Over and over again [
have heard my lady say, ‘Rachel’s best friend and Rachel’s worst
encmy are, one and the other - Rachel herself.’

Add one thing more to this, and I have done.

With all her sccrecy, and self-will, there was not so much as the
shadow of anything false in her. I never remember her breaking her
word; [ never remember her saying No, and meaning Yes. I can call
to mind, in her childhood, more than one occasion when the good
little soul took the blame, and suffered the punishment, for some fault
committed by a playfellow whom she Joved. Nobody ever knew her
to confess to it, when the thing was found out, and she was charged
with it afterwards. But nobody ever knew her to lie about it, cither.
She looked you straight in the face, and shook her little saucy head,
and said plainly, ‘T won’t tell you!” Punished again for this, she would
own to being sorry for saying ‘won’t’; but, bread and water notwith-
standing, she never told you. Sclf-willed - devilish sclf~willed some-
times - I grant; but the finest creature, nevertheless, that ever walked
the ways of this lower world. Perhaps you think you see a certain
contradiction here? In that case, a word in your car. Study your wife
closely, for the next four-and-twenty hours. If your good lady doesn’t
exhibit something in the shape of a contradiction in that time, Heaven
help you! ~ you have married 2 monster.

I have now brought you acquainted with Miss Rachel, which you will
find puts us face to face, next, with the question of that young lady’s
matrimonial views.

On June the twelfth, an invitation from my mistress was sent to a
gentleman in London, to come and help to keep Miss Rachel’s birth-
day. This was the fortunate individual on whom I believed her heart
to be privately sct! Like Mr Franklin, he was a cousin of hers. His
name was Mr Godfrey Ablewhitc.

My lady’s second sister (don’t be alarmed; we are not going very
deep into family matters this time) - my lady’s sccond sister, 1 say, had
a disappointment in love; and taking 2 husband afterwards, on the
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neck-or-nothing principle, made what they call-a misalliance. There
was terrible work in the family when the Honourable Caroline in-
sisted on marrying plain Mr Ablewhite, the banker at Frizinghall. He
was very rich and very respectable, and he begot a prodigious large
family - all in his favour, so far. But he had presumed to raise himself
from a low station in the world - and that was against him. However,
Time and the progress of modern enlightenment put things right; and
the misalliance passed muster very. well. We are all getting liberal
now; and (provided you can scratch me, if T scratch you) what do I
care, in or out of Parliament, whether you are a Dustman or a Duke?
That’s the modern way of looking at it ~ and I kecp up with the
modern way. The Ablewhites lived in a fine house and grounds, a
little out of Frizinghall. Very worthy people, and greatly respected in
the ncighbourhood. We shall not be much troubled with them in
these pages - excepting Mr Godfrey, who was Mr Ablewhite’s second
son, and who must take his proper place here, if you please, for Miss
Rachel’s sake.

With all his brightness and cleverness and general good qualitics,
Mr Franklin’s chance of topping Mr Godfrey in our young lady’s esti-
mation was, in my opinion, a very poor chance indeed.

In the first place, Mr Godfrey was, in point of size, the finest man
by far of the two. He stood over six fect high; he had a beautiful red
and white colour; a smooth round face, shaved as bare as your hand;
and a head of lovely long faxen hair, falling negligently over the poll
of his neck. But why do I try to give you this personal description of
him? If you ever subscribed to a Ladies’ Charity in London, you know
Mr Godfrey Ablewhite as well as I do. He was a barrister by profes-
sion; a ladics’ man by temperament; and a good Samaritan by choice.
Female benevolence and female destitution could do nothing without
him. Maternal societies for confining poor women; Magdalen societics
for rescuing poor women; strong-minded socicties for putting poor
women into poor men’s places, and leaving the men to shift for them-
selves: he was vice-president, manager, referec to them all. Where-
ever there was a table with a committee of ladies sitting round it in
council, there was Mr Godfrey at the bottom of the board, keeping
the temper of the committee, and leading the dear creatures along the
thorny ways of business, hat in hand. I do suppose this was the most
accomplished philanthropist {on a small independence) that England
ever produced. As a speaker at charitable meetings the like of him for
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drawing your tears and your moncy was not casy to find. He was
quite a public character. The last time I was in London my mistress
gave me two treats. She sent me to the theatre to see a dancing woman
who was all the rage; and she sent me to Exeter Hall to hear Mr God-
frey. The lady did it, with a band of music. The gentleman did it, with
a handkerchicf and a glass of water. Crowds at the performance with
the legs. Ditto at the performance with the tongue. And with all this,
the sweetest-tempered person (I allude to Mr Godfrey) - the simplest
and pleasantest and casiest to please ~ you ever met with. He loved
everybody. And everybody loved liiim. What chance had Mr Franklin
- what chance had anybody of average reputation and capacities -
against such a man as this?

On the fourteenth came Mr Godfrey’s answer.

He accepted my miistress’s invitation, from the Wednesday of the
birthday to the cvening of Friday - when his duties to the Ladics’
Charities would oblige him to return to town. He also enclosed a copy
of verses on what he clegantly called his cousin’s “natal day’. Miss
Rachel, I was informed, joined Mr Franklin in making fun of the
verses at dinner; and Penelope, who was all on Mr Franklin’s side,
asked me, in great triumph, what I thought of that. ‘Miss Rachel has
led you off on a false scent, my dear,’ I replied; ‘but my nosc is not so
casily mystified. Wait till Mr Ablewhite’s verses are followed by Mr
Ablewhite himself.’

My daughter replied, that Mr Franklin might strike in, and try his
luck, before the verses were followed by the poct. In favour of this
view, I must acknowledge that Mr Franklin left no chance untried of
winning Miss Rachel’s good graces.

Though one of the most inveterate smokers I ever met with, he
gave up his cigar, because she said, one day, she hated the stale smell
of it in his clothes. He slept so badly, after this effort of self-denial, for
want of the composing effect of the tobacco to which he was used,
and came down morning after morning looking so haggard and worn,
that Miss Rachel herself begged him to take to his cigars again. No! he
would take to nothing again that could causc her a moment’s annoy-
ance; he would fight it out resolutely, and get back his slecp, sooner
or later, by main force of patience in waiting for it. Such devotion as
this, you may say (as some of them said downstairs), could never fail
of producing the right effect on Miss Rachel - backed up, too, as it
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was, by the decorating work every day on the door. All very well -
but she had a photograph of Mr Godfrey in her bedroom; represented
speaking at a public mecting, with all his hair blown out by the breath
of his own cloquence, and his eyes, most lovely, charming the moncy
out of your pockets. What do you say to that? Every morning ~ as
Penclope hersclf owned to me - there was the man whom the women
couldn’t do without, looking on, in cfigy, while Miss Rachel was hav-
ing her hair combed. He would be looking on, in reality, before long
— that was my opinion of it.

June the sixtcenth brought an event which made Mr Franklin’s chance
look, to my mind, a worse chance than ever.

A strange gentlemnan, speaking English with a foreign accent, came
that moming to the house, and asked to sce Mr Franklin Blake on
business. The business could not possibly have been connceted with
the Diamond, for these two reasons — first, that Mr Franklin told me
nothing about it; sccondly, that he communicated it (when the gentle-
man had gone, as [ supposc) to my lady. She probably hinted some-
thing about it next to her daughter. At any rate, Miss Rachel was re-
ported to have said some severe things to Mr Franklin, at the piano
that evening, about the people he had lived among, and the principles
he had adopted in forcign parts. The next day, for the first time, noth-
ing was done towards the decoration of the door. I suspect some im-
prudence of Mr Franklin’s on the Continent - with a woman or a debt
at the bottom of it - had followed him to England. But that is all
gucsswork. In this casc, not only Mr Franklin, but my lady, too, for a
wonder, left me in the dark.

On the seventeenth, to all appearance, the cloud passed away again.
They returned to their decorating work on the door, and scemed to
be as good friends as cver. If Penclope was to be believed, Mr Franklin
had seized the opportunity of the reconciliation to make an offer to
Miss Rachel, and had neither been accepted nor refused. My girl was
sure (from signs and tokens which I need not trouble you with) that
her young mistress had fought Mr Franklin off by declining to belicve
that he was in carnest, and had then sccretly regretted treating him in
that way afterwards. Though Penclope was admitted to more famili-
arity with her young mistress than maids generally arc - for the two
had been almost brought up together as children - still I knew Miss
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Rachel’s reserved character too well to believe that she would show
her mind to anybody in this way. What my daughter told me, on the
present occasion, was, as I suspected, more what she wished than what
she really knew.

On the nincteenth another event happened. We had the doctor in the
house professionally. He was summoned to prescribe for a person
whom I have had occasion to present to you in these pages - our
second housemaid, Rosanna Spearman.

This poor girl - who had puzzled me, as you know already, at the
Shivering Sand - puzzled me more than once again, in the interval
time of which I am now writing. Penclope’s notion that her fellow-
servant was in love with Mr Franklin (which my daughter, by my
orders, kept strictly sceret) scemed to me just as absurd as ever. But 1
must own that what I myself saw, and what my daughter saw also, of
our second housemaid’s conduct, began to look mysterious, to say the
least of it.

For example, the girl constantly put herself in Mr Franklin’s way ~
very slvly and quictly, but she did it. He took about as much notice of
her as he took of the cat: it never scemed to occur to him to waste a
look on Rosanna’s plain face. The poor thing’s appetite, never much,
fell away dreadfully; and her cyes in the morning showed plain signs
of waking and crying at night. Onc day Penelope made an awkward
discovery, which we hushed up on the spot. She caught Rosanna at
Mr Franklin’s dressing-table, sceretly removing a rose which Miss
Rachel had given him to wear in his button-hole, and putting another
rose like it, of her own picking, in its place. She was, after that, once
or twice impudent to me, when I gave her a well-meant general hint
to be careful in her conduct; and, worse still, she was not over-respect-
ful now, on the few occasions when Miss Rachel accidentally spoke to
her.

My lady noticed the change, and asked me what I thought about it.
I tried to screen the girl by answering that I thought she was out of
health; and it ended in the doctor being sent for, as already mentioned,
on the ninetcenth, He said it was her nerves, and doubted if she was fit
for scrvice. My lady offered to remove hier for change of air to one of
our farms, inland. She begged and prayed, with the tears in her eyes,
to be let to stop; and, in an cvil hour, I advised my lady to try her for
a little longer. As the event proved, and as you will soon see, this was
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the worst advice I could have given. IfI could only have looked a little
way into the future, I would have taken Rosanna Spearman out of the
house, then and there, with my own hand.

On the twentieth there came a note from Mr Godfrey. He had
arranged to stop at Frizinghall that night, having occasion to consult
his father on business. On the afternoon of the next day, he and his
two eldest sisters would ride over to us on horseback, in good time
before dinner. An elegant little casket in china accompanied the notc,
presented to Miss Rachel, with her cousin’s love and best wishes. Mr
Franklin had only given her a plain locket not worth half the money.
My daughter Penclope, nevertheless — such is the obstinacy of women
— still backed him to win.

Thanks be to Heaven, we have arrived at the eve of the birthday at
last! You will own, I think, that I have got you over the ground this
time, without much loitering by the way. Cheer up! I'll ease you with
another new chapter here - and, what is more, that chapter shall take
you straight into the thick of the story.

CHAPTER IX

JUNE TWENTY-FIRST, the day of the birthday, was cloudy and un-
scttled at sunrisc, but towards noon it cleared up bravely.

We, in the servants’ hall, began this happy anniversary, as usual, by
offering our little presents to Miss Rachel, with the regular speech de-
livered annually by me as the chicf. I follow the plan adopted by the
Queen in opening Parliament - namely, the plan of saying much the
same thing regularly every year. Before it is delivered, my speech (like
the Queen’s) is looked for as cagerly as if nothing of the kind had ever
been heard before. When it is delivered, and turns out not to be the
novelty anticipated, though they grumble a little, they look forward
hopefully to something newer next year. An casy people to govern,
in the Parliament and in the Kitchen - that’s the moral of it.

After breakfast, Mr Franklin and I had a private conference on the
subject of the Moonstone - the time havingnow come for removing it
from thebank at Frizinghall,and placing it in Miss Rachel’s own hands.

‘Whether he had been trying to make love to his cousin again, and
had got a rebuff - or whether his broken test, night after night, was
aggravating the qucer contradictions and uncertaintics in his character
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- Tdon’t know. But certain it is, that Mr Franklin failed to show him-
sclf at his best on the morning of the birthday. He was in twenty
different minds about the Diamond in as many minutes. For my part,
Istuck fast by the plain facts as we knew them. Nothing had happened
to justify us in alarming my lady on the subject of the jewel; and noth-
ing could alter the legal obligation that now lay on Mr Franklin to put
it in his cousin’s posscssion. That was my view of the matter; and,
twist and turn it as he might, he was forced in the end to make it his
view too. We arranged that he was to ride over, after lunch, to
Frizinghall, and bring the Diamond back, with Mr Godfrey and the
two young ladies, in all probability, to keep him company on the way
home again.

This settled, our young gentleman went back to Miss Rachel.

They consumed the whole moming, and part of the aftemmoon, in
the everlasting business of decorating the door, Penclope standing by
to mix the colours, as dirccted; and my lady, as luncheon time drew
near, going in and out of the room, with her handkerchicf to her nose
(for they used a dcal of Mr Franklin’s vchicle that day), and trying
vainly to get the two artists away from their work. It was three o’clock
before they took off their aprons, and released Penclope (much the
worse for the vehicle), and cleaned themsclves of their mess. But they
had done what they wanted - they had finished the door on the birth-
day, and proud cnough they were of it. The griffins, cupids, and so on,
were, I must own, most beautiful to behold; though so many in num-
ber, so entangled in flowers and devices, and so topsy-turvy in their
actions and attitudes, that you felt them unpleasantly in your head for
hours after you had done with the pleasute of Jooking at them. If 1
add that Penclope ended her part of the morning’s work by being sick
in the back-kitchen, it is in no unfriendly spirit towards the vehicle.
No! no! Itleftoff stinking whenit dried ; andif Art requires thescsortof
sacrifices~though the girl ismy owndaughter-Isay, let Arthave them!

Mr Franklin snatched a morsel from the luncheon-table, and rode
off to Frizinghall - to cscort his cousins, as he told my lady. To fetch
the Moonstonc, as was privately known to himself and to me.

This being one of the high festivals on which T took my place at the
sidcboard, in command of the attendance at table, T had plenty to
occupy my mind while Mr Franklin was away. Having sccn to the
wine, and reviewed my men and women who were to wait at dinner,
I retired to collect myself before the company came. A whiff of - you
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know what, and a turn at a certain book which T have had occasion
to mention in these pages, composed me, body and mind. T was
aroused from what I am inclined to think must have been, not a nap,
but a reveric, by the clatter of horses’ hoofs outside; and, going to the
door, reccived a cavalcade comprising Mr Franklin and his three
cousins, escorted by one of old Mr Ablewhite’s grooms.

Mr Godfrey struck me, strangely cnough, as being like Mr Franklin
in this respect - that he did not sccm to be in his customary spirits. He
kindly shook hands with me as usual, and was most politcly glad to
sce his old friend Betteredge wearing so well. But there was a sort of
cloud over him, which I couldn’t at all account for; and when I asked
how hc had found his father in hcalth, he answered rather shortly,
‘Much as usual.” However, the two Miss Ablewhites were cheerful
cnough for twenty, which more than restored the balance. They were
nearly as big as their brother; spanking, yellow-haired, rosy lasses,
overflowing with superabundant flesh and blood; bursting from head
to foot with health and spirits. The legs of the poor horses trembled
with carrying them; and when they jumped from their saddles (with-
out waiting to be helped), I declare they bounced on the ground as if
they were made of indiarubber. Everything the Miss Ablewhites said
began with a large O; cverything they did was done with a bang; and
they giggled and screamed, in scason and out of season, on the smallest
provocation. Bouncers - that’s what I call them.

Under cover of the noise made by the young ladics, I had an oppor-
tunity of saying a private word to Mr Franklin in the hall.

‘Have you got the Diamond safc, sir?’

He nodded, and tapped the breast-pocket of his coat.

‘Have you seen anything of the Indians?’

‘Not a glimpse.” With that answer, he asked for my lady, and,
hearing she was in the small drawing-room, went there straight. The
bell rang, before hie had been a minute in the room, and Penclope was
sent to tell Miss Rachel that Mr Franklin Blake wanted to speak to her.

Crossing the hall, about half an hour aftcrwards, I was brought to a
sudden standstill by an outbreak of screams from the small drawing-
room. I can’t say I was at all alarmed; for 1 recognized in the screams
the favourite large O of the Miss Ablewhites. However, 1 went in (on
pretence of asking for instructions about the dinner) to discover
whether anything scrious had really happened.

There stood Miss Rachel at the table, like a person fascinated, with
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the Colonel’s unlucky Diamond in her hand. There, on either side of
her, knelt the two Bouncers, devouring the jewel with their eyes, and
screaming with ecstasy every time it fashed on them in a new light.
There, at the opposite side of the table, stood Mr Godfrey, clapping
his hands like a large child, and singing out softly, ‘Exquisite! ex-
quisitc!” There sat Mr Franklin, in a chair by the bookease, tugging at
his beard, and looking anxiously towards the window. And there, at
the window, stood the object he was contemplating — my lady having
the extract from the Colonel’s Will in her hand, and kecping her back
turned on the whole of the company.

She faced me, when T asked for my instructions; and 1 saw the
family frown gathering over her eyes, and the family temper twitch-
ing at the corners of her mouth.

‘Come to my room in half an hour,’ she answered, ‘T shall have
something to say to you then.’

With thosc words she went out. It was plain enough that she was
poscd by the same difficulty which had posed Mr Franklin and me in
our conference at the Shivering Sand. Was the legacy of the Moon-
stone a proof that she had treated her brother with cruel injustice? ot
was it a proof that he was worse than the worst she had ever thought
of him? Scrious questions those for my lady to determine, while her
daughter, innocent of all knowledge of the Colonel’s character, stood
there with the Coloncl’s birthday-gift in her hand.

Before I could leave the room, in my turn, Miss Rachel, always con-
siderate to the old scrvant who had been in the house when she was
born, stopped me. ‘Look, Gabriel!” she said, and Aashed the jewel be-
forc my cyes in a ray of sunlight that poured through the window.

Lord bless us! it was a Diamond! As large, or nearly, as a plover’s
egg! The light that streamed from it was like the light of the harvest
moon. When you looked down into the stone, you looked into a yel-
low deep that drew your eyes into it so that they saw nothing else. It
secmed unfathomable: this jewel, that you could hold between your
finger and thumb, scemed unfathomable as the heavens themsclves.
We sct it in the sun, and then shut the light out of the room, and it
shone awfully out of the depths of its own brightness, with a moony
gleam, in the dark. No wonder Miss Rachel was fascinated: no won-
der her cousins screamed. The Diamond laid such a hold on me that 1
burst out with as large an ‘O’ as the Bouncers themsclves. The only
one of us who kept his senses was Mr Godfrey. He put an arm round
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each of his sisters’ waists, and, looking compassionately backwards and
forwards between the Diamond and me, said, ‘Carbon, Betteredge!
mere carbon, my good friend, after alll’

His object, I suppose, was to instruct me. All he did, however, was
to remind me of the dinner. I hobbled off to my army of waiters
downstairs. As I went out, Mr Godfrey said, ‘Dear old Betteredge,
I have the truest regard for him!” He was cmbracing his sisters, and
ogling Miss Rachel, while he honoured me with that testimony of
affection. Something like a stock of love to draw on there! Mr Franklin
was a perfect savage by comparison with him.

At the end of half an hour I presented myself, as dirccted, in my
lady’s room.

What passed between my mistress and me, on this occasion, was, in
the main, a repetition of what had passed between Mr Franklin and
me at the Shivering Sand - with this differenee, that 1 took care to
keep my own counsel about the jugglers, sceing that nothing had hap-
pened to justify me in alarming my lady on this head. When I re-
ceived my dismissal, I could see that she took the blackest view poss-
iblc of the Colonel’s motives, and that she was bent on getting the
Moonstone out of her danghter’s possession at the first opportunity.

On my way back to my own part of the house, I was encountered
by Mr Franklin. He wanted to know if I had scen anything of his
cousin Rachel. T had scen nothing of her. Could I tell him where his
cousin Godfrey was? 1 didn’t know; but I began to suspect that
Cousin Godfrey might not be far away {rom Cousin Rachel. Mr
Franklin’s suspicions apparently took the same turn. He tugged hard
at his beard, and went and shut himsclf up in the library, with a bang
of the door that had a world of meaning in it.

I was interrupted no more in the business of preparing for the birth-
day dinner till it was time for me to smarten myself up for recciving
the company. Just as I had got my white waistcoat on, Penclope pre-
sented hersclf at my toilet, on pretence of brushing what little haic [
have got left, and improving the tie of my white cravat. My girl was
in high spirits, and I saw she had something to say to me. She gave me
a kiss on the top of my bald head, and whispered, ‘News for you,
father! Miss Rachel has refused him.’

“Who's “him™?’ T asked.

“The ladics’” committec-man, father,” says Penclope. ‘A nasty sly
fellow! I hate him for trying to supplant Mr Franklin!’
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Tf1 had had breath enough, I should certainly have protested against
this indecent way of speaking of an eminent philanthropic character.
But my daughter happened to be improving the tic of my cravat at
that moment, and the whole strength of her feclings found its way
into her fingers. I never was more nearly strangled in my life.

‘I saw him take her away alone into the rose-garden,’ says Pene-
lope. “And I waited behind the holly to see how they came back. They
had gone out arm-in-arm, both laughing. They came back, walking
separate, as grave as grave could be, and looking straight away from
each other in a manner which there was no mistaking. I never was
more delighted, father, in my life! There’s one woman in the world
who can resist Mr Godfrey Ablewbite, at any rate; and, if [ was a lady,
I should be another!”

Here I should have protested again. But my daughter had got the
hair-brush by this tinic, and the whole strength of her feelings had
passed into that. If you are bald you will understand how she scarified
me. If you are not, skip this bit, and thank God you have got some-
thing in the way of a defence between your hair-brush and your head.

‘Just on the other side of the holly,” Penclope went on, ‘Mr God-
frey came to a standstill. ““You prefer,” says he, ““that I should stop
here as if nothing had happened?”” Miss Rachel turned on him like
lightning. “You have accepted my mother’s invitation,” she said;
“and you are here to mect her guests. Unless you wish to make a scan-
dal in the house, you will remain, of course!”” She went on a few steps,
and then seemed to relent a little. ““Let us forget what has passed, God-
frey,” she said, “and let us remain cousins still.”” She gave him her
hand. He kissed it, which I should have considered taking a liberty,
and then she left him. He waited a little by himsclf, with his head
down, and his hecl grinding a hole slowly in the gravel walk; you
never saw a man look more put out in your life. “Awkward!”” he said
between his teeth, when he looked up, and went on to the house -
“very awkward!”" If that was his opinion of himsclf, he was quite
right. Awkward enough, I'm sure. And the end of it is, father, what
I told you all along,’ crics Penelope, finishing me off with a last scari-
fication, the hottest of all. ‘Mr Franklin’s the man!’

T got possession of the hair-brush, and opencd my lips to administer
the reproof which, you will own, my daughter’s language and con-
duct richly descrved.

Before T could say a word, the crash of carriage wheels outside
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struck in, and stopped me. The first of the dinner company had come.
Penclope instantly ran off. I put on my coat, and looked in the glass.
My head was as red as a lobster; but in other respects, 1 was as nicely
dressed for the ceremonics of the evening as a man need be. T got into
the hall just in time to announce the first two of the guests. You
needn’t feel particularly interested about them. Only the philanthro-
pist’s father and mother — Mr and Mrs Ablewhite.

CHAPTER X

ONE on the top of the other, the rest of the company followed the
Ablewhites, till we had the whole tale of them complete. Including
the family, they were twenty-four in all. It was a nable sight to sce,
when they were scttled in their places round the dinner-table, and the
Rector of Frizinghall (with beautiful clocution) rosc and said grace.

There is no need to worry you with a list of the gucsts. You will
mcet none of them a second time - in my part of the story, at any rate
~ with the cxception of two.

Those two sat on cither side of Miss Rachel, who, as queen of the
day, was naturally the great attraction of the party. On this occasion,
she was more particularly the centre-point towards which every-
body’s eyes were directed; for (to my lady’s sccret annoyance) she
worc her wonderful birthday present, which eclipsed all the rest ~ the
Moonstone. It was without any sctting when it had been placed in her
hands; but that universal genius, Mr Franklin, had contrived, with the
help of his neat fingers and a little bit of silver wire, to fix it as a
brooch in the bosom of her white dress. Everybody wondered at the
prodigious size and beauty of the Diamond, as a matter of course. But
the only two of the company who said anything out of the common
way about it, were those two guests I have mentioned, who sat by
Miss Rachel on her right hand and her Icft.

The guest on her left was Mr Candy, our doctor at Frizinghall.

This was a pleasant, companionable little man, with the drawback,
however, I must own, of being too fond, in season and out of season,
of his joke, and of his plunging in rather a headlong manner into talk
with strangers, without waiting to feel his way first. In socicty he was
constantly making mistakes, and setting people unintentionally by the
cars together. In his medical practice he was a more prudent man,
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picking up his discretion (as his enemies said) by a kind of instinct, and
proving to be generally right where more carefully conducted doc-
tors turncd out to be wrong. What lie said about the Diamond to
Miss Rachel was said, as usual, by way of a mystification or joke. He
gravely entreated her (in the interests of science) to let him take it
home and burn it. “We will first heat it, Miss Rachel,” says the doctor,
‘to such and such a degree; then we will expose it to a current of air;
and, little by little - puff! - we evaporatc the Diamond, and spare you
a world of anxicty about the safc kecping of a valuable precious
stone!” My lady, listening with rather a careworn expression on her
face, scemed to wish that the doctor had been in earnest, and that he
could have found Miss Rachel zealous enough in the cause of science
to sacrifice her birthday-gift.

The other guest, who sat on my young lady’s right hand, was an
eminent public character - being no other than the celebrated Indian
traveller, Mr Murthwaite, who, at risk of his life, had penetrated in
disguisec where no European had ever set foot before.

This was a long, lcan, wiry brown, silent man. He had a weary
look, and a very stcady, attentive cye. It was rumoured that he was
tired of the humdrum life among the people in our parts, and longing
to go back and wander off on the tramp again in the wild places of the
East. Except what he said to Miss Rachel about her jewel, T doubt if
he spoke six words or drank so much as a single glass of wine, all
through the dinner. The Moonstone was the only object that inter-
ested him in the smallest degree. The fame of it scemed to have
rcached him, in some of those perilous Indian places where his wan-
derings had lain. After looking at it silently for so long a time that
Miss Rachel began to get confused, he said to her in his cool immov-
able way. ‘If you ever go to India, Miss Verinder, don’t take your
uncle’s birthday-gift with you. A Hindoo diamond is sometimes part
of a Hindoo religion. I know a certain city, and a certain temple in
that city, where, dressed as you are now, your life would not be
worth five minutes’ purchase.” Miss Rachel, safe in England, was quite
dclighted to hear of her danger in India. The Bouncers were more de-
lighted still; they dropped their knives and forks with a crash, and
burst out together vehemently, ‘O! how intcresting!” My lady fid-
geted in her chair, and changed the subject.

As the dinner got on, I became aware, little by little, that this festival
was not prospering as other like festivals had prospered before it.
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Looking back at the birthday now, by the light of what happened
afterwards, [ am half inclined to think that the cursed Diamond must
have cast a blight on the whole company. I plied them well with
wine; and being a privileged character, followed the unpopular dishes
round the table, and whispered to the company confidentially, ‘Please
to change your mind and try it; for I know it will do you good.” Nine
times out of ten they changed their minds - out of regard for their
old original Betteredge, they were pleased to say - but all to no pur-
pose. There were gaps of silence in the talk, as the dinner got on, that
made me feel personally uncomfortable. When they did use their
tongues again, they used them innocently, in the most unfortunate
manner and to the worst possible purpose. Mr Candy, the doctor, for
instance, said more unlucky things than T ever knew him to say be-
fore. Take one sample of the way in which he went on, and you will
understand what I had to put up with at the sideboard, officiating as [
was in the character of 2 man who had the prosperity of the festival at
heart.

One of our ladies present at dinner was worthy Mrs Threadgall,
widow of the late Professor of that name. Talking of her deceased
lusband perpetually, this good lady never mentioned to strangers that
he was deccased. She thought, I suppose, that every able-bodied adult
in England ought to know as much as that. In one of the gaps of
silence, somebody mentioned the dry and rather nasty subject of
human anatomy; whereupon good Mrs Threadgall straightway
brought in her late husband as usual, without mentioning that he was
dead. Anatomy she described as the Professor’s favourite recreation in
his leisure hours. As ill-luck would have it, Mr Candy, sitting opposite
(who knew nothing of the deccased gentleman), heard her. Being the
most polite of men, lc scized the opportunity of assisting the Pro-
fessor’s anatomical amusements on the spot.

‘They have got some remarkably fine skeletons lately at the Col-
lege of Surgeons,” says Mr Candy, across the table, in a loud cheerful
voice. ‘I strongly recommend the Professor, ma’am, when he next
has an hour to spare, to pay them a visit.”

You might have heard a pin fall. The company (out of respect to
the Professor’s memory) all sat speechless. I was behind Mrs Thread-
gall at the time, plying her confidentially with a glass of hock. She
dropped her licad, and said in a very low voice, ‘My beloved husband
is no more.’

75



Unlucky Mr Candy, hearing nothing, and miles away from suspect-
ing the truth, went on across the table louder and politer than ever.

“The Professor may not be aware,” says he, ‘that the card of 2 mem-
ber of the College will admit him, on any day but Sunday, between
the hours of ten and four.’

Mrs Threadgall dropped her head right into her tucker, and, in a
lower voice still, repeated the solemn words, ‘My beloved husband is
no more.’

I winked hard at Mr Candy across the table. Miss Rachel touched
his arm. My lady looked unutterable things at him. Quite uscless! On
he went, with a cordiality that there was no stopping anyhow. ‘I shall
be delighted,” says hie, ‘to send the Professor my card, if you will
oblige me by mentioning his present address.’

‘His present address, sir, is the grave,” says Mrs Threadgall, suddenly
losing her temper, and speaking with an emphasis and fury that made
the glasses ring again. ‘The Professor has been dead these ten years!”’

*Oh, good heavens!” says Mr Candy. Excepting the Bouncers, who
burst out Jaughing, such a blank now fell on the company, that they
might all have been going the way of the Professor, and hailing as he
did from the direction of the grave.

So much for Mr Candy. The rest of them were nearly as provoking
in their different ways as the doctor himself. When they ought to
have spoken, they didn’t spcak; or when they did speak they were
perpetually at cross purposes. Mr Godfrey, though so eloquent in pub-
lic, declined to exert himself in private. Whether he was sulky, or
whether he was bashful, after his discomfiture in the rosc-garden, I
can’t say. He kept all his talk for the private ear of the lady (a member
of our family) who sat next to him. She was one of his committec-
women - a spiritually-minded person, with a fine show of collar-bone
and a pretty tastc in champagne; liked it dry, you understand, and
plenty of it. Being close behind these two at the sideboard, I can
testify, from what I heard pass between them, that the company lost a
good deal of very improving conversation, which I caught up while
drawing the corks, and carving the mutton, and so forth. What they
said about their charitics 1 didn’t hear. When I had time to listen to
them, they had got a long way beyond their women to be confined,
and their women to be rescued, and were disputing on serious sub-
jects. Religion (1 understand Mr Godfrey to say, between the corks
and the carving) meant love. And love meant religion. And carth was

76



heaven a little the worse for wear. And heaven was earth, done up
again to look like new. Earth had some very objectionable people in
it; but, to make amends for that, all the women in heaven would be
members of a prodigious committee that never quarrclled, with all
the men in attendance on them as ministering angels. Beautiful! beau-
tiful! But why the mischief did Mr Godfrey keep it all to his lady and
himself ?

Mr Franklin again - surely, you will say, Mr Franklin stirred the
company up into making a pleasant evening of it?

Nothing of the sort! He had quite recovered himself, and he was in
wonderful force and spirits, Penclope having informed him, I suspect,
of Mr Godfrey’s reception in the rose-garden. But, talk as he might,
nine times out of ten he pitched on the wrong subject, or he addressed
himself to the wrong person; the end of it being, that he offended
some, and puzzled all of them. That forcign training of his — thosc
French and German and Italian sides of him, to which I have already
alluded - came out, at my lady’s hospitable board, in a2 most bewilder-
ing manner.

What do you think, for instance, of his discussing the lengths to
which a married woman might let her admiration go for a man who
was not her husband, and putting it in his clear-headed witty French
way to the maiden aunt of the Vicar of Frizinghall? What do you
think, when he shifted to the German side, of his telling the lord of the
Manor, whilc that great authority on cattle was quoting his experi-
cnce in the breeding of bulls, that experience, properly understood,
counted for nothing, and that the proper way to breed bulls was to
look deeper into your own mind, evolve out of it the idea of a perfect
bull, and produce him? What do you say, when our county member,
growing hot, at cheese and salad time, about the spread of democracy
in England, burst out as follows: ‘If we once lose our ancient safe-
guards, Mr Blake, I beg to ask you, what have we got left?” - what do
you say to Mr Franklin answering, from the Italian point of view:
“We have got three things left, sic - Love, Music, and Salad’? He not
only terrificd the company with such outbreaks as these, but, when
the English side of him turned up in due course, lic lost his foreign
sioothness; and, getting on the subject of the medical profession, said
such downright things in ridicule of doctors, that he actually put
good-humoured little Mr Candy in a rage.

The dispute between them began in Mr Franklin being led -1
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forgot how - to acknowledge that he had latterly slept very badly at
night. Mr Candy thercupon told him that his ncrves were all out of
order, and that he ought to go through a course of medicine immedi-
ately. Mr Franklin replied that a course of medicine, and a course of
groping in the dark, meant, in his estimation, onc and the same thing.
Mr Candy, hitting back smartly, said that Mr Franklin himself was,
constitutionally speaking, groping in the dark after slecp, and that
nothing but medicine could help him to find it. Mr Franklin, keeping
the ball up on his side, said he had often heard of the blind leading the
blind, and now, for the first time, he knew what it mcant. In this way
they kept it going briskly, cut and thrust, till they both of them got
hot - Mr Candy, in particular, so completely losing his sclf-control, in
defence of his profession, that my lady was obliged to interfere, and
forbid the dispute to go on. This necessary act of authority put the last
extinguisher on the spirits of the company. The talk spurted up again
here and there, for 2 minute or two at a time; but there was a miser-
able lack of life and sparkle in it. The Devil (or the Diamond) pos-
sessed that dinner-party; and it was a relief to everybody when my
mistress rose, and gave the ladies the signal to leave the gentlemen
over their wine.

Ihad just ranged the decanters in a row before old Mr Ablewhite (who
represented the master of the house), when there came a sound from
the terrace which startled me out of my company manncrs on the in-
stant. Mr Franklin and I looked at cach other; it was the sound of the
Indian drum. As I live by bread, here were the jugglers returning to
us with the rcturn of the Moonstone to the house!

As they rounded the corner of the terrace, and came in sighe, I
hobbled out to warn them off. But as ill-luck would have it, the two
Bouncers were beforchand with me. They whizzed out on to the ter-
race like a couple of sky-rockets, wild to scc the Indians exhibit their
tricks. The other ladies followed; the gentlemen came on on their
side. Before you could say, ‘Lord bless us!” the rogues were making
their salaams; and the Bouncers were kissing the pretty little boy.

Mr Franklin got on one sidc of Miss Rachel, and I put myself be-
hind her. If our suspicions were right, there she stood, innocent of all
knowledge of the truth, showing the Indians the Diamond in the
bosom of her dress!

I can’t tell you what tricks they performed, or how they did it
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‘What with the vexation about the dinner, and what with the provo-
cation of the rogues coming back just in the nick of time to sec the
jewel with their own cyes, I own I lost my head. The first thing that I
remember noticing was the sudden appearance on the scenc of the In-
dian traveller, Mr Murthwaite. Skirting the half~circle in which the
gentlefolks stood or sat, he came quictly behind the jugglers, and
spoke to them on a sudden in the language of their own country.

If he had pricked them with a bayonet, T doubt if the Indians could
have started and turncd on him with a more tigerish quickness than
they did, on hearing the first words that passed his lips. The next mo-
ment, they were bowing and salaaming to him in their most polite
and snaky way. After a few words in the unknown tongue had passed
on cither side, Mr Murthwaite withdrew as quictly as he had ap-
proached. The chief Indian, who acted as interpreter, thereupon
wheeled about again towards the gentlefolks. I noticed that the fel-
low’s coffce-coloured face had turned grey since Me Murthwaite had
spoken to him. He bowed to my lady, and informed her that the ex-
hibition was over. The Bouncers, indescribably disappointed, burst
out with a loud ‘O?’ dirccted against Mr Murthwaite for stopping the
performance. The chief Indian laid his hand humbly on his breast, and
said a second time that the juggling was over. The little boy went
round with the hat. The ladies withdrew to the drawing-room; and
the gentlemen (excepting Mr Franklin and Mr Murthwaite) returned
to their wine. I and the footman followed the Indians, and saw them
safe off the premises.

Going back by way of the shrubbery, I smelt tobacco, and found
Mr Franklin and Mr Murthwaite (the latter smoking a cheroot) walk-
ing slowly up and down among the trecs. Mr Franklin beckoned to
me to join them.

“This,” says Mr Franklin, prcsenting me to the great traveller, ‘is
Gabricl Betteredge, the old servant and friend of our family of whom
I spoke to you just now. Tell him, if you please, what you have just
told me.’

Mr Murthwaite took his cheroot out of his mouth, and leaned, in
his weary way, against the trunk of a trce.

‘Mr Betteredge,” he began, ‘those thrce Indians arec no morc
jugglers than you and I are.’

Here was a new surprise! I naturally asked the traveller if he had
ever met with the Indians before.
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‘Never,” says Mt Murthwaite; ‘but I know what Indian juggling
rcally is. All you have seen to-night is a very bad and clumsy imitation
of it. Unless, after long experience, I am utterly mistaken, those men
are high-caste Brahmins. T charged them with being disguised, and
you saw how it told on them, clever as the Hindoo people arc in con-
cealing their feclings. There is a mystery about their conduct that [
can’t explain. They have doubly sacrificed their caste - first, in cross-
ing the sea; sccondly, in disguising themsclves as jugglers. In the land
they live in, that is a tremendous sacrifice to make. There must be
some very scrious motive at the bottom of it, and some justification
of no ordinary kind to plcad for them, in recovery of their caste, when
they return to their own country.’

I was struck dumb. Mr Murthwaite went on with his cheroot. Mt
Franklin, aftcr what looked to me like a little private vecring about
between the different sides of his character, broke the silence as
follows:

‘I feel some hesitation, Mr Murthwaite, in troubling you with
family matters, in which you can have no interest, and which I am not
very willing to speak of out of our own circle. But, after what you
have said, 1 fcel bound, in the interests of Lady Verinder and her
daughter, to tell you something which may possibly put the cluc into
your hands. I speak to you in confidence; you will oblige me, I am
sure, by not forgetting that?’

With this preface, he told the Indian traveller all that he had told
me at the Shivering Sand. Even the immovable Mr Murthwaite was
so interested in what he heard, that he let his cheroot go out.

‘Now,” says Mr Franklin, when he had done, *what does your ex-
perience say 2’

‘My experience,” answered the traveller, ‘says that you have had
more narrow escapes of your life, Mr Franklin Blake, than I have had
of mine; and that is saying a grcat deal.’

It was Mr Franklin’s turn to be astonished now.

‘Is it really as scrious as that?” he asked.

‘In my opinion it is,” answered Mr Murthwaite. ‘I can’t doubt,
after what you have told me, that the restoration of the Moonstone to
its placc on the forehcad of the Indian idol is the motive and the justi-
fication of that sacrifice of caste which I alluded to just now. Those
men will wait their opportunity with the patience of cats, and will use
it with the ferocity of tigers. How you have cscaped them I can’t
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imagine,” says the eminent traveller, lighting his cheroot again, and
staring hard at Mr Franklin. *You have been carrying the Diamond
backwards and forwards, here and in London, and you are still a living
man! Let us try and account for it. It was daylight, both times, I sup-
pose, when you took the jewel out of the bank in London?’

‘Broad daylight,’ says Mr Franklin.

‘And plenty of people in the streets?”

*Plenty.’

“You settled, of course, to arrive at Lady Verinder’s house at a cer-
tain time? It’s a lonely country between this and the station. Did you
keep your appointment?’

‘No. I arrived four hours earlier than my appointment.’

‘[ beg to congratulate you on that proceeding! When did you take
the Diamond to the bank at the town here?”’

‘I took it an hour after I had brought it to this house, and three
hours before anybody was prepared for secing me in these parts.”

‘I beg to congratulate you again! Did you bring it back here alone?’

‘No. I happened to ride back with my cousins and the groom.’

‘I beg to congratulate you for the third time! If you cver feel in-
clined to travel beyond the civilized limits, Mr Blake, let me know,
and I will go with you. You are a lucky man.’

Here I struck in. This sort of thing didn’t at all squarc with my
English idcas.

*You don't really mean to say, sir,” I asked, ‘that they would have
taken Mr Franklin’s life, to get their Diamond, if he had given them
the chance?’

‘Do you smoke, Mr Betteredge ?” says the traveller.

‘Yes, sir.”

‘Do you care much for the ashes left in your pipe, when you empty
it?’

‘No, sir.”

‘In the country those men came from, they care just as much about
killing a man, as you carc about emptying the ashes out of your pipe.
If a thousand lives stood between them and the getting back of their
Diamond - and if they thought they could destroy those lives without
discovery — they would take them all. The sacrifice of caste is a scrious
thing in India, if you like. The sacrifice of life is nothing at all.’

I expressed my opinion, upon this, that they were a set of murder-
ing thieves. Mr Murthwaite cxpressed lis opinion that they were a
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wonderful pcople. Mr Franklin, expressing no opinion at all, brought
us back to the mattcr in hand.

“They have scen the Moonstonc on Miss Verinder’s dress,” he said.
“What is to be donc?’

“What your uncle threatened to do,” answered Mr Murthwaite,
‘Colonc] Herncastle understood the people he had to deal with. Send
the Diamond to-morrow (under guard of more than one man) to be
cut up at Amsterdam. Make half a dozen diamonds of it, instead of
one. There is an end of its sacred identity as the Moonstone - and there
is an end of the conspiracy.’

Mr. Franklin turned to me.

*“There is no help for it,” he said. “We must speak to Lady Verinder
to-morrow.’

“What about to-night, sir?” I asked. *Suppose the Indians come
back?’

Mr Murthwaite answered me, before Mr Franklin could speak.

“The Indians won'’t risk coming back to-night,’ he said. *The dircct
way is hardly ever the way they take to anything - let alone a matter
like this, in which the slightest mistake might be fatal to their reaching
their end.’

‘But suppose the rogucs arc bolder than you think, sir?’ I persisted.

‘In that case,’ says Mr Murthwaite, ‘Ict the dogs loose. Have you
got any big dogs in the yard?’

“Two, sir. A mastiff and a bloodhound.’

*They will do. In the present emergency, Mr Betteredge, the mastiff
and the bloodhound have one great merit - they are not likely to be
troubled with your scruples about the sanctity of human life.’

The strumming of the piano reached us from the drawing-room, as
he fired that shot at me. He threw away his cheroot, and took Mr
Franklin’s arm to go back to the ladics. [ noticed that the sky was
clouding overfast, as I followed them to the house. Mr Murthwaite
noticed it too. He looked round at me, in his dry, drolling way, and
said:

“The Indians will want their umbrellas, Mr Betteredge, to-night!’

It was all very well for him to joke. But I was not an eminent
traveller — and my way in this world had not led me into playing
ducks and drakes with my own life, among thicves and murderers in
the outlandish places of the carth. T went into my own little room, and
sat down in my chair in a perspiration, and wondcred helplessly what
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was to be done next. In this anxious frame of mind, other men might
have ended by working themsclves up into a fever; I ended in a
different way. I lit my pipe, and took a turn at Robinsons Crusoe.

Before 1 had been at it five minutes, I came to this amazing bit -
page one hundred and sixty-onc ~ as follows:

‘Fear of Danger is ten thousand times more terrifying than Danger it~
sclf, when apparent to the Eyes; and we find the Burthen of Anxicty
greater, by much, than the Evil which we are anxious about.’

The man who doesn’t believe in Robinson Crusoe, after that, is a man
with a screw loose in his understanding, or a man lost in the mist of
his own sclf~conceit! Argument is thrown away upon him; and pity
is better reserved for some person with a livelier faith.

I'was far on with my sccond pipe, and still lost in admiration of that
wonderful book, when Penclope (who had been handing round the
tea) came in with her report from the drawing-room. She had left the
Bouncers singing a duct — words beginning with a large ‘O’, and
music to correspond. She had obscrved that my lady made mistakes in
her game of whist for the first time in our experience of her. She had
scen the great traveller asleep in a corner. She had overheard Mr
Franklin sharpening his wits on Mr Godfrey, at the expense of Ladics’
Charitics in gencral; and she had noticed that Mr Godfrey hit him
back again rather more smartly than became a gentleman of his
benevolent character. She had detected Miss Rachel, apparently en-
gaged in appeasing Mrs Threadgall by showing her some photo-
graphs, and really occupied in stealing looks at Mr Franklin, which no
intelligent lady’s maid could misinterpret for a single instant. Finally,
she had missed Mr Candy, the doctor, who had mysteriously dis-
appeared from the drawing-room, and had then mysteriously re-
turned, and entered into conversation with Mr Godfrey. Upon the
whole, things were prospering better than the experience of the dinner
gave us any right to expect. If we could only hold on for another
hour, old Father Time would bring up their carriages, and relicve us
of them altogether.

Everything wears off in this world; and even the comforting effect
of Robinson Criisoe wore off, after Penclope left me. I got fidgety again,
and resolved on making a survey of the grounds before the rain came.
Instcad of taking the footman, whose nose was hwman, and thercfore
uscless in any emergency, [ took the bloodhound with me. His
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nose for a stranger was to be depended on. We went all round the
premiscs, and out into the road — and returned as wise as we went,
having discovered no such thing as a lurking human creature any-
where.

The arrival of the carriages was the signal for the arrival of the rain.
It poured as if it meant to pour all night. With the exception of the
doctor, whose gig was waiting for him, the rest of the company went
home snugly, under cover, in close carriages. I told Mr Candy that I
was afraid he would get wet through. He told e, in return, that he
wondered I had arrived at my ame of life, without knowing that a
doctor’s skin was watcrproof. So he drove away in the rain, laughing
over his own little joke; and so we got rid of our dinner company.

The next thing to tell is the story of the night.

CHAPTER XI

WaHEN the last of the guests had driven away, I went back into the
inner hall and found Samucl at the side-table, presiding over the
brandy and soda-water. My lady and Miss Rachel came out of the
drawing-room, followed by the two gentlemen. Mr Godfrey had
some brandy and soda-water. Mr Franklin took nothing. He sat down,
looking dead tired; the talking on this birthday occasion had, I sup-
pose, been too much for him.

My lady, turning round to wish them good-night, looked hard at
the wicked Colonel’s legacy shining in her daughter’s dress.

‘Rachel,’ she asked, ‘ wherc are you going to put your Diamond to-
night?’

Miss Rachel was in high good spirits, just in that humour for talking
nonsense, and perversely persisting in it as if it was sense, which you
may sometimes have obscrved in young girls, when they are highly
wrought up, at the end of an exciting day. First, she declared she didn’t
know where to put the Diamond. Then she said, ‘On her dressing-
table, of course, along with her other things.” Then she remembered
that the Diamond might take to shining of itsclf, with its awful moony
light, in the dark - and that would terrify her in the dead of night.
Then she bethought hersclf of an Indian cabinct which stood in her
sitting-room ; and instantly made up her mind to put the Indian dia-
mond in the Indian cabinet, for the purpose of permitting two beauti-
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ful native productions to admire each other. Having let her little fow -
of nonsense run on as far as that point, her mother interposed and
stopped her.

‘My dear! your Indian cabinet has no lock to it,” says my lady.

‘Good heavens, mamma!’ cried Miss Rachel, ‘is this an hotel? Are
there thieves in the house?’

Without taking notice of this fantastic way of talking, my lady
wished the gentlemen good-night. She next turned to Miss Rachel,
and kissed her. * Why not let me keep the Diamond for you to-night?’
she asked.

Miss Rachel reccived that proposal as she might, ten years since,
have reccived a proposal to part her from a new doll. My lady saw
there was no reasoning with her that night. ‘Come into my room,
Rachel, the first thing to-morrow morning,” she said. ‘I shall have
something to say to you.” With those last words she lcft us slowly;
thinking her own thoughts, and, to all appearance, not best pleased
with the way by which they were leading her.

Muiss Rachel was the next to say good-night. She shook hands first
with Mr God(rey, who was standing at the other end of the hall, look-
ing at a picturc. Then she turned back to Mr Franklin, still sitting
weary and silent in a corner.

What words passed between them I can’t say. But standing near the
old oak frame which holds our large looking-glass, I saw her reflected
in it, slyly slipping the locket which Mr Franklin had given to her, out
of the bosom of her dress, and showing it to him for 2 moment, with
a smile which certainly mcant something out of the common, before
she tripped off to bed. This incident staggered me a little in the reli-
ance I had previously felt on my own judgement. I began to think that
Penclope might be right about the state of her young lady’s affections,
after all.

As soon as Miss Rachel left him eyes to sce with, Mr Franklin
noticed me. His varable humour, shifting about cverything, had
shifted about the Indians already.

‘Betteredge,” he said, ‘I'm half inclined to think I took Mr Murth-
waite too seriously, when we had that talk in the shrubbery. I wonder
whether he has been trying any of his traveller’s tales on us? Do you
really mean to Jet the dogs loose?’

‘T’ll relicve them of their collars, sir,” I answered, ‘and leave them
free to take a turn in the night, if they smell a reason for it.’
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‘All right,” says Mr Franklin. “W¢’ll sce what is to be done to-
morrow. [ am not at all disposed to alarm my aunt, Betteredge, with-
out a very pressing reason for it. Good-night.’

He looked so worn and pale as he nodded to me, and took his
candle to go upstairs that I ventured to advise his having a drop of
brandy-and-water, by way of nightcap. Mr Godfrey, walking to-
wards us from the other end of the hall, backed me. He pressed Mr
Franklin, in the friendliest manner, to take something before he went
to bed.

I only note these trifling circumstances, because, after all I'had scen
and heard that day, it plcased me to observe that our two gentlemen
were on just as good terms as ever. Their warfare of words (heard by
Penclope in the drawing-room), and their rivalry for the best place in
Miss Rachel’s good gracces, scemed to have set no serious difference be-
tween them. But there! they were both good-tempered, and both
men of the world. And there is certainly this merit in people of
station, that they are not ncarly so quarrelsome among cach other as
people of no station at all.

Mr Franklin declined the brandy-and-water, and went upstairs with
Mr Godfrey, their rooms being next door to cach other. On the land-
ing, however, cither his cousin persuaded him, or he veered about and
changed his mind as usual. ‘Perhaps T may want it in the night,” he
called down to me. *Send up some brandy-and-water into my room.’

I'sentup Samuel with the brandy-and-water; and then wentout,and
unbuckled the dogs’ collars. They both lost their heads with astonish-
ment on being set loose at that time of night, and jumped upon me
like a couple of puppies! However, the rain soon cooled them down
again: they lapped a drop of water each, and crept back into their
kenncls. As T went into the house, I noticed signs in the sky which be-
tokened a break in the weather for the better. For the present it still
poured heavily, and the ground was in a perfect sop.

Samuel and T went all over the house, and shut up as usual. T ex-
amined everything mysclf, and trusted nothing to my deputy on this
occasion. All was safe and fast, when I rested my old bones in bed,
between midnight and one in the morning.

The worrics of the day had been a little too much for me, I'suppose.
At any rate, I had a touch of Mr Franklin’s malady that night. It was
sunrise before I fell off at last into a slecp. All the time Tlay awake, the
house was as quict as the grave. Not a sound stirred but the splash of
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the rain, and the sighing of the wind among the trees as a breeze
sprang up with the moming.

About half-past scven I woke, and opened my window on a fine sun-
shiny day. The clock had struck eight, and I was just going out to
chain up the dogs again, when I heard a sudden whisking of petticoats
on the stairs behind me.

I turned about, and there was Penclope flying down after me like
mad. ‘Father!” she scrcamed, ‘come upstairs, for God’s sake! The
Diamond is gone!”

‘Are you out of your mind?” I asked her.

*Gone!” says Penelope. ‘Gone, nobody knows how! Come up and
sce.”

She dragged me after her into our young lady’s sitting-room, which
opened into her bedroom. There, on the threshold of her bedroom
door, stood Miss Rachel, almost as white in the face as the white
dressing-gown that clothed her. There also stood the two doors of the
Indian cabinet, wide open. One of the drawers inside was pulled out
as far as it would go.

‘Look!’ says Penclope. ‘I myself saw Miss Rachel put the Diamond
into that drawer last night.’

I went to the cabinet. The drawer was empty.

‘Is this true, miss?’ I asked.

With a look that was not like herself, with a voice that was not like
her own, Miss Rachel answered, as my daughter had answered: ‘The
Diamond is gone!’

Having said those words, she withdrew into her bedroom, and shut
and locked the door.

Before we knew which way to turn next, my lady came in, hearing
my voice in her daughter’s sitting-room, and wondering what had
happened. The news of the loss of the Diamond scemed to petrify her.
She went straight to Miss Rachel’s bedroom, and insisted on being
admitted. Miss Rache] lct her in.

The alarm, running through the house like fire, caught the two
gentlemen next.

Mr Godfrey was the first to come out of his room. All he did when
lic heard what had happened was to liold up his handsin a state of be-
wilderment which didn’t say much for his natural strength of mind.
Mr Franklin, whosc clear head [ had confidently counted on to advise
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us, scemed to be as helpless as his cousin when he heard the news in his
turn. For a wonder, he had had a good night’s rest at last; and the un-
accustomed luxury of sleep had, as he said himsclf, apparently stupe-
fied him. However, when he had swallowed his cup of coffee — which
he always took, on the forcign plan, some hours before he ate any
breakfast ~ his brains brightened; the clear-headed side of him turned
up, and he took the matter in hand, resolutely and cleverly, much as
follows:

He first sent for the servants, and told them to leave all the lower
doors and windows (with the exception of the front door, which I had
opened) exactly as they had been left when we locked up over-night.
He next proposed to his cousin and to me to make quite sure, before
we took any further steps, that the Diamond had not accidentally
dropped somewhere out of sight — say at the back of the cabinet, or
down behind the table on which the cabinct stood. Having searched
in both places, and found nothing - having also questioned Penclope,
and discovered from her no more than the little she had already told
me - Mr Franklin suggested next extending our inquiries to Miss:
Rachel, and sent Penclope to knock at her bedroom door.

My lady answered the knock, and closed the door behind her. The
moment after we heard it locked inside by Miss Rachel. My mistress
came out among us, looking sorely puzzled and distressed. “The loss
of the Diamond scems to have quite overwhelined Rachel,” she said,
in reply to Mr Franklin. *She shrinks, in the strangest manner, from
speaking of it, even to me. It is impossible you can sce her for the
present.’

Having added to our perplexities by this account of Miss Rachel,
my lady, after a little cffort, recovered her usual composure, and acted
with her usual decision.

‘I suppose there is no help for it?’ she said quictly. ‘Tsuppose I have
no alternative but to send for the police?’

‘And the first thing for the police to do,” added Me Franklin, catch-
ing her up, ‘is to lay hands on the Indian jugglers who performed here
last night.”

My lady and Mr Godfrey (not knowing what Mr Franklin and [
kncw) both started, and both looked surprised.

‘I can’t stop to cxplain myself now,” Mr Franklin went on. ‘I can
only tell you that the Indians have certainly stolen the Diamond. Give
me a letter of introduction,” says he, addressing my lady, ‘to one of
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the magistrates at Frizinghall — mercly telling him that I represent your
interests and wishes, and let me ride off with it instantly. Our chance
of catching the thieves may depend on our not wasting one unneces-
sary minute.” (Nofa bene: Whether it was the French side or the Eng-
lish, the right side of Mr Franklin scemed to be uppermost now. The
only question was, How long would it last?)

He put pen, ink, and paper before his aunt, who (as it appeared to
me) wrote the letter he wanted a little unwillingly. If it had been pos-
sible to overlook such an event as the loss of a jewel worth twenty
thousand pounds, I believe - with my lady’s opinion of her late
brother, and her distrust of his birthday-gift - it would have been pri-
vately a relief to her to let the thieves get off with the Moonstone
scot-frec.

I went out with Mr Franklin to the stables, and took the oppor-
tunity of asking him how the Indians (whom I suspected, of course, as
shrewdly as he did) could possibly have got into the house.

‘One of them might have slipped into the hall, in the confusion,
when the dinner company were going away,” says Mr Franklin. ‘The
fellow may have been under the sofa while my aunt and Rachel were
talking about where the Diamond was to be put for the night. He
would only have to wait till the house was quict, and there it would
be in the cabinet, to be had for the taking.” With those words, he
called to the groom to open the gate, and galloped off.

This scemed certainly to be the only rational explanation. But how
had the thief contrived to make his escape from the house? Ihad found
the front door locked and bolted, as I had left it at night, when I went
to open it, after getting up. As for the other doors and windows, there
they were still, all safe and fast, to speak for themsclves. The dogs, too?
Suppose the thief had got away by dropping from one of the upper
windows, how had he escaped the dogs? Had hic come provided for
them with drugged meat? As the doubt crossed my mind, the dogs
themselves came galloping at me round a corner, rolling each other
over on the wet grass, in such lively health and spirits that it was with
no small difficulty I brought them to reason, and chained them up
again. The more I turned it over in my mind, the less satisfactory Mr
Franklin’s explanation appcared to be.

We had our breakfasts ~ whatever happens in a house, robbery or
murder, it docsn’t matter, you must have your breakfast. When we
had done, my lady sent for me; and T found myself compelled to tell
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her all that 1 had hitherto conccealed, relating to the Indians and their
plot. Being a woman of a high courage, she soon got over the first
startling cffect of what I had to communicate. Her mind seemed to be
far more perturbed about her daughter than about the heathen rogues
and their conspiracy. * You know how odd Rachel is, and how differ-
ently she behaves sometimes from other girls,” my lady said to me.
‘But I have never, in all my experience, scen her so strange and so re-
served as she is now. The loss of her jewel scems almost to have turned
her brain. Who would have thought that horrible Diamond could
have laid such a hold on her in so short a time?”

It was certainly strange. Taking toys and trinkets in general, Miss
Rachel was nothing like so mad after them as most young girls. Yet
there she was, still locked up inconsolably in her bedroom. It is but
fair to add that she was not the only one of us in the house who was
thrown out of the regular groove. Mr Godfrey, for instance - though
professionally a sort of consoler-gencral - seemed to be at a loss where
to look for his own resources. Having no company to amuse him, and
getting no chance of trying what his cxperience of women in distress
could do towards comforting Miss Rachel, he wandered hither and
thither about the house and gardens in an aimless uncasy way. He was
in two different minds about what it became him to do, after the mis-
fortune that had happened to us. Ought he to relieve the family, in
their present situation, of the responsibility of him as a guest, or ought
he to stay on the chance that even his humble services might be of
some usc? He decided ultimately that the last course was perhaps the
most customary and considerate course to take, in such a very peculiar
case of family distress as this was. Circumstances try the metal a man
is really made of. Mr Godfrey, tricd by circumstances, showed himself
of weaker metal than I had thought him to be. As for the women-
servants — excepting Rosanna Spearman, who kept by herself ~ they
took to whispering together in corners, and staring at nothing sus-
piciously, as i1s the manner of that weaker half of the human family,
when anything extraordinary happens in a house. I myself acknow-
ledge to have been fidgety and ill-tempered. The cursed Moonstone
had turned us all upside down.

A little before cleven, Mr Franklin came back. The resolute side of
him had, to all appearance, given way, in the interval since his de-
parture, under the stress that had been laid on it. He had left us at a
gallop; he came back to us at a walk. When he went away, he was
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made of iron. When he returncd, he was stuffed with cotton, as limp
as limp could be.

*Well,’ says my lady, ‘arc the police coming?’

*Yes,” says Mr Franklin; “they said they would follow me in a fly.
Superintendent Seegrave, of your local police force, and two of his
men. A mere form! The case is hopeless.”

*What! have the Indians escaped, sir?’ I asked.

“The poor ill-used Indians have been most unjustly put in prison,’
says Mr Franklin. “They arc as innocent as the babe unborn. My idea
that one of them was hidden in the house, has ended, like all the rest
of my ideas, in smoke. It’s been proved,’ says Mr Franklin, dwelling
with great relish on his own incapacity, ‘to be simply impossible.”

After astonishing us by announcing this totally new turn in the mat-
ter of the Moonstone, our young gentleman, at his aunt’s request, took
a scat, and explained himself.

It appeared that the resolute side of him had held out as far as
Frizinghall. He had put the whole casc plainly before the magistrate,
and the magistrate had at once sent for the police. The first inquiries
instituted about the Indians showed that they had not so much as at-
tempted to leave the town. Further questions addressed to the police,
proved that all three had becn scen returning to Frizinghall with their
boy, on the previous night between ten and cleven ~ which (regard
being had to hours and distances) also proved that they had walked
straight back, after performing on our terrace. Later still, at midnigh,
the police, having occasion to scarch the common lodging-house
where they lived, had scen them all three again, and their fittle boy
with them as usual. Soon after midnight I mysclf had safely shut up
the house. Plainer evidence than this, in favour of the Indians, there
could not well be. The magistrate said there was not even a case of
suspicion against them so far. But, as it was just possible, when the
police came to investigate the matter, that discoverics affecting the
jugglers might be made, he would contrive, by committing them as
rogues and vagabonds, to keep them at our disposal, under lock and
key, for a weck. They had ignorantly done something (I forget what)
in the town, which barely brought them within the operation of the
law. Every human institution (Justice included) will stretch a little, if
you only pull it the right way. The worthy magistrate was an old
friend of my lady’s — and the Indians were ‘committed’ for a week, as
soon as the court opened that morning.
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Such was Mr Franklin’s narrative of events at Frizinghall. The In-
dian clue to the mystery of the lost jewel was now, to all appearance,
a cluc that had broken in our hands. If the jugglers were innocent,
who, in the name of wonder, had taken the Moonstone out of Miss
Rachel’s drawer?

Ten minutes later, to our infinite relief, Supcrintendent Scegrave
arrived at the house. He reported passing Mr Franklin on the terrace,
sitting in the sun (I suppose with the Italian side of him uppermost);
and warning the police, as they went by, that the investigation was
hopcless, before the investigation had begun.

For a family in our situation, the Superintendent of the Frizinghall
police was the most comforting officer you could wish to see. Mr See-
grave was tall and portly, and military in his manners. He had a fine
commanding voice, and a mighty resolute cye, and a grand frock-coat
which buttoned beaatifully up to his leather stock. ‘I'm the man you
want!” was written all over his face; and he ordered his two inferior
policemen about with a scverity which convinced us all that there was
no trifling with him.

He began by going round the premiscs, outside and in; the result
of that investigation proving to him that no thicves had broken in
upon us from outside, and that the robbery, consequently, must have
been committed by some person in the house. I leave you to imagine
the state the servants were in when this official announcement first
rcached their cars. The Superintendent decided to begin by examining
the ‘boudoir’, and, that done, to examine the scrvants next. At the
same time, he posted one of his men on the staircase which led to the
scrvants’ bedrooms, with instructions to lct nobody in the house pass
in, till further orders.

At this latter proceeding, the weaker half of the human family went
distracted on the spot. They bounced out of their corners; whisked
upstairs in a body to Miss Rachel’s room (Rosanna Spearman being
carricd away among them this time); burst in on Superintendent See-
grave; and all looking equally guilty, summoned him to say which of
them he suspected, at once.

Mr Superintendent proved equal to the occasion — he looked at
them with his resolute eye, and he cowed them with his military
voice.

‘Now, then, you women, go downstairs again, cvery onc of you.
I won’t have you here. Look!” says Mr Supcrintendent, suddenly
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pointing to a little smear of the decorative painting on Miss Rachel’s
door - at the outer cdgc,just under the lock. ‘Look what mischief the
petticoats of some of you have done alrcady. Clear out! clear out!’
Rosana Spearman, who was nearest to him, and ncarest to the little
smear on the door, sct the example of obedience, and slipped off in-
stantly to her work. The rest followed her out. The Superintendent
finished his cxamination of the room; and, making nothing of it,
asked me who had first discovered the robbery. My daughter had first
discovered it. My daughter was sent for.

Mr Supcerintendent proved to be a little too sharp with Penelope at
starting. ‘Now, young woman, attend to me - and mind you speak
the truth.” Penclope fired up instantly. *I've never been taught to tell
lies, Mr Policeman! — and if father can stand there and hear me accused
of falsehood and thieving, and my own bedroom shut against me, and
my character taken away, which is all a poor girl has left, he’s not the
zood father I take him for!” A timely word from me put Justice and
Penclope on a pleasanter footing together. The questions and answers
went swimmingly, and ended in nothing worth mentioning. My
daughter had scen Miss Rachel put the Diamond in the drawer of the
cabinet, the last thing at night, She had gone in with Miss Rachel’s
cup of tea, at eight the next morning, and had found the drawer open
and cmpty. Upon that, she had alarmed the house - and there was an
end of Penclope’s evidence.

Mr Superintendent next asked to see Miss Rachel herself. Penelope
mentioned his request through the door. The answer reached us by
the same road - ‘T have nothing to tell the policeman - I can’t sce any-
body’. Our experienced officer looked equally surprised and offended
when he heard that reply. I told him my young lady was ill, and
begged him to wait a little and see her later. We thercupon went
downstairs again, and were met by Mr Godfrcy and Mr Franklin
crossing the hall.

The two gentlemen, being inmates of the house, were summoned
to say if they could throw any light on the matter. Ncither of them
knew anything about it. Had they heard any suspicious noises during
the previous night? They had heard nothing but the pattering of the
rain. Had I, lying awake longer than cither of them, heard nothing
cither ? Nothing! Released from examination, Mr Franklin (still stick~
ing to the helpless view of our difficulty) whispered to me - “That
man will be of no carthly use to us. Superintendent Seegrave is an ass.”
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Released in his turn, Mt Godfrey whispered to me - ‘Evidently a
most competent person. Betteredge, I have the greatest faith in him?!’
Many men, many opinions, as one of the ancients said, before my time.

Mr Superintendent’s next proceeding took him back to the ‘bou-
doir’ again, with my daughter and me at his heels. His object was to
discover whether any of the furniturc had been moved, during the
night, out of its customary place - his previous investigation in the
room having, apparently, not gone quite far enough to satisfy his
mind on this point.

While we were still poking about among the chairs and tables, the
door of the bedroom was suddenly opencd. After having denied her-
self to everybody, Miss Rachel, to our astonishment, walked into the
midst of us of her own accord. She took up her garden hat from a
chair, and then went straight to Penelope with this question:

‘Mr Franklin Blake sent you with a message to me this morning ?’

‘Yes, miss.”

‘He wished to speak to me, didn’t he?’

‘Yes, miss.”

“Where is he now?’

Hearing voices on the terrace below, I'looked out of window, and
saw the two gentlemen walking up and down together. Answering
for my daughter, I said, ‘Mr Franklin is on the terrace, miss.”

Without another word, without heeding Mr Supcrintendent, who
tricd to speak to her, pale as death, and wrapped up strangely in her
own thoughts, she left the room, and went down to her cousins on the
terrace.

It showed a want of due respect, it showed a breach of good man-
ncrs, on my part; but, for the life of me, I couldn’t help looking out of
window when Miss Rachel met the gentlemen outside. She went up
to Mr Franklin without appearing to notice Mr Godfrey, who there-
upon drew back and left them by themselves. What she said to Mr
Franklin appeared to be spoken vehemently. It lasted but for a short
time; and (judging by what T saw of his face from the window)
seemed to astonish him beyond all power of expression. While they
were still together, my lady appeared on the terrace. Miss Rachel saw
her - said a few last words to Mr Franklin — and suddenly went back
into the house again, before her mother came up with her. My lady,
surprised herself, and noticing Mr Franklin’s surprise, spoke to him.
Mr Godfrey joined them, and spoke also. Mr Franklin walked away a
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little, between the two, telling them what had happened, I suppose;
for they both stopped short after taking a few steps, like persons struck
with amazement. I had just seen as much as this, when the door of the
sitting-room was opened violently. Miss Rachel walked swifily
through to her bedroom, wild and angry, with ficrce eyes and flaming
cheeks. Mr Superintendent once more attcmptcd to question her. She
turned round on him at her bedroom door. ‘I have not sent for you!”
she cried out vehemently. ‘T don’t want you. My Diamond is lost.
Neither you nor anybody clse will ever find it!” With those words she
went in, and locked the door in our faces. Penclope, standing nearest
to it, heard her burst out crying the moment she was alone again.

In a rage, onc moment; in tears, the next! What did it mean?

I told the Superintendent it meant that Miss Rachel’s temper was
upset by the loss of her jewel. Being anxious for the honour of the
family, it distressed me to sce my young lady forget herself - even
with a police officer - and I made the best excuse I could, accordingly.
In my own private mind, I was more puzzled by Miss Rachel’s extra-
ordinary language and conduct than words can tell. Taking what she
lhad said at her bedroom door as a guide to guess by, I could only con-
clude that she was mortally offended by our sending for the police,
and that Mr Franklin’s astonishment on the terrace was caused by her
having expressed herself to him (as the person chicfly instrumental in
fetching the police) to that cffect. If this guess was right, why - having
lost her Diamond - should she object to the presence in the house of
the very people whose business it was to recover it for licr? And how,
in Heaven’s name, could she know that the Moonstone would never
be found again?

As things stood, at present, no answer to those questions was to be
hoped for from anybody in the house. Mr Franklin appeared to think
it a point of honour to forbear repeating to a scrvant — even to so old
a servant as [ was — what Miss Rachel had said to him on the terrace.
Mr Godfrey, who, as a gentleman and a relative, had been probably
admitted into Mr Franklin’s confidence, respected that confidence as
he was bound to do. My lady, who was also in the secret no doubt,
and who alonc had access to Miss Rachel, owned openly that she could
make nothing of her. “You madden me when you talk of the Dia-
mond!” All her mother’s influence failed to extract from her a word
more than that.

Here we were, then, at a deadlock about Miss Rachel - and at a
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deadlock about the Moonstone. In the first case, my lady was power-
less to help us. In the second (as you shall presently judge), Mr Sce-
grave was fast approaching the condition of a supcrintendent at his
wits’ end.

Having ferreted about all over the “boudoir’, without making any
discoveries among the furniture, our experienced officer applied to me
to know, whether the servants in general were or were not acquainted
with the place in which the Diamond had been put for the night.

‘I knew where it was put, sir,’ I said, *to begin with. Samuel, the
footman, knew also - for he was present in the hall, when they were
talking about where the Diamond was to be kept that night. My
daughter knew, as she has already told you. She or Samuel may have
mentioned the thing to the other servants - or the other servants may
have heard the talk for themselves, through the side-door of the hall,
which might have been open to the back staircase. For all I can tell,
everybody in the house may have known where the jewel was, last
night.’

My answer presenting rather a wide ficld for Mr Superintendent’s
suspicions to range over, he tried to narrow it by asking about the
servants’ characters next.

I thought dircctly of Rosanna Spearman. But it was ncither my
place nor my wish to direct suspicion against a poor girl, whose
honesty had been above all doubt as long as 1 had known her. The
matron at the Reformatory had reported her to my lady as a sincerely
penitent and thoroughly trustworthy girl. It was the Supcrintendent’s
business to discover reason for suspecting her first - and then, and not
till then, it would be my duty to tell him how she came into my lady’s
scrvice. “All our people have excellent characters,’ I'said. ‘And all have
deserved the trust their mistress has placed in them.” After that, there
was but one thing left for Mr Scegrave to do - namely, to set to work,
and tackle the servants’ characters himself.

Onc another another, they werce examined. One after another, they
proved to having nothing to say - and said it (so far as the women
were concerned) at great length, and with a very angry sense of the
embargo laid on their bedrooms. The rest of them being sent back to
their places downstairs, Penclope was then summoned, and examined
separately a second time.

My daughter’s little outbreak of temper in the ‘boudoir’, and her
readiness to think hersclf suspected, appeared to have produced an un-
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favourable impression on Superintendent Seegrave. It seemed also to
dwell a little on his mind, that she had been the last person who saw
the Diamond at night. When the second questioning was over, my
girl came back to me in a frenzy. There was no doubt of it any longer
~ the police officer had almost as good as told her she was the thicf!
I could scarcely believe him (taking Mr Franklin's view) to be quite
such an ass as that. But, though he said nothing, the cyc with which he
looked at my daughter was not a very pleasant cye to sce. I laughed it
off with poor Penelope, as something too ridiculous to be treated
seriously - which it certainly was. Secretly, I am afraid I was foolish to
be angry too. It was a little trying — it was, indced. My girl sat down
in a corner, with her apron over her head, quite broken-hearted. Fool-
ish of her, you will say: she might have waited till he openly accused
her. Well, being a man of just and equal temper, I admit that. Still Mr
Superintendent miglht have remembered - never mind what he mighe
have remembered. The devil take him!

The next and last step in the investigation brought matters, as they
say, to a crisis. The officer had an interview (at which I was present)
with my lady. After informing her that the Diamond must have been
taken by somebody in the house, he requested permission for himself
and his men to scarch the servants’ rooms and boxes on the spot. My
good mistress, like the generous high-bred woman she was, refused to
let us be treated like thieves. ‘1 will never consent to make such a re-
turn as that,” she said, ‘for all I owe to the faithful servants who are
employed in my house.’

Mr Superintendent made his bow, with a Jook in my direction
which said plainly, *Why employ me, if you are to tie my hands in
this way ?” As head of the servants, I felt dircetly that we were bound,
in justice to all parties, not to profit by our mistress’s generosity. ‘We
gratefully thank your ladyship,’ I said; ‘but we ask permission to do
what is right in this matter, by giving up our keys. When Gabriel
Betteredge sets the example,’ says I, stopping Superintendent Scegrave
at the door, ‘the rest of the servants will follow, I promise you. There
are my keys, to begin with!” My lady took me by the hand, and
thanked me with the tears in her eyes. Lord! what would I not have
given at that moment for the privilege of knocking Superintendent
Secgrave down!

As I had promised for them, the other servants followed my lead,
sorcly against the grain, of course, but all taking the view that I took.
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The women were a sight to sce, while the police officers were rum-
maging among their things. The cook looked as if she could grill Mr
Superintendent alive on a furnace, and the other women looked as if
they could cat him when he was done.

The search over, and no Diamond or sign of a Diamond being
found, of course, anywhere, Supcrintendent Scegrave retired to my
little room to consider with himself what he was to do next. He and
his men had now been hours in the house, and had not advanced us
one inch towards a discovery of how the Moonstone had been taken,
or of whom we werc to suspect as the thief.

While the police officer was still pondering in solitude, I was sent
for to scc Mr Franklin in the library. To my unutterable astonishment,
just as my hand was on the door, it was suddenly opcned from the in-
side, and out walked Rosanna Spearman!

After the library had been swept and cleaned in the morning, neither
first nor second houscmaid had any business in that room at any later
period of the day. I stopped Rosanna Spearman, and charged her with
a breach of domestic discipline on the spot.

“What might you want in the library at this time of day?’ I in~
quired.

*Mr Franklin Blake dropped one of his rings upstairs,” says Rosanna;
‘and T have becn into the library to give it to him.” The girl’s face was
all in a flush as she made me that answer; and she walked away with a
toss of her head and a look of self-importance which I was quite at a
loss to account for. The proceedings in the house had doubtless upset
all the women-servants more or less; but none of them had gone clean
out of their natural characters, as Rosanna, to all appearance, had now
gone out of hers.

I found Mr Franklin writing at the library table, He asked for a con-
veyance to the railway station the moment I entered the room. The
first sound of his voice informed me that we now had the resolute side
of him uppermost once more. The man made of cotton had dis-
appeared; and the man made of iron sat before me again.

‘Going to London, sir?’ I asked.

‘Going to telegraph to London,” says Mr Franklin. ‘I have con-
vinced my aunt that we must have a cleverer head than Superinten-
dent Scegrave's to help us; and I have got her permission to dispatch
a telegram to my father. He knows the Chicf Commissioner of Police,
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and the Commisstoner can lay his hand on the right man to solve the
mystery of the Diamond. Talking of mysteries, by the bye,” said Mr
Franklin, dropping his voice, ‘I have another word to say to you be-
fore you go to the stables. Don’t breathe a word of it to anybody as
yet; but either Rosanna Spearman’s head is not quite right, or I am
afraid she knows more about the Moonstone than she ought to know.”

I can hardly tell whether I was more startled or distressed at hearing
him say that. If Thad been younger, I might have confessed as much to
Mr Franklin. But when you are old, you acquire one excellent habit.
In cascs where you don’t sce your way clearly, you hold your tongue.

‘She came in here with a ring I dropped in my bedroom,” Mr
Franklin went on. “When I had thanked her, of course I expected her
to go. Instead of that, she stood opposite to me at the table, looking at
me in the oddest manner ~ half frightened, and half familiar - 1
couldn’t make it out. *“This is a strange thing about the Diamond,
sir,”” she said, in a curiously sudden, headlong way. I said, “Yes, it
was,” and wondcred what was coming next. Upon my honour, Bet-
teredge, I think she must be wrong in the head! She said, *“They will
never find the Diamond, sir, will they ? No! nor the person who took
it - I'll answer for that.”” She actually nodded and smiled at me! Be-
fore I could ask her what she meant, we heard your step outside. I'sup-
pose she was afraid of your catching her here. At any rate, she changed
colour, and left the room. What on carth does it mean?’

I could not bring mysclf to tell him the girl's story, even then. It
would have been almost as good as telling him that she was the thief.
Besides, even if I had made a clean breast of it, and cven supposing she
was the thicf, the reason why she should let out her secret to Mr
Franklin, of all the people in the world, would have been still as far to
seck as ever.

‘I can’t bear the idea of getting the poor girl into a scrape, merely
because she has a flighty way with her, and talks very strangely,” Mr
Franklin went on. ‘And yet if she had said to the Supcrintendent what
she said to me, fool as hic is, I'm afraid - =" He stopped there, and left
the rest unspoken.

‘The best way, sir,” 1 said, ‘will be for me to say two words pri-
vately to my mistress about it at the first opportunity. My lady has a
very friendly intcrest in Rosanna; and the girl may only have been for-
ward and foolish, after all. When there’s a mess of any kind in a house,
sir, the women-scrvants like to look at the gloomy side - it gives the
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poor wretches a kind of importance in their own cyes. If there’s any-
body ill, trust the women for prophesying that the person will die. If
it’s a jewel lost, trust them for prophesying that it will never be found
again.’

This view (which, I am bound to say, I thought a probable view
myself, on reflection) scemed to relieve Mr Franklin mightily: he
folded up his telegram, and dismissed the subject. On my way to the
stables, to order the pony-chaise, I looked in at the scrvants’ hall,
where they were at dinner. Rosanna Spearman was not among them.
On inquiry, I found that she had been suddenly taken ill, and had gone
upstairs to her own room to lic down.

“Curious! She looked well cnough when I saw her last,” I remarked.

Penclope followed me out. “‘Don’t talk in that way before the rest
of them, father,” she said. ‘You only make them harder on Rosanna
than ever. The poor thing is breaking her heart about Mr Franklin
Blake.’

Here was another view of the girl’s conduct. If it was possible for
Penclope to be right, the cxplanation of Rosanna’s strange language
and bchaviour might have been all in this - that she didn’t care what
she said, so long as she could surprise Mr Franklin into speaking to her.
Granting that to be the right reading of the riddle, it accounted, per-
haps, for her flighty self-conceited manner when she passed me in the
hall. Though he had only said three words, still she had carried her
point, and Mr Franklin /iad spoken to her.

I saw the pony harnessed myself. In the infcrnal network of mys-
teries and uncertaintics that now surrounded us, I declare it was a relief
to obscrve how well the buckles and straps understood each other!
When you had scen the pony backed into the shafts of the chaise, you
had sccn something there was no doubt about. And that, let me tell
you, was becoming a trcat of the rarest kind in our houschold.

Going round with the chaise to the front door, I found not only Mr
Franklin, but Mr Godfrey and Superintendent Secgrave also waiting
for me on the steps.

Mr Superintendent’s reflections (after failing to find the Diamond
in the scrvants’ rooms or boxes) had led him, it appcared, to an cn-
tirely new conclusion. Still sticking to his first text, namely, that somie-
body in the house had stolen the jewel, our expericnced officer was
now of opinion that the thicf (he was wise enough not to name poor
Penclope, whatever he might privately think of her!) had been acting
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in concert with the Indians; and he accordingly proposed shifting his
inquiries to the jugglers in the prison at Frizinghall. Hearing of this
new move, Mr Franklin had voluntecred to take the Supcrintenendent
back to the town, from which he could telegraph to London as casily
as from our station. Mr Godfrcy, still devoutly belicving in Mr Sce-
grave, and greatly intercsted in witnessing the examination of the In-
dians, had begged leave to accompany the officer to Frizinghall. One
of the two inferior policemen was to be left at the house, in case any-
thing happened. The other was to go back with the Superintendent to
the town. So the four places in the pony-chaise were just filled.

Before he took the reins to drive off, Mr Franklin walked me away
a few steps out of hearing of the others.

‘I will wait to telegraph to London,” he said, “till I sce what comes
of our examination of the Indians. My own conviction is, that this
muddle-headed local police officer is as much in the dark as ever, and
is simply trying to gain time. The idca of any of the servants being in
league with the Indians is a prepostcrous absurdity, in my opinion.
Keep about the house, Bettercdge, till I come back, and try what you
can make of Rosanna Spearman. I don't ask you to do anything de-
grading to your own sclf-respect, or anything crucl towards the girl.
I only ask you to excrcise your observation more carcfully than vsual.
We will make as light of it as we can before my aunt - but this is a
morc important matter than you may suppose.”

‘It’s a matter of twenty thousand pounds, sir,’ I said, thinking of the
value of the Diamond.

‘I’s 2 matter of quicting Rachel’s mind,” answered Mr Franklin
gravely. ‘T am very uncasy about her.”

He left me suddenly, as if he desired to cut short any further talk be-
tween us. I thought I understood why. Further talk might have let me
into the secret of what Miss Rachel had said to him on the terrace.

So they drove away to Frizinghall. I was ready cnough, in the girl’s
own intercst, to have a little talk with Rosanna in private. But the
needful opportunity failed to present itsclf. She only came downstairs
again at tca-time. When she did appear, she was flighty and cxcited,
had what they call an hysterical attack, took a dose of sal-volatile by
my lady’s order, and was sent back to her bed.

The day wore on to its end drearily and miscrably cnough, I can tell
you. Miss Rachel still kept her room, declaring that she was too ill to
come down to dinner that day. My lady was in such low spirits about
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her daughter, that I could not bring myself to make her additionally
anxious, by reporting what Rosanna Specarman had said to Mr Frank-
lin. Penclope persisted in believing that she was to be forthwith tried,
scntenced, and transported for theft. The other women took to their
Bibles and hymn-books, and looked as sour as verjuice over their
rcading - a result, which I have observed, in my sphere of life, to fol-
low generally on the performance of acts of picty at unaccustomed
periods of the day. As for me, I hadn’t even heart cnough to open my
Robinson Crusce. 1 went out into the yard, and, being hard up for a
little cheerful socicty, set my chair by thekenncls, and talked to the dogs.

Half an hour before dinner-time, the two gentlemen came back
from Frizinghall, having arranged with Superintendent Secgrave that
he was to return to us the next day. They had called on Mr Murth-
waite, the Indian traveller, at his present residence, ncar the town. At
Mr Franklin’s request, he had kindly given them the benefit of his
knowledge of the language, in dealing with those two, out of the
three Indians, who knew nothing of English. The examination con-
ducted carefully, and at great lengtly, had ended in nothing; not the
shadow of a reason being discovered for suspecting the jugglers of
having tampercd with any of our servants. On reaching that conclu-~
sion, Mr Franklin had sent his tclegraphic message to London, and
there the matter now rested till to-morrow came.

So much for the history of the day that followed the birthday. Not
a glimmer of light had broken in on us, so far. A day or two after,
however, the darkness lifted a little. How, and with what result, you
shall presently see.

CHAPTER XII

TuE Thursday night passed, and nothing happened. With the Friday
morning came two picces of news.

Itemn the first: the baker’s man declared he had met Rosanna Spear-
man, on the previous afternoon, with a thick veil on, walking towards
Frizinghall by the footpath way over the moor. It seemed strange that
anybody should be mistaken about Rosanna, whose shoulder marked
her out pretty plainly, poor thing - but mistaken the man must have
been; for Rosanna, as you know, had been all the Thursday afternoon
ill upstairs in her room.

Item the second came through the postman. Worthy Mr Candy
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had said one more of his many unlucky things, when he drove off in
the rain on the birthday night, and told me that a doctor’s skin was
waterproof. In spite of his skin, the wet had got through him. He had
caught a chill that night, and was now down with a fever. The last
accounts, brought by the postman, represented him to be light-hcaded
- talking nonscnse as glibly, poor man, in his delirium as he often
talked it in his sober senscs. We were all sorry for the little doctor; but
Mr Franklin appeared to regret his illncss, chicfly on Miss Rachel’s ac-
count. From what he said to my lady, while I was in the room at
breakfast-time, he appeared to think that Miss Rachel - if the suspense
about the Moonstone was not soon sct at rest - might stand in urgent
need of the best medical advice at our disposal.

Breakfast had not been over long, when a tclegram from Mr Blake,
the elder, arrived, in answer to his son. It mformcd us that he had laid
hands (by help of his friend, the Commissioner) on the right man to
help us. The name of him was Sergeant Cuff'; and the arrival of him
from London might be expected by the morning train.

At reading the name of the new police officer, Mr Franklin gave a
start. It seems that he had heard some curious anecdotes about Ser-
geant Cuff, from his father’s lawyer, during his stay in London.

‘I begin to hope we are sceing the end of our anxictics already,’ he
said. ‘If half the stories I have heard are true, when it comes to un-
ravelling a mystery, therc isn’t the equal in England of Sergeant Cuff?

We all got excited and impatient as the time drew near for the ap-
pearance of this renowned and capable character. Superintendent Sec-
grave, returning to us at his appointed time, and hearing that the Ser-
geant was expected, instantly shut himself up in a room, with pen,
ink, and paper, to make notes of the Report which would be certainly
expected from him. I should have liked to have gone to the station
mysclf, to fetch the Sergeant. But my lady’s carriage and horses were
not to be thought of, even for the cclebrated Cuff; and the pony-
chaise was required later for Mr Godfrey. He deeply regretted being
obliged to leave his aunt at such an anxious time; and he kindly put
off the hour of his departure till as late as the last train, for the purposc
of hearing what the clever London police officer thought of the case.
But on Friday night he must be in town, having a Ladies’ Charity, in
difficultics, waiting to consult him on Saturday morning.

When the time came for the Sergeant’s arrival, I went down to the
gate to look out for him.
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A fly from the railway drove up as I reached the lodge; and out got
a grizzled, elderly man, so miserably lean that he looked as if he had
not got an ounce of flesh on his bones in any part of him. He was
dressed all in decent black, with a white cravat round his neck. His
face was as sharp as a hatchet, and the skin of it was as ycllow and dry
and withered as an autumn leaf. His eyes, of a stcely light grey, had
a very disconcerting trick, when they encountered your eyes, of look-
ing as if they expected somcthing more from you than you were
awarc of yourself. His walk was soft; his voice was melancholy; his
long lanky fingers were hooked like claws. He might have been a par-
son, or an undertaker — or anything else you like, except what he really
was. A more complete opposite to Superintendent Seegrave than Ser-
geant Cuff, and a less comforting officer to look at, for a family in dis-
tress, I defy you to discover, scarch where you may.

‘Is this Lady Verinder’s?” he asked.

‘Yes, sir.

‘T am Sergeant Cuff)’

“This way, sir, if you plcase.”

On our road to the house, I mentioned my name and position in the
family, to satisfy him that he might speak to me about the business on
which my lady was to employ him. Not a word did he say about the
business, however, for all that. He admired the grounds, and remarked
that lie fclt the sea air very brisk and refreshing. I privately wondered,
on my side, how the cclebrated Cuff had got his reputation. We
rcached the house, in the temper of two strange dogs, coupled up to-
gcther for the first time in their lives by the same chain.

Asking for my lady, and hearing that she was in one of the con-
servatorics, we went round to the gardens at the back, and sent a scr-
vant to seck her. While we were waiting, Sergeant Cuff looked
through the evergreen arch on our left, spied out our rosery, and
walked straight in, with the first appearance of anything like interest
that he had shown yet. To the gardener’s astonishment, and to my dis-
gust, this celebrated policeman proved to be quite a mine of learning
on the trumpery subject of rosc-gardens.

‘Ah, you've got the right cxposure here to the south and sou’-west,”
says the Scrgeant, with a wag of his grizzled head, and a streak of
pleasurc in his melancholy voice. ‘ This is the shape for a rosery — noth-
ing like a circle sct in a square. Yes, yes; with walks between all the
beds. But they oughtn’t to be gravel walks like these. Grass, Mr Gar-
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dener -~ grass walks between your roses; gravel’s too hard for them.
That’s a sweet pretty bed of white roses and blush roses. They always
mix well together, don’t they ? Here’s the white musk rose, Mr Bet-
teredge ~ our old English rosc holding up its hcad along with the best
and newest of them. Pretty dear!” says the Sergeant, fondling the
Musk Rosc with his lanky fingers, and speaking to it as if he was speak-
ing to a child.

This was a nice sort of man to recover Miss Rachel’s Diamond, and
to find out the thief who stole it!

*You scem to be fond of roses, Sergeant,’ I remarked.

‘I haven’t much time to be fond of anything,’ says Sergeant Cuff.
‘But when I fiave a moment’s fondness to bestow, most times, Mr
Betteredge, the roses get it. I began my life among them in my
father’s nursery garden, and I shall end my life among them, if T can.
Yes. One of these days (please God) I shall retire from catching thieves
and try my hand at growing roses. There will be grass walks, Mr Gar-
dener, between my beds,” says the Sergeant, on whose mind the gravel
paths of our rosery scemed to dwell unpleasantly.

‘It scems an odd taste, sir,” I ventured to say, ‘for a man in your linc
of life”

‘If you will look about you (which most people won't do),” says
Sergeant Cuff, “you will see that the naturc of 2 man’s tastes is, most
timnes, as opposite as possible to the naturc of a man’s business. Show
me any two things morc opposite onc from the other than a rose and
a thicf; and I'll correct my tastes accordingly - if it isn’t too late at my
time of life. You find the damask rose a goodish stock for most of the
tender sorts, don’t you, Mr Gardener? Ah!I thought so. Here’s a lady
coming. Is it Lady Verinder?’

He had scen her before either T or the gardener had seen her -
though we knew which way to look, and he didn’t. I began to think
him rather a quicker man than he appeared to be at first sight.

The Sergeant’s appearance, or the Sergeant’s errand — one or both -
seemed to cause my lady some little embarrassment. She was, for the
first time in all my expericence of her, at a loss what to say at an inter-
view with a stranger. Scrgeant Cuff put her at ease dircctly. He asked
if any other person had been employed about the robbery before we
sent for him; and hearing that another person had been called in, and
was now in the house, begged leave to speak to him before anything
else was done.
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My lady led the way back. Before he followed her, the Scrgcant re-
licved his mind on the subject of the gravel walks by a parting word
to the gardener. ‘Get her ladyship to try grass,” he said, with a sour
look at the paths. ‘No gravel! no gravel!’

Why Superintendent Scegrave should have appeared to be several
sizes smaller than life, on being presented to Sergeant Cuff, I can’t
undertake to explain. I can only state the fact. They retired together;
and remained a weary long time shut up from all mortal intrusion.
When they came out, Mr Superintendent was excited, and Mr Ser-
geant was yawning,

*The Sergcant wishes to sce Miss Verinder’s sitting-room,” says Mr
Scegrave, addressing me with great pomp and eagerness. “The Ser-
geant may have some questions to ask. Attend the Scrgeant, if you
please!”

While I was being ordered about in this way, T looked at the great
Cuff. The great Cuff, on his side, looked at Superintendent Seegrave
in that quictly expecting way which I have already noticed. [ can’t
affirm that he was on the watch for his brother-officer’s speedy ap-
pearance in the character of an Ass - I can only say that I strongly sus-
pected it.

Iled the way upstairs. The Sergeant went softly all over the Indian
cabinet and all round the *boudoir’; asking questions (occasionally
only of Mr Superintendent, and continually of me), the drift of which
I believe to have been equally unintelligible to both of us. In due time,
his course brought him to the door, and put him face to face with the
decorative painting that you know of. He laid one leaning inquiring
finger on the small smear, just under the lock, which Superintendent
Secgrave had already noticed, when he reproved the women-servants
for all crowding together into the room.

*That’s a pity,’ says Scrgcant Cuff. ‘How did it happen?’

He put the question to me. T answered that the women-servants had
crowded into the room on the previous morning, and that some of
their petticoats had done the mischicf. ‘Superintendent Seegrave or-
dered them out, sir,’ I added, ‘before they did any morg harm.’

‘Right!” says Mr Supcrintendent in his military way. ‘I ordered
them out. The petticoats did it, Sergeant - the petticoats did it.’

‘Did you notice which petticoat did it?” asked Sergeant Cuff, still
addressing himself, not to his brother-officer, but to me.

*No, sir.”
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He turned to Superintendent Seegrave upon that, and said, “Yon
noticed, | suppose?’

Mr Superintendent looked a little taken aback; but he made the best
of it. ‘I can’t charge my memory, Sergeant,” he said, ‘a mere trifle -
a mere trifle.

Sergeant Cuff looked at Mr Seegrave as he had looked at the gravel
walks in the rosery, and gave us, in his melancholy way, the first taste
of his quality which we had had yet.

‘I made a private inquiry last week, Mr Superintendent,’ he said.
‘At onc end of the inquiry there was a murder, and at the other end
therc was a spot of ink on a table-cloth that nobody could account for.
In all my expericnec along the dirtiest ways of this dirty little world, 1
have never met with such a thing as a triflc yct. Before we go a step
further in this business we must sce the petticoat that made the smicar,
and we must know for certain when that paint was wet.’

Mr Superintendent - taking his set-down rather sulkily - asked if
he should summon the women. Sergeant Cuff, after considering a
minute, sighcd, and shook his head.

‘No,’ he said, *we'll take the matter of the paint first. It’s a question
of Yes or No with the paint - which is short. It’s a question of petti-
coats with the women - which is long. What o’clock was it when the
servants were in this room yesterday morning ? Eleven o'clock - ¢h?
Is there anybody in the house who knows whether that paint was wet
or dry, at eleven yesterday moming?’

*Her ladyship’s nephew, Mr Franklin Blake, knows,’ I said.

‘Is the gentleman in the house?’

Mr Franklin was as close as hand as could be - waiting for his first
chance of being introduced to the great Cuff. In half a minute he was
in the room, and was giving his cvidence as follows:

‘That door, Sergeant,” he said, ‘has been painted by Miss Verinder,
under my inspection, with my help, and in a vehicle of my own com-~
position. The vehicle dries, whatever colours may be used with it, in
twelve hours.’

‘Do you remember when the smeared bit was done, sir?” asked the
Scrgeant.

‘Perfectly,” answered Mr Franklin. “That was the last morsel of the
door to be finished. We wanted to get it done, on Wednesday last -
and I mysclf completed it by three in the afternoon, or soon after.’

‘To-day is Friday,” said Sergeant Cuff, addressing himsclf to
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Superintendent Secgrave. ‘Let us reckon back, sir. At three on the
Wednesday afternoon, that bit of the painting was completed. The
vehicle dried it in twelve hours - that is to say, dticd it by three
o’clock on Thursday morning. At cleven on Thursday morning you
held your inquiry here. Take three from cleven, and eight remains.
That paint had been eight hours dry, Mr Superintendent, when you
supposed that the women-servants’ petticoats smcared it.”

First knock-down blow for Mr Seegrave! If he had not suspected
poor Penelope, I should have pitied him.

Having settled the question of the paint, Sergeant Cuff, from that
moment, gave his brother-officer up as a bad job - and addressed him-
sclf to Mr Franklin, as the more promising assistant of the two.

“It’s quite on the cards, sir,” he said, ‘that you have put the clue into
our hands.’

As the words passed his lips, the bedroom door opened, and Miss
Rachel came out among us suddenly.

She addressed hersclf to the Sergeant, without appearing to notice
(or to heed) that he was a perfect stranger to her.

‘Did you say,” she asked, pointing to Mr Franklm ‘that fie had put
the cluc into your hands?’

(“This is Miss Verinder,” T whispered, behind the Sergeant.)

“That gentleman, miss,” says the Sergeant — with his steely-grey
eyes carcfully studying my young lady’s face - ‘has possibly put the
cluc into our hands.’

She turned for one moment, and tricd to look at Mr Franklin. I say,
tried, for she suddenly looked away again before their eyes met. There
scemed to be some strange disturbance in her mind. She coloured up,
and then she turned pale again. With the paleness, there came a new
look into her face — a look which it startled me to sec.

‘Having answered your question, miss,” says the Sergeant, ‘I beg
leave to make an inquiry in my turn. There is a smear on the painting
of your door, here. Do you happen to know when it was done? or
who did it?’

Instcad of making any reply, Miss Rachel went on with her ques-
tions, as if he had not spoken, or as if she had not heard him.

‘Are you another police officer?” she asked.

‘I am Sergeant Cuff, miss, of the Detective Police.’

‘Do you think a young lady’s advice worth having ?°

‘I shall be glad to hear it, miss.”
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‘Do your duty by yoursclf ~ and don’t allow Mr Franklin Blake to
help you!’

She said those words so spitefully, so savagely, with such an extra-
ordinary outbreak of ill-will towards Mr Franklin, in her voice and in
her look, that — though I had known her from a baby, though I'loved
and honoured her next to my lady herself ~ T was ashamed of Miss
Rachel for the first time in my life.

Sergeant Cuff’s immovable eyes never stirred from off her face.
‘Thank you, miss,” he said. ‘Do you happen to know anything about
the smear? Might you have done it by accident yoursclf?’

‘I know nothing about the smcar.’

With that answer, she turned away, and shut herself up again in her
bedroom. This time, I heard her - as Penclope had heard her before —
burst out crying as soon as she was alonc again.

I couldn’t bring myself to look at the Sergeant - I looked at Mr
Franklin, who stood nearest to me. He scemed to be even more sorely
distressed at what had passed than I was.

‘Itold youIwas uncasy about her,’ he said. ‘And now you sce why.”

‘Miss Verinder appears to be a little out of temper about the loss of
her Diamond,” remarked the Sergeant. ‘It’s a valuable jewel. Natural
enough! natural enough!”

Herc was the excuse that T had made for her (when she forgot her-
self before Superintendent Scegrave, on the previous day) being made
for her over again, by 2 man who couldn’t have had my interest in
making it - for he was a perfect stranger! A kind of cold shudder ran
through me, which I couldn’t account for at the time. I know, now,
that I must have got my first suspicion, at that moment, of a new
light (and a horrid light) having suddenly fallen on the case, in the
mind of Sergeant Cuff - purely and cntirely in consequence of what
he had seen in Miss Rachel, and heard from Miss Rachel, at that first
interview between them.

‘A young lady’s tongue is a privileged member, sir,” says the Ser-
geant to Mr Franklin. ‘Let us forget what has passed, and go straight
on with this business. Thanks to you, we know when the paint was
dry. The next thing to discover is when the paint was last seen without
that smear. You have got a head on your shoulders - and you under-
stand what [ mean.’

Mr Franklin composed himself, and came back with an effort from
Miss Rachel to the matecr in hand.
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‘I think I do understand,’” he said. “The more we narrow the ques-
tion of time, the more we also narrow the ficld of inquiry.’

“That’s it, sir,” said the Scrgeant. ‘Did you notice your work here,
on the Wednesday afternoon, after you had done it?’

Mr Franklin shook his head, and answered, ‘I can’t say 1 did.’

‘Did yor?’ inquired Scrgeant Cuff, turning to me.

‘I can’t say I did cither, sir.”

‘Who was the last person in the room, the last thing on Wednesday
night?’

‘Miss Rachel, I suppose, sir.”

Mr Franklin struck in there, ‘Or possibly your daughter, Better-
edge.” He turned to Sergeant Cuff, and explained that my daughter
was Miss Verinder’s maid.

‘Mr Betteredge, ask your daughter to step up. Stop!” says the Ser-
geant, taking me away to the window, out of earshot. *Your Super-
intendent here,” he went on, in a whisper, ‘has made a pretty full re-
port to me of the manner in which he has managed this case. Among
other things, he has, by his own confcssion, set the servants’ backs up.
It’s very important to smooth them down again. Tell your daughter,
and tell the rest of them, these two things, with my compliments:
First, that I have no evidence before me, yet, that the Diamond has
been stolen; I only know that the Diamond has been lost. Second, that
my business here with the servants is simply to ask them to lay their
heads together and help me to find it.’

My expericnce of the women-servants, when Superintendent See-
grave laid his embargo on their rooms, came in handy here.

‘May I make so bold, Sergeant, as to tell the women a third thing ?’
I asked. ‘Are they frec (with your compliments) to fidget up and
down stairs, and whisk in and out of their bedrooms, if the fit takes
them?’

‘Perfectly free,’ said the Sergeant.

“That will smooth them down, sir,” I remarked, ‘from the cook to
the scullion.”

‘Go, and do it at once, Mr Betteredge.’

I did it in less than five minutces. There was only one difficulty when
I came to the bit about the bedrooms. It took a pretty stiff exertion of
my authority, as chicf, to prevent the whole of the female houschold
from following me and Penelope upstairs, in the character of volun-
teer witnesses in a burning fever of anxiety to help Sergeant Cuff.
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The Scrgeant seemed to approve of Penclope. He became a trifle
less dreary; and he looked much as he had looked when he noticed the
white musk rose in the flower-garden. Here is my daughter’s cvi-
dence, as drawn off from her by the Scrgeant. She gave it, T think,
very prettily — but, there! she is my child all over: nothing of her
mother in her; Lord bless you, nothing of her mother in her!

Penclope examined: Took a lively interest in the painting on the
door, having helped to mix the colours. Noticed the bit of work un-
der the lock, because it was the last bit done. Had scen it, some hours
afterwards, without a smcar. Had left it, as late as twelve at nighe,
without a smear. Had, at that hour, wished her young lady good-
night in the bedroom; had heard the clock strike in the ‘boudoir’;
had her hand at the time on the handle of the painted door; knew the
paint was wet (having helped to mix the colours, as aforesaid); took
particular pains not to touch it; could swear that she held up the skirts
of her dress, and that there was no smecar on the paint then; could ot
swear that her dress mightn’t have touched it accidentally in going
out; remembered the dress she had on, because it was new, a present
from Miss Rachel; her father remembered, and could speak to it, too;
could, and would, and did fetch it; dress recognized by her father as
the dress she wore that night; skirts examined, a long job from the
size of them; not the ghost of a paint-stain discovered anywhere. End
of Penelope’s evidence - and very pretty and convincing, too. Signed,
Gabriel Betteredge.

The Sergeant’s next proceeding was to question me about any large
dogs in the house who might have got into the room, and done the
mischief with a whisk of their tails. Hearing that this was impossible,
he next sent for a magnifying-glass, and tricd how the smear looked,
seen that way. No skin mark (as of a human hand) printed off on the
paint. All the signs visible - signs which told that the paint had been
smeared by some loose article of somebody’s dress touching it in go-
ing by. That somebody (putting together Penclope’s evidence and
Mr Franklin’s cvidence) must have been in the room, and done the
mischief, between midnight and three o’clock on the Thursday
morning.

Having brought his investigation to this point, Sergeant Cuff dis-
covered that such a person as Superintendent Secgrave was still left in
the room, upon which he summed up the proceedings for his brother-
officer’s benefit, as follows:
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‘This trifle of yours, Mr Superintendent,” says the Sergeant, point-
ing to the place on the door, ‘has grown a little in importance since
you noticed it last. At the present stage of the inquiry there are, as 1
take it, threc discoverices to make, starting from that smear. Find out
(fiest) whether therc is any article of dress in this house with the smear
of the paint on it. Find out (second) who that dress belongs to. Find
out (third) how the person can account for having been in this room,
and smeared the paint, between midnight and three in the morning.
If the person can’t satisfy you, you haven’t far to look for the hand that
has got the Diamond. I'll work this by myself, if you pleasc, and de-
tain you no longer from your regular business in the town. You have
got onc of your men here, I see. Leave him here at my disposal, in
case I want him - and allow me to wish you good-morning.’

Superintendent Seegrave’s respect for the Sergeant was great; but
his respect for himself was greater still. Hit hard by thecelebrated Cuff,
be hit back smartly, to the best of his ability, on leaving the room.

‘1 have abstained from cxpressing any opinion, so far,” says Mr
Superintendent, with his military voice still in good working order.
‘I have now only one remark to offer, on leaving this case in your
hands. There is such a thing, Sergeant, as making a mountain out of a
molehill. Good-morning.’

‘There is also such a thing as making nothing out of a molchill,
in conscquence of your head being too high to sce it.” Having re-
turned his brother-officer’s compliments in those terms, Sergeant Cuff
wheeled about, and walked away to the window by himself.

Mr Franklin and I waited to see what was coming next. The Ser-
geant stood at the window with his hands in his pockets, looking out,
and whistling the tune of ‘“The Last Rose of Summer’ softly to him-
sclf. Later in the proceedings, I discovered that he only forgot his
manners so far as to whistle, when his mind was hard at work, secing
its way inch by inch to its own private ends, on which occasions ‘The
Last Rose of Summer’ evidently helped and encouraged him. I sup-
pose it fitted in somehow with his character. It reminded him, you
sec, of his favourite roses, and, as he whistled it, it was the most
melancholy tune going.

Turning from the window, after a minute or two, the Sergeant
walked into the middle of the room, and stopped there, deep in
thought, with his eyes on Miss Rachel’s bedroom door. After a while
he roused himself, nodded his head, as much as to say, “That will do,’
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and, addressing e, asked for ten minutes’ conversation with my mis-
tress, at her ladyship’s carliest convenience.

Leaving the room with this message, 1 heard Mr Franklin ask the
Sergeant a question, and stopped to hear the answer also at the thres-
hold of the door.

‘Can you guess yet,” inquired Mr Franklin, ‘who has stolen the
Diamond?’

‘Nobody has stolen the Diamond,” answered Sergeant Cuff.

We both started at that extraordinary view of the case, and both
carnestly begged him to tell us what he meant.

“Wait a little,” said the Sergeant. “The pieces of the puzzle are not all
put together yet.”

CHAPTER XIII

I FouND my lady in her own sitting-room. She started and looked
annoyed when I mentioned that Sergeant Cuff wished to speak to her.

‘Must I see him?” she asked. *Can’t you represent me, Gabriel ?’

I felt at a loss to understand this, and showed it plainly, I suppose, in
my face. My lady was so good as to explain herself.

‘I am afraid my nerves arc a little shaken,” she said. ‘ There is some-
thing in that police officer from London which I recoil from - I don’t
know why. I have a presentiment that he is bringing trouble and
misery with him into the house. Very foolish, and very unlike me -
but so it is.”

I hardly knew what to say to this. The morc I saw of Sergeant Cuff,
the better I liked him. My lady rallied a little after having opened her
heart to me - being, naturally, 2 woman of a high courage, as I have
already told you.

‘If I must see him, I must,” she said. ‘But I can’t prevail on myself to
sce him alone. Bring him in, Gabricl, and stay here as long as he stays.’

This was the first attack of the megrims that I remembered in my
mistress since the time wlen she was a young girl. I went back to the
‘boudoir’. Mr Franklin strolled out into the garden, and joined Mr
Godfrey, whose time for dcparture was now drawing near. Sergcant
Cuff and I went straight to my mistress’s room.

I declare my lady turned a shade paler at the sight of him! She com-
manded herself, however, in other respects, and asked the Sergeant if
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he had any objection to my being present. She was so good as to add,
that I was her trusted adviser, as well as her old servant, and that in
anything which related to the houschold T was the person whom it
might be most profitable to consult. The Sergcant politely answered
that he would take my presence as a favour, having something to say
about the servants in general, and having found my experience in that
quarter already of some use to him. My lady pointed to two chairs,
and we sat in for our conference immediately.

‘I have already formed an opinion on this case,” says Sergeant Cuff,
‘which 1 beg your ladyship’s permission to keep to myself for the pre-
sent. My business now is to mention what [ have discovered upstairs
in Miss Verinder’s sitting-room, and what I have decided (with your
ladyship’s leave) on doing next.’

Hc then went into the matter of the smear on the paint, and stated
the conclusions he drew from it — just as he had stated them (only with
greater respect of language) to Superintendent Scegrave. ‘One thing,’
he said, in conclusion, ‘is certain. The Diamond is missing out of the
drawer in the cabinet. Another thing is next to certain. The marks
from the smear on the door must be on some article of dress belong-
ing to somcbody in this house. We must discover that article of dress
before we go a step further.”

‘And that discovery,” remarked my mistress, ‘implies, I presume,
the discovery of the thief?’

‘I beg your ladyship’s pardon - I don’t say the Diamond is stolen. I
only say, at present, that the Diamond is missing. The discovery of the
stained dress may lead the way to finding it.’

Her ladyship looked at me. ‘Do you understand this?’ she said.

*Sergeant Cuff understands it, my lady,” I answered.

‘How do you propose to discover the stained dress?” inquired my
mistress, addressing herself once more to the Sergeant. ‘My good ser-
vants, who have been with me for years, have, I am ashamed to say,
had their boxes and rooms scarched already by the other officer. 1
can’t and won’t permit them to be insulted in that way a sccond time!’

(There was a mistress to serve! There was a woman in ten thousand,
if you like!)

“That is the very point I was about to put to your ladyship,” said
the Sergeant. ‘The other officer has done a world of harm to this in-
quiry, by letting the servants sce that he suspected them. If T give them
causc to think themsclves suspected a second time, there’s no knowing;
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what obstacles they may not throw in my way - the wonien especi-
ally. At the same time, their boxes nust be scarched again - for this
plain reason, that the first investigation only looked for the Diamond,
and that the sccond investigation must look for the stained dress. 1
quite agree with you, my lady, that the servants’ feelings ought to be
consulted. But I am equally clear that the servants’ wardrobes ought
to be scarched.’

This looked very like a deadlock. My lady said so, in choicer lan-
guage than mine.

‘I'have got a plan to meet the difficulty,” said Sergeant Cuff, ‘if your
ladyship will consent to it. I propose explaining the case to the ser-
vants.’ )

*The women will think themselves suspected directly,” I said, inter-
rupting him.

‘The women won't, Mr Betteredge,” answered the Sergeant, ‘if 1
can tell them I am going to examine the wardrobes of everybody -
from her ladyship downwards ~ who slept in the house on Wednes-
day night. It’s a mere formality,” he added, with a side look at my
mistress; ‘but the servants will accept it as even dealing between them
and their betters; and, instcad of hindering the investigation, they will
make a point of honour of assisting it.”

1 saw the truth of that. My lady, after her first surprise was over,
saw the truth of it also.

“You are certain the investigation is necessary ?” she said.

‘It’s the shortest way that I can sce, my lady, to the end we have in
view.’

My mistress rose to ring the bell for her maid. “You shall speak to
the scrvants,” she said, ‘with the keys of my wardrobe in your hand.’

Sergeant Cuff stopped her by a very unexpected question.

‘Hadn’t we better make sure first,” he asked, ‘that the other ladies
and gentlemen in the house will consent, too?’

*The only other lady in the house is Miss Verinder,” answered my
mistress, with a look of surprise. ‘The only gentlemen are my
nephews, Mr Blake and Mr Ablewhite. There is not the least fear of a
refusal from any of the three.’

I reminded my lady here that Mr Godfrey was going away. As |
said the words, Mr Godfrey himsclf knocked at the door to say good-
bye, and was followed in by Mr Franklin, who was going with him
to the station. My lady explained the difficulty. Mr Godfrey scttled it
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directly. He called to Samucl, through the window, to take his port-
manteau upstairs again, and he then put the key himself into Scrgeant
Cuff’s hand. *My luggage can follow me to London,” he said, ‘when
the inquiry is over.” The Sergeant received the key with a becoming
apology. ‘I'am sorry to put you to any inconvenience, sir, for a mere
formality; but the example of their betters will do wonders in recon-
ciling the servants to this inquiry.” Mr Godfrey, after taking leave of
my lady, in a most sympathizing manncr, left a farewell message for
Miss Rachel, the terms of which made it clear to my mind that he had
not taken No for an answer, and that he meant to put the marriage
question to her once more, at the next épportunity. Mr Franklin, on
following his cousin out, informed the Sergeant that all his clothes
were open to examination, and that nothing he possessed was kept
under lock and key. Sergeant Cuff made his best acknowledgements.
His views, you will observe, had been met with the utmost readiness
by my lady, by Mr Godfrey, and by Mr Franklin. There was only
Miss Rachel now wanting to follow their lead, before we called the
servants together and began the search for the stained dress.

My lady’s unaccountable objection to the Sergeant seemed to make
our conference more distasteful to her than ever, as soon as we were
left alone again. ‘If I send you down Miss Verinder’s keys,” she said to
him, ‘I presume I shall have done all you want of me for the present?’

‘I beg your ladyship’s pardon,” said Sergeant Cuff. ‘Before we be-
gin, I should like, if convenient, to have the washing-book. The
staincd article of dress may be an article of linen. If the search leads to
nothing, I want to be able to account next for all the linen in the
house, and for all the linen sent to the wash. If there is an article miss-
ing, there will be at least a presumption that it has got the paint-stain
on it, and that it has been purposcly made away with, yesterday or to-
day, by the person owning it. Superintendent Seegrave,” added the
Sergeant, turning to me, ‘pointed the attention of the women-servants
to the smear, when they all crowded into the room on Thursday
morning. That may turn out, Mr Betteredge, to have been one more
of Supcrintendent Scegrave’s many mistakes.’

My lady desired me to ring the bell, and order the washing-book.
She remained with us until it was produced, in case Sergeant Cuff had
any further request to make of her after looking at it.

The washing-book was brought in by Rosanna Spearman. The girl
had come down to breakfast that morning miscrably pale and hag-
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gard, but sufficiently recovered from her illness of the previous day to
do her usval work. Sergeant Cuff looked attentively at our sccond
housemaid — at her face, when she came in; at her crooked shoulder,
when she went out.

‘Have you anything more to say to me?” asked my lady, still as
cager as cver to be out of the Sergeant’s society.

The great Cuff opened the washing-book, understood it perfectly in
half a minute, and shut it up again. *I venture to trouble your ladyship
with onc last question,” he said. ‘Has the young woman who brought
us this book been in your employment as long as the other servants?’

‘Why do you ask?’ said my lady.

“The last time I saw her,” answered the Sergeant, ‘she was in prison
for theft.’

After that, there was no help for it, but to tell him the truth. My
mistress dwelt strongly on Rosanna’s good conduct in her service, and
on the high opinion entertained of her by the matron at the reforma-
tory. ‘You don’t suspect her, I hope?’ my lady added, in conclusion,
very carnestly.

‘I have already told your ladyship that I don’t suspect any person in
the housc of thieving - up to the present time.”

After that answer, my lady rose to go upstairs, and ask for Miss
Rachel’s keys. The Sergeant was beforehand with me in opening the
door for her. He madc a very low bow. My lady shuddered as she
passed him.

We waited, and waited, and no keys appeared. Scrgeant Cuff made
no remark to me. He turned his melancholy face to the window; he
put his Janky hands into his pockets; and he whistled *The Last Rose
of Summer’ softly to himself.

At last Samuel came in, not with the keys, but with a morsel of
paper for me. I got at my spectacles, with some fumbling and diffi-
culty, fecling the Sergeant’s dismal eycs fixed on me all the time. There
were two or three lincs on the paper, written in pencil by my lady.
They informed me that Miss Rachel flatly refused to have her ward-
robe examined. Asked for her reasons, she had burst out crying. Asked
again, she had said, ‘I won’t, because I won’t. I must yicld to force if
you use it, but I will yicld to nothing elsc.” I understood my lady’s dis-
inclination to face Sergcant Cuff withsuch ananswerfrom her daughter
as that. IfThad not been too old for the amiable weaknesscs of youth,
I believe T should have blushed at the notion of facing him myself.
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‘Any news of Miss Verinder’s keys?” asked the Sergeant.

‘My young lady refuses to have her wardrobe examined.’

‘Ah!’ said the Sergeant.

His voice was not quite in such a perfect state of discipline as his
face. When he said ‘Ah!” he said it in the tone of a man who had heard
something which he expected to hear. He half angered and half
frightened me - why, I couldn’t tell, bue he did it.

‘Must the search be given up?’ I asked.

“Yes,” said the Sergeant, *the scarch must be given up, because your
young lady refuscs to submit to it like the rest. We must examine all
the wardrobes in the house or none. Send Mr Ablewhite’s portman-
teau to London by the next train, and return the washing-book with
my compliments and thanks to the young woman who brought it in.’

He laid the washing-book on the table, and, taking out his pen-
knife, began to trim his nails.

“You don’t seem to be much disappointed,’ 1 said.

‘No,” said Sergeant Cuff’; ‘T am not much disappointed.’

I tricd to make him explain himsclf.

*Why should Miss Rachel put an obstacle in your way ?’ I inquired.
*Isn’t it her intercst to help you?’

“Wait a little, Mr Betteredge - wait a lictle.”

Cleverer heads than mine might have seen his drift. Or a person less
fond of Miss Rachel than I was, might have scen his drift. My lady’s
horror of him might (as I have since thought) have meant that she saw
his drift (as the scripture says) ‘in a glass darkly’. I didn’t sce it yet -
that’s all I know.

‘What’s to be done next?” I asked.

Sergeant Cuff finished the nail on which he was then at work,
looked at it for a moment with a melancholy interest, and put up his
penknife.

‘Come out into the garden,’ he said, ‘and let’s have a look at the
TOSCS.

CHAPTER XIV

THE nearcst way to the garden, on going out of my lady’s sitting-
room, was by the shrubbery path, which you already know of. For
the sake of your better understanding of what is now to come, I may
add to this, that the shrubbery path was Mr Franklin’s favourite walk.
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When he was out in the grounds, and when we failed to find him any-
where else, we generally found him here.

I am afraid I must own that I am rathcr an obstinate old man. The
more firmly Sergeant Cuff kept his thoughts shut up from me, the
more firmly I persisted in trying to look in at them. As we turned into
the shrubbery path, L attempted to circumvent him in another way.

‘As things are now,’ I said, ‘if 1 was in your place, I should be at my
wits’ end.’

‘If you werc in my place,” answered the Sergeant, ‘you would have
formed an opinion - and, as things arc now, any doubt you might
previously have felt about your own conclusions would be completely
sct at rest. Never mind for the present what those conclusions are, Mr
Bettcredge. I haven't brought you out here to draw me like a badger;
I have brought you out here to ask for some information. You mighe
have given it to me no doubt, in the house, instead of out of it. But
doors and listencrs have a knack of getting together; and, in my line
of life, we cultivate a healthy taste for the open air.’

Who was to citcumvent this man? 1 gave in - and waited as patient-
ly as I could to hear what was coming next.

‘We won't enter into your young lady’s motives,” the Sergeant
went on; ‘we will only say it’s a pity she declines to assist me, because,
by so doing, she makes this investigation more difficult than it might
otherwise have been. We must now try to solve the mystery of the
smcar on the door — which, you may take my word for it, means the
mystery of the Diamond also - in some other way. I have decided to
sec the scrvants, and to scarch their thoughts and actions, Mr Better-
edge, instcad of scarching their wardrobes. Before I begin, however,
want to ask you a question or two. You are an observant man - did
you notice anything strange in any of the servants (making due allow-
ance, of course, for fright and fluster), after the loss of the Diamond
was found out? Any particular quarrel among them? Any one of
them not in his or her usual spirits? Uncxpectedly out of temper, for
instance? or unexpectedly taken ill?’

I had just time to think of Rosanna Spearman’s sudden illness at
yesterday’s dinner - but not time to make any answer — when I saw
Sergeant Cuff’s cyes suddenly turn aside towards the shrubbery; and
I heard him say softly to himsclf, ‘Hullo!’

‘What's the matter?’ I asked.

‘A touch of the rheumatics in my back,” said the Sergeant, in a loud
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voice, as if he wanted some third person to hear us. *We shall have a
change in the weather before long.”

A few steps farther brought us to the corner of the housc. Turning
off sharp to the right, we entered on the terrace, and went down, by
the steps in the middle, into the garden below. Sergeant Cuff stopped
there, in the open space, where we could sce round us on every side.

‘About that young person, Rosanna Spearman?’ he said. ‘It isn’t
very likely, with her personal appcarance, that she has got a lover.
But, for the girl’s own sake, I must ask you at once whether she has
provided herself with a sweetheart, poor wretch, like the rest of
them?’

What on earth did he mean, under present circumstances, by put-
ting such a question to me as that ? I stared at him, instead of answering
him.

‘I saw Rosanna Spearman hiding in the shrubbery as we went by,’
said the Sergcant.

“When you said “Hullo”?’

‘Yes - when I said “Hullo!” If there’s a swectheart in the case, the
hiding doesn’t much matter. If there isn’t ~ as things are in this house -
the hiding is a highly suspicious circumstance, and it will be my pain-
ful duty to act on it accordingly.’

What, in God’s name, was I to say to him? I knew the shrubbery
was Mr Franklin’s favourite walk; [ knew he would most likely turn
that way when he came back from the station; I knew that Penclope
had over and over again caught her fellow-servant hanging about
there, and had always declared to me that Rosanna’s object was to
attract Mr Franklin's attention. If my daughter was right, she might
well have been lying in wait for Mr Franklin’s return when the Ser-
geant noticed her. I was put between the two difficultics of mention-
ing Penclope’s fanciful notion as if it was mine, or of leaving an un-
fortunate creature to suffer the consequences, the very scrious consc-
quences, of exciting the suspicion of Sergeant Cuff. Out of pure pity
for the girl - on my soul and my character, out of pure pity for the
girl - T gave the Sergeant the necessary explanations, and told him
that Rosanna had been mad enough to set her heart on Mr Franklin
Blake.

Sergcant Cuff never laughed. On the few occasions when anything
amused him, he curled up a little at the corners of the lips, nothing
more. He curled up now.
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‘Hadn’t you better say she’s mad enough to be an ugly girl and only
a servant?’ he asked. ‘The falling in love with a gentleman of Mr
Franklin Blake’s manners and appearance docesn’t seem to nire to be the
maddest part of her conduct by any means. However, Pm glad the
thing is cleared up: it relicves once’s mind to have things cleared up.
Yes, I'll keep it a secret, Mr Betteredge. I like to be tender to human
infirmity - though I don’t get many chances of excrcising that virtue
in my linc of life. You think Mr Franklin Blakc hasn’t got a suspicion
of the girl’s fancy for him? Ah! he would have found it out fast
enough if she had been nice-looking. The ugly women have a bad
time of it in this world; let’s hope it will be made up to them in an-
other. You have got a nice garden here, and a well-kept lawn. Sce for
yourself how much better the Aowers look with grass about them in-
stcad of gravel. No, thank you. I won'’t take a rose. It gocs to my heart
to break them off the stem. Just as it goes to your heart, you know,
when there’s something wrong in the servants’ hall. Did you notice
anything you couldn’t account for in any of the servants when the loss
of the Diamond was first found out?’

I had got on very fairly well with Sergeant Cuff so far. But the sly-
ness with which he slipped in that last question put me on my guard.
In plain English, I didn’t at all rclish the notion of helping his in-
quiries, when those inquiries took him (in the capacity of snake in the
grass) among my fellow-scrvants.

‘I noticed nothing,” I said, ‘except that we all lost our heads to-
gether, myself included.’

‘Oh,” says the Sergeant, ‘that’s all you have to tcll me, is it?’

I answered, with (as I flattered myself) an unmoved countenance,
“That is all.’

Sergeant Cuf’s dismal eyes looked me hard in the face.

‘Mr Betteredge,” he said, *have you any objection to oblige me by
shaking hands? I have taken an extraordinary liking to you.”

(Why he should have chosen the exact moment when I was de-
cciving him to give me that proof of his good opinion, is beyond all
comprchension! 1 felt a little proud - I really did feel a little proud of
having been one too many at last for the cclebrated Cuff!)

We went back to the housc: the Sergeant requesting that I would
give him a room to himself, and then send in the servants (the indoor
servants only), one after another, in the order of their rank, from first
to last.
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I showed Sergeant Cuff into my own room, and then called the
servants together in the hall. Rosanna Spearman appeared among
them, much as usual. She was as quick in her way as the Scrgeant in
his, and I suspect she had heard what he said to me about the servants
in general, just before he discovered her. There she was, at any rate,
looking as if she had never heard of such a place as the shrubbery in
her life.

I sent them in, onc by one, as desired. The cook was the first to
enter the Court of Justice, otherwise my room. She remained but a
short time. Report, on coming out: ‘Sergeant Cuff is depressed in his
spirits; but Sergeant Cuff is a perfect gentleman.” My lady’s own maid
followed. Remained much longer. Report, on coming out: ‘If Ser-
geant Cuff docsn’t believe a respectable woman, he might keep his
opinion to himsclf, at any ratc!” Penelope went next. Remained only
a morment or two. Report, on coming out: *Sergeant Cuff is much to
be pitied. He must have been crossed in love, father, when he was a
young man.” The first housemaid followed Penclope. Remained, like
my lady’s maid, a long time. Report, on coming out: ‘I didn’t enter
her Jadyship’s scrvice, Mr Betteredge, to be doubted to my face by a
low police officer!” Rosanna Spearman went next. Remained longer
than any of them. No report on coming out — dead silence, and lips as
pale as ashes. Samuel, the footman, followed Rosanna. Remained a
minute or two. Report, on coming out: “Whocver blacks Sergeant
Cuff’s boots ought to be ashamed of himsclf.” Nancy, the kitchen-
maid, went last. Remained a minute or two. Report, on coming out:
*Sergeant Cuff has a heart; fie doesn’t cut jokes, Mr Betteredge, with a
poor hard-working girl.’

Going into the Court of Justice, when it was all over, to hear if
there werc any further commands for me, I found the Sergeant at his
old trick ~ looking out of window, and whistling ‘The Last Rose of
Summer’ to himsclf.

*Any discoveries, sir?” I inquirced.

‘If Rosanna Spearman asks leave to go out,’ said the Scrgeant, ‘let
the poor thing go; but let me know first.”

I might as well have held my tonguc about Rosanna and Mr Frank-
lin! It was plain enough; the unfortunate girl had fallen under Ser-
geant Cuff’s suspicions, in spite of all T could do to prevent it.

‘T hope you don’t think Rosanna is concerned in the loss of the
Diamond?’ I ventured to say.



The corners of the Sergeant’s melancholy mouth curled up, and he
looked hard in my face, just as he had looked in the garden.

‘T think I had better not tell you, Mr Betteredge,” he said. ‘You
might lose your head, you know, for the second time.’

I began to doubt whether I had been onc too many for the cele-
brated Cuff, after all! It was rather a relief to me that we were inter-
rupted here by a knock at the door, and a message from the cook.
Rosanna Spearman had asked to go out, for the usual reason, that her
hcad was bad, and she wanted a breath of fresh air. At a sign from the
Sergcant, I said, Yes. *Which is the scrvants’ way out?” he asked,
when the messenger had gone. I showed him the servants’ way out.
*Lock the door of your room,” says the Sergeant; *and if anybody asks
for me, say I'm in there composing my mind.” He curled up again at
the corners of the lips, and disappcared.

Left alone, under those circumstances, a devouring curiosity pushed
me on to make some discoveries for mysclf.

It was plain that Sergeant Cuff’s suspicions of Rosanna had been
rouscd by something that he had found out at his examination of the
servants in my room. Now, the only two scrvants (excepting Rosanna
herself) who had remained under examination for any length of time
were my lady’s own maid and the first housemaid, those two being
also the women who had taken the lead in persccuting their unfortun-
ate fellow-scrvant from the first. Reaching these conclusions, I looked
in on them, casually as it might be, in the servants’ hall, and finding
tca going forward, instantly invited myself to that meal. (For, nota
bene, a drop of tea is to a woman’s tongue what a drop of oil is to a
wasting lamp.)

My reliance on the teapot, as an ally, did not go unrewarded. In
less than half an hour, I knew as much as the Scrgeant himsclf.

My lady’s maid and the housemaid had, it appeared, neither of them
believed in Rosanna’s illness of the previous day. These two devils - I
ask your pardon; but how clsc can you describe a couple of spiteful
women ? — had stolen upstairs, at intcrvals, during the Thursday after-
noon; had tried Rosanna’s door, and found it locked; had knocked,
and not been answered; had listened, and not heard a sound inside.
When the girl had come down to tca, and had been sent up, still out
of sorts, to bed again, the two devils aforesaid had tried her door once
more, and found it locked; had looked at the keyhole, and found it
stopped up; had seen a light under the door at midnight, and had
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licard the crackling of a firc (a firc in a scrvant’s bedroom in the
month of June!) at four in the morning. All this they had told Ser-
geant Cuff, who, in return for their anxicty to cnlighten him, had
cyed them with sour and suspicious looks, and had showed them
plainly that he didn’t believe either one or the other. Hence, the un-
favourable reports of him which these two women had brought out
with them from the cxamination. Hence, also (without reckoning the
influence of the teapot), their readiness to let their tongues run to any
length on the subject of the Sergeant’s ungracious behaviour to
them.

Having had some expericnce of the great Cuff’s roundabout ways,
and having last scen him evidently bent on following Rosanna pri-
vately when she went out for her walk, it seemed clear to me that he
had thought it inadvisable to let the lady’s maid and the housemaid
know how materially they had helped him. They were just the sort of
women, if he had treated their evidence as trustworthy, to have been
puffed up by it, and to have said or done something which would
have put Rosanna Spearman on her guard.

I walked out in the finc summer afternoon, very sorry for the poor
girl, and very uncasy in my mind at the turn things had taken. Drift-
ing towards the shrubbery, some time later, there I met Mr Franklin,
After returning from sceing his cousin off at the station, he had been
with my lady, holding a long conversation with her. She had told him
of Miss Rachel’s unaccountable refusal to lct her wardrobe be ex-
amined; and had put him in such low spirits about my young lady,
that he scemed to shrink from speaking on the subject. The family
temper appeared in his face that evening, for the first time in my
cxpericnce of him.

*Well, Betteredge,” he said, ‘how does the atmosphere of mystery
and suspicion in which we arc all living now, agree with you? Do you
remember that morning when I first came here with the Moonstone?
I wish to God we had thrown it into the quicksand!”

After breaking out in that way, he abstained from speaking again
until he had composed himsclf. We walked silently, side by side, for a
minute or two, and then he asked me what had become of Scrgeant
Cuff. It was impossible to put Mr Franklin off with the excuse of the
Scrgeant being in my room, composing his mind. I told him exactly
what had happened, mentioning particularly what my lady’s maid
and the housemaid had said about Rosanna Spearman.
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Mr Franklin's clear head saw the turn the Sergeant’s suspicions had
taken, in the twinkling of an eye.

‘Didn’t you tell me this morning,” he said, ‘that one of the trades-
people declared he had met Rosanna yesterday, on the footway to
Frizinghall, when we supposed her to be ill in her room?’

‘Yes, sir.”

‘If my aunt’s maid and the other woman have spoken the truth, you
may depend upon it the tradesman did mect her. The girl’s attack of
illness was a blind to deceive us. She had some guilty reason for going
to the town secretly. The paint-stained dress is a dress of hers; and the
fire heard crackling in her room at four in the morning was a fire lit
to destroy it. Rosanna Spearman has stolen the Diamond. I'll go in
directly, and tell my aunt the turn things have taken.’

*Not just yet, if you please, sir,” said a melancholy voice behind us.

We both turned about, and found ourselves face to face with Ser-
geant Cuff.

‘Why not just yet?’ asked Mr Franklin.

‘Because, sir, if you tell her ladyship, her ladyship will tell Miss
Verinder.”

*Suppose she does. What then?” Mr Franklin said those words with
a sudden heat and vehemence, as if the Sergeant had mortally offended
him.

‘Do you think it’s wise, sir,” said Sergeant Cuff quietly, ‘to put such
a question as that to me — at such a time as this?’

There was a moment’s silence between them : Mr Franklin walked
close up to the Scrgeant. The two looked cach other straight in the
face. Mr Franklin spoke first, dropping his voice as suddenly as he had
raised it.

‘I suppose you know, Mr Cuff;” he said, “that you are treading on
delicate ground?’

‘It isn’t the first time, by a good many hundreds, that I find myself
treading on delicatc ground,’ answered the other, as immovable as cver.

‘I am to undcrstand that you forbid me to tell my aunt what has
happened?’

“You are to understand, if you please, sir, that I throw up the case,
if you tell Lady Verinder, or tell anybody, what has happened, until
I give you leave.”

That settled it. Mr Franklin had no choice but to submit. He turned
away in anger - and eft us.
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I had stood there listening to then, all in a tremble; not knowing
whom to suspect, or what to think next. In the midst of my confusion,
two things, however, werc plain to me. First, that my young lady
was, in some unaccountable manner, at the bottom of the sharp
speeches that had passed between them. Second, that they thoroughly
understood cach other, without having previously exchanged a word
of explanation on cither side.

‘Mr Betteredge,” says the Scrgeant, ‘ you have done a very foolish
thing in my absence. You have done a little detective business on your
own account. For the future, perhaps you will be so obliging as to do
your detective business along with me.’

He took me by the arm, and walked me away with him along the
road by which he had come. I dare say I had deserved his reproof -
but I was not going to help him to set traps for Rosanna Spearman,
for all that. Thicf or no thicf, legal or not legal, I don’t care ~ 1 pitied
her.

“What do you want of me?’ I asked, shaking him off, and stopping
short.

‘Only a little information about the country round here,” said the
Sergeant.

I couldn’t well object to improve Sergeant Cuff in his geography.

‘Is there any path, in that direction, leading to the sca-beach from
this house?” asked the Sergeant. He pointed, as he spoke, to the fir-
plantation which led to the Shivering Sand.

“Yes,” I said, “there is a path.’

*Show it to me.

Side by side, in the grey of the summer evening, Sergeant Cuff and
I sct forth for the Shivering Sand.

CHAPTER XV

THE Sergeant remained silent, thinking his own thoughts, till we en-
tered the plantation of firs which led to the quicksand. There he roused
himself, like 2 man whose mind was made up, and spoke to me again.

‘Mr Betteredge,” he said, ‘as you have honoured me by taking an
oar in my boat, and as you may, I think, be of some assistance to me
before the evening is out, T sce no use in our mystifying one another
any longer, and I proposc to sct you an cxample of plain speaking on
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my side. You are determined to give me no information to the pre-
judice of Rosanna Spearman, because she has been a good girl to you,
and because you pity her heattily. Those humane considerations do
you a world of credit, but they happen in this instance to be humane
considerations clean thrown away. Rosanna Spearman is not in the
slightest danger of getting into troublc - no, not if I fix her with being
concerned in the disappearance of the Diamond, on cevidence which is
as plain as the nose on your face!”’

‘Do you mean that my lady won’t prosccute?” I asked.

‘I mean that your lady can’t prosecute,’ said the Scrgeant. ‘Rosanna
Spearman is simply an instrument in the hands of another person, and
Rosanna Spearman will be held harmless for that other person’s sake.”

He spoke like a man in carnest - there was no denying that. Still, I
felt something stirring uncasily against him in my mind. ‘Can’t you
give that other person a name?’ I said.

‘Can’t you, Mr Betteredge?’

‘No.’

Sergeant Cuff stood stock-still, and surveyed me with a look of
melancholy interest.

‘It’s always a pleasure to me to be tender towards human infirmity,’
he said. ‘I feel particularly tender at the present moment, Mr Better-
edge, towards you. And you, with the same excellent motive, fecl
particularly tender towards Rosanna Spearman, don’t you? Do you
happen to know whether she has had 2 new outfit of linen lately ?’

What he meant by slipping in this extraordinary question unawarcs,
I was at a total loss to imagine. Sccing no possible injury to Rosanna
if I owned the truth, I answered that the girl had come to us rather
sparely provided with linen, and that my lady, in recompensc for her
good conduct (I laid a stress on her good conduct), had given her a
new outfit not a fortnight since.

“This is a miserable world,” says the Sergeant. ‘Human life, Mr Bet-
teredge, is a sort of target — misfortunc is always firing at it, and always
hitting the mark. But for that outfit, we should have discovered a new
nightgown or petticoat among Rosanna’s things, and have nailed her
in that way. You're not at a loss to follow me, are you? You have cx-
amined the servants yoursclf, and you know what discoverics two of
them made outside Rosanna’s door. Surely you know what the girl
was about yesterday, after she was taken ill? You can’t guess? Oh,
dear me, it’s as plain as that strip of light there, at the end of the trecs.
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At eleven on Thursday morning, Superintendent Seegrave (who is a
mass of human infirmity) points out to all the women-servants the
smear on the door. Rosanna has her own reasons for suspecting her
own things; she takes the first opportunity of getting to her room,
finds the paint-stain on her nightgown, or petticoat, or what not,
shams il and slips away to the town, gets the materials for making a
new petticoat or nightgown, makes it alone in her room on the
Thursday night, lights a fire (not to destroy it; two of her fellow-ser-
vants arc prying outside her door, and she knows better than to make
a smell of burning, and to have a lot of tinder to get rid of ) - lights a
fire, I say, to dry and iron the substitute dress after wringing it out,
keeps the stained dress hidden (probably on her), and is at this moment
occupied in making away with it, in some convenient place, on that
lonely bit of beach aliead of us. T have traced her this evening to your
fishing village, and to onc particular cottage, which we may possibly
have to visit, before we go back. She stopped in the cottage for some
time, and she came out with (as I believe) something hidden under her
cloak. A cloak (on a woman’s back) is an emblem of charity - it
covers a multitude of sins. I saw her sct off northwards along the coast,
after leaving the cottage. Is your seashore here considered a fine speci-
men of marine landscape, Mr Betteredge?’

I answered, ‘Yes,’ as shortly as might be.

*Tastes differ,” says Sergeant Cuff. ‘Looking at it from my point of
view, I never saw a marinc landscape that [ admired less. If you happen
to be following another person along your seacoast, and if that person
happens to look round, there isn’t a scrap of cover to hide you any-
where. I had to choose between taking Rosanna in custody on sus-
picion, or leaving her, for the time being, with her little game on her
own hands. For rcasons which I won’t trouble you with, I decided on
making any sacrifice rather than give the alarm as soon as to-night to
a certain person who shall be namcless between us. I came back to the
house to ask you to take me to the north end of the beach by another
way. Sand - in respect of its printing off people’s footsteps - is one of
the best detective officers I know. If we don’t meet with Rosanna
Spearman by coming round on her in this way, the sand may tell us
what she has been at, if the light only lasts long enough. Here is the
sand. If you will excuse my suggesting it - suppose you hold your
tongue, and let me go first?’

If there is such a thing known at the doctor’s shop as a defective-
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fever, that discase had now got fast hold of your humble servant. Ser-
gcant Cuff went on between the hillocks of sand, down to the beach.
I followed him (with my heart in my mouth); and waited at a little
distance for what was to happen next.

As it turned out, I found mysclf standing nearly in the same place
where Rosanna Spearman and I had been talking together when Mc
Franklin suddenly appeared before us, on arriving at our house from
London. While my eyes were watching the Sergeant, my mind wan-
dered away in spite of me to what had passcd, on that former occasion,
between Rosanna and me. I declare I almost felt the poor thing slip her
hand again into mine, and give it a little grateful squecze to thank me
for speaking kindly to her. 1 declare I almost heard her voice telling
mie again that the Shivering Sand scemed to draw her to it against her
own will, whenever she went out — almost saw her face brighten
again, as it brightcned when she first sct cyes upon Mr Franklin com-
ing briskly out on us from among the hillocks. My spirits fell lower
and lower as I thought of these things — and a view of the loncsome
little bay, when I looked about to rouse myself, only served to make
me feel more uncasy still.

The last of the evening light was fading away; and over all the deso-
late place there hung a still and awful calm. The heave of the main
occan on the great sand-bank out in the bay, was a heave that made no
sound. The inner sca lay lost and dim, without a breath of wind to stit
it. Patches of nasty ooze floated, yellow-white, on the dead surface of
the water. Scum and slime shone faintly in certain places, where the
last of the light still caught them on the two great spits of rock jutting
out, north and south, into the sca. It was now the time of the turn of
the tide; and cven as [ stood there waiting, the broad brown face of the
quicksand began to dimple and quiver - the only moving thing in all
the horrid place.

I saw the Scrgeant start as the shiver of the sand caught his eye.
After looking at it for a minutc or so, he turned and came back to me.

‘A treacherous place, Mr Betteredge,” he said; “and no signs of
Rosanna Spearman anywhere on the beach, look where you may.’

He took me down lower on the shore, and I saw for myself that
his footsteps and mince were the only footsteps printed off on the
sand.

‘How does the fishing village bear, standing where we are now ?’
asked Sergeant Cuff.
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*Cobb’s Hole,” I answered (that being the name of the place), ‘bears,
as near as may be, due south.’

‘I saw the girl this evening, walking northward along the shore,
from Cobb’s Hole,” said the Scrgeant. *Consequently, she must have
been walking towards this place. Is Cobb’s Hole on the other side of
that point of land there? And can we get to it - now it’s low water -
by the beach?’

I answered, ‘Yes,” to both those questions.

‘If you'll excuse my suggesting it, we'll step out briskly,” said the
Sergeant. ‘1 want to find the place where she left the shore, before it
gets dark.’

We had walked, I should say, a couple of hundred yards towards
Cobb’s Hole, when Sergeant Cuff suddenly went down on his knees
on the beach, to all appearance seized with a sudden frenzy for saying
his prayers.

*There’s something to be said for your marine landscape here, after
all,” remarked the Sergeant. ‘Herce arc a woman'’s footsteps, Mr Bet-
teredge! Let us call them Rosanna’s footsteps, until we find evidence
to the contrary that we can’t resist. Very confused footsteps, you will
please to observe — purposely confused, I should say. Ah, poor soul,
she understands the detective virtues of sand as well as I do! But hasn’t
she been in rather too great a hurry to tread out the marks thoroughly ?
I think she has. Here's one footstep going from Cobb’s Hole; and herc
is another going back to it. Isn't that the toe of her shoe pointing
straight to the water’s edge? And don’t I'sce two heel-marks farther
down the beach, close at the water’s edge also? I don’t want to hurt
your feelings, but I'm afraid Rosanna is sly. It looks as if she had deter-
mined to get to that place you and I have just come from, without
leaving any marks on the sand to trace her by. Shall we say that she
walked through the water from this point till she got to that ledge of
rocks behind us, and came back the same way, and then took to the
beach again where those two heel-marks are still left. Yes, we'll say
that. It seems to fit in with my notion that she had something under
her cloak, when she left the cottage. No! not something to destroy ~
for, in that case, where would have been the need of all these pre-
cautions to prevent my tracing the place at which her walk ended?
Something to hide is, I think, the better guess of the two. Perhaps,
if we go on to the cottage, we may find out what that something
is?’
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At this proposal, my detective-fever suddenly cooled. *You don’t
want me,” I said. “What good can Ido?’

‘The longer I know you, Mr Betteredge,” said the Sergeant, “the
more virtues I discover. Modesty ~ oh, dear me, how rare modesty is
in this world! and how much of that rarity you posscss! If I go alonc
to the cottage, the people’s tongues will be tied at the first question I
put to them. If I go with you, I go introduced by a justly respected
neighbour, and a flow of conversation is the necessary result. It strikes
me in that light; how does it strike you?’

Not having an answer of the needful smartness as ready as I could
have wished, I tricd to gain time by asking him what cottage he
wanted to go to.

On the Sergcant describing the place, I recognized it as a cottage in-
habited by a fisherman named Yolland, with his wife and two grown-
up children, a son and a daughter. If you will look back, you will find
that, in first presenting Rosanna Spearman to your notice, I have de-
scribed her as occasionally varying her walk to the Shivering Sand, by
a visit to some friends of hers at Cobb’s Hole. Those friends were the
Yollands - respectable, worthy people, a credit to the neighbourhood.
Rosanna’s acquaintance with them had begun by means of the daugh-
ter, who was afflicted with a misshapen foot, and who was known in
our parts by the name of Limping Lucy. The two deformed girls had,
I suppose, a kind of fcllow-feeling for each other. Anyway, the Yol-
lands and Rosanna always appeared to get on together, at the few
chances they had of meeting, in a pleasant and friendly manner. The
fact of Sergeant Cuff having traced the girl to their cottage, set the
matter of my helping his inquiries in quite a new light. Rosanna had
merely gone where she was in the habit of going; and to show that
she had been in company with the fisherman and his family was as
good as to prove that she had been innocently occupied, so far, at any
rate. It would be doing the girl a service, thercfore, instcad of an in-
jury, if I allowed myself to be convinced by Sergeant Cuff’s logic. T
professed myself convinced by it accordingly.

We went on to Cobb’s Hole, seeing the footsteps on the sand, as
long as the light lasted.

On reaching the cottage, the fishcrman and his son proved to be out
in the boat; and Limping Lucy, always weak and weary, was resting
on her bed upstairs. Good Mrs Yolland received us alone in her
kitchen. When she heard that Sergeant Cuff was a celebrated character
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in London, she clapped a bottle of Dutch gin and a couple of clean
pipes on the table, and stared as if she could never see enough of him.

I sat quict in a comer, waiting to hear how the Scrgeant would find
his way to the subjeet of Rosanna Spearman. His usual roundabout
manner of going to work proved, on this occasion, to be more round-
about than ever. How he managed it is more than I could tell at the
time, and more than I can tell now. But this is certain, he began with
the Royal Family, the Primitive Methodists, and the price of fish; and
he got from that (in his dismal, underground way) to the loss of the
Moonstone, the spitefulness of our first housemaid, and the hard be-
haviour of the women-servants gencrally towards Rosanna Spearman.
Having rcached his subject in this fashion, he described himself as
making his inquiries about the lost Diamond, partly with a view to
find it, and partly for the purpose of clearing Rosanna from the unjust
suspicions of her cnemies in the house. In about a quarter of an hour
from the time when we centered the kitchen, good Mrs Yolland was
persuaded that she was talking to Rosanna’s best friend, and was press-
ing Sergeant Cuff to comfort his stomach and revive his spirits out of
the Dutch bottle.

Being firmly persuaded that the Sergeant was wasting his breath to
no purpose on Mrs Yolland, I sat enjoying the talk between them,
much as I have sat, in my time, cnjoying a stage play. The great Cuff
showed a wonderful patience; trying his luck drearily this way and
that way, and firing shot after shot, as it were, at random, on the
chance of hitting the mark. Everything to Rosanna’s credit, nothing
to Rosanna’s prejudice - that was how it ended, try as he might; with
Mrs Yolland talking nincteen to the dozen, and placing the most en-
tire confidence in him. His last effort was made, when we had looked
at our watches, and had got on our legs previous to taking lcave.

‘I shall now wish you good-night, ma’am,’” says the Sergeant. ‘And
I shall only say, at parting, that Rosanna Spearman has a sincere well-
wisher in myself, your obedicnt servant. But, oh, dear me! she will
never get on in her present place; and my advice to her is - leave it.”

‘Bless your heart alive! she is going to leave it!” cries Mrs Yolland.
(INota bene —1 translate Mrs Yolland out of the Yorkshire language in-
to the English language. When I tell you that the all-accomplished
Cuff was every now and then puzzled to understand her until T helped
him, you will draw your own conclusions as to what yonr state of
mind would be if T reported her in her native tongue.)
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Rosanna Spearman going to leave us! I pricked up my ears at that.
It seemed strange, to say the least of it, that she should have given no
warning, in the first place, to my lady or to me. A certain doubt came
up in my mind whether Sergeant Cuft’s last random shot might not
have hit the mark. I began to question whether my share in the pro-
ceedings was quite as harmless 2 one as I had thought it. It might be all
in the way of the Sergcant’s busincss to mystify an honest woman by
wrapping her round in a net-work of lies; but it was my duty to have
remembered, as a good Protestant, that the father of lies is the Devil -
and that mischicf and the Devil are never far apart. Beginning to smell
mischief in the air, I tried to take Sergeant Cuff out. He sat down again
instantly, and asked for a littledrop of comfort out of the Dutch bottle.
Mrs Yolland sat down opposite to him, and gave him his nip. I went
on to the door, excessively uncomfortable, and said I thought I must
bid them good-night - and yet I didn’t go.

‘So she means to leave ?” says the Sergeant. * What is she to do when
she does leave? Sad, sad! The poor creature has got no friends in the
world, except you and me.’

‘Ab, but she has, though!’ says Mrs Yolland. ‘She came in here; as
1 told you, this evening; and, after sitting and talking a little with my
girl Lucy and me, she asked to go upstairs by herself, into Lucy’s room.
It’s the only room in our place where there’s pen and ink. ““I want to
write a letter to a friend,” she says, “and I can’t do it for the prying
and pecping of the servants up at the house.” Who the letter was writ-
ten to L can’t tell you: it must have been a mortal long one, judging by
the time she stopped upstairs over it. I offered her a postage stamp
when she came down. She hadn’t got the letter in her hand, and she
didn’t accept the stamp. A little close, poor soul (as you know), about
herself and her doings. But a fricnd she has got somewhere, I can tell
you; and to that friend, you may depend upon it, she will go.’

‘Soon?’ asked the Sergeant.

‘As soon as she can,” says Mrs Yolland.

Here I stepped in again from the door. As chicf of my lady’s estab-
lishment, I couldn’t allow this sort of loose talk about a servant of ours
going, or not going, to proceed any longer in my prescnce, without
noticing it.

“You must be mistaken about Rosanna Spearman,’ I said. ‘If she
had been going to leave her present sitwation, she would have men-
tioned it, in the first place, to me.”
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‘Mistaken?’ cries Mrs Yolland. * Why, only an hour ago she bought
some things she wanted for travelling — of my own self, Mr Bettcr-
cdge, in this very room. And that reminds me,” says the wearisome
wornan, suddenly beginning to feel in her pocket, ‘of something I
have got it on my mind to say about Rosanna and her money. Arc
you cither of you likely to see her when you go back to the house?’

‘I'll take a message to the poor thing, with the greatest pleasure,’
answered Sergeant Cuff, before I could put in a word edgewise.

Mrs Yolland produced out of her pocket a few shillings and six-
pences, and counted them out with a most particular and exasperating
carcfulness in the palm of her hand. She offcred the money to the Ser-
gcant, looking mighty loth to part with it all the while.

‘Might I ask you to give this back to Rosanna, with my love and
respects?” says Mrs Yolland. ‘She insisted on paying me for the one or
two things she took a fancy to this evening - and money’s welcome
cnough in our house, I don’t deny it. Still, ’'m not easy in my mind
about taking the poor thing’s little savings. And to tell you the truth,
[ don’t think my man would like to hcar that I had taken Rosanna
Spcarman’s money, when he comes back to-morrow morning from
his work. Please say she’s heartily welcome to the things she bought of
me - as a gift. And don’t lcave the moncey on the table,” says Mrs Yol-
land, putting it down suddenly before the Sergeant, as if it burnt her
fingers - “don’t, there’s a good man! For times are hard, and fesh is
weak; and I might feel tempted to put it back in my pocket again.’

‘Come along!’ I said, ‘I can’t wait any longer: I must go back to
the house.”

‘I'll follow you directly,” says Sergeant Cuff.

For the second time, [ went to the door; and for the second time,
try as I might, T couldn’t cross the threshold.

‘It’s a delicate matter, ma’am,’ I heard the Sergeant say, ‘giving
money back. You charged her cheap for the things, I'm sure?’

‘Cheap!” says Mrs Yolland. *Come and judge for yourself.’

She took up the candle and led the Scrgeant to a corner of the
kitchen. For the life of me, I couldn’t help following them. Shaken
down in the corner was a heap of odds and ends (mostly old metal),
which the fisherman had picked up at different times from wrecked
ships, and which he hadn’t found a market for yet, to his own mind.
Mrs Yolland dived into this rubbish, and brought up an old japannéd
tin case, with a cover to it, and a hasp to hang it up by - the sort of
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thing they use, on board ship, for keeping their maps and charts, and
such-like, from the wet.

‘There!’ says she. “When Rosanna came in this evening, she bought
the fellow to that. *“It will just do,” she says, “to put my cuffs and
collars in, and keep them from being crumpled in my box.”” One and
ninepence, Mr Cuff. As I live by bread, not a halfpenny more!’

*Dirt cheap!’ says the Sergeant, with a heavy sigh.

He weighed the case in his hand. I thought I heard a note or two
of “The Last Rose of Summer’ as he looked at it. There was no doubt
now! He had made another discovery to the prejudice of Rosanna
Spcarman, in the place of all others where I thought her character was
safest, and all through me! I leave you to imagine what I felt, and how
sincerely I repented having been the medium of introduction between
Mirs Yolland and Sergeant Cuff.

“That will do,” I said. “We really must go.’

Without paying the least attention to me, Mrs Yolland took an-
other dive into the rubbish, and came up out of it, this time, with a
dog-chain.

“Weigh it in your hand, sir,’ she said to the Sergeant. * We had three
of these; and Rosanna has taken two of them. “ What can you want,
my dear, with a couple of dog’s chains?” says I. *“If I join them to-
gether they'll go round my box nicely,” says she. “Rope’s cheapest,”
says L. **Chain's surest,” says she. “Whoever heard of a box corded
with chain?”” says I. ““Oh, Mrs Yolland, don’t make objections!” says
she; ““let me have my chains!™ A strange girl, Mr Cuff - good as gold,
and kinder than a sister to my Lucy - but always a little strange.
There! I humoured her. Three and sixpence. On the word of an
honest woman, three and sixpence, Mr Cuff’

‘Each?’ says the Sergeant.

‘Both together!” says Mrs Yolland. *Threc and sixpence for the
two.

‘Given away, ma’am,’ says the Sergeant, shaking his head. ‘ Clean
given away!’

“There’s the money,” says Mrs Yolland, getting back sideways to
the little heap of silver on the table, as if it drew her in spite of hersclf.
“The tin case and the dog-chains were all she bought, and all she took
away. One and ninepence and three and sixpence - total, five and
three. With my love and respects ~and I can’t find it in my conscicnce
to take a poor girl’s savings, when she may want them herself.”
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‘I can’t find it in my conscience, ma'am, to give the money back,’
says Sergeant Cuff. *You have as good as made her a present of the
things - you have indecd.’

‘Is that your sinccre opinion, sir?’ says Mrs Yolland, brightening
up wonderfully.

“There can’t be a doubt about it,” answered the Sergeant. *Ask Mr
Betteredge.’

It was no use asking me. All they got out of me was, ‘Good-night.’

‘Bother the moncy!” says Mrs Yolland. With thosc words, she
appeared to lose all command over herself; and, making a sudden
snatch at the heap ofsilver, put it back, holus-bolus, in her pocket. ‘It
upscts onc’s temper, it docs, to sce it lying there and nobody taking it,’
crics this unreasonable woman, sitting down with a2 thump, and look-
ing at Sergeant Cuff, as much as to say, ‘It’s in my pocket again now -
gct it out if you can!’

This time, I not only went to the door, but went faitly out on the
road back. Explain it how you may, I felt as if one or both of them
had mortally offended me. Before I had taken threc steps down the
village, I heard the Sergeant behind me.

*Thank you for your introduction, Mr Bettcredge,” he said. ‘T am
indebted to the fisherman’s wife for an entircly new sensation. Mrs
Yolland has puzzled me.’

It was on the tip of my tongue to have given him a sharp answer,
for no better reason than this — that I was out of temper with him, be-
cause I was out of tempcr with myself. But when he owned to being
puzzled, a comforting doubt crossed my mind whether any great
harm had been done after all. T waited in discreet silence to hear more.

*Yes,” says the Sergeant, as if he was actually reading my thoughts
in the dark. ‘Instcad of putting me on the scent, it may console you to
know, Mr Betteredge (with your interest in Rosanna), that.you have
been the means of throwing me off. What the girl has done, to-nighe,
is clcar enough, of course. She has joined the two chains, and has fast-
ened them to the hasp in the tin case. She has sunk the case, in the
water or in the quicksand. She has madc the loose end of the chain fast
to some place under the rocks, known only to hersclf. And she will
leave the case secure at its anchorage till the present proceedings have
comc to an end; after which she can privately pull it up again out of
its hiding-place, at her own lcisure and convenience. All perfectly
plain, so far. But,” says the Sergeant, with the first tone of impatience
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in his voice that I had heard yet, ‘the mystery is — what the devil has
she hidden in the tin casc?’

I thought to mysclf, “The Moonstone!” But I only said to Scrgeant
Cuff, ‘Can’t you gucss?’

‘It’s not the Diamond,” says the Scrgeant. “The whole experience
of my lifc is at fault, if Rosanna Spearman has got the Diamond.’

On hearing those words, the infernal detective-fever began, I sup-
pose, to burn in me again. At any rate, [ forgot mysclfin the interest
of guessing this new riddle. I said rashly, ‘The stained dress!’

Sergeant Cuff stopped shortin thedark,andlaid his hand on myarm.

‘Is anything thrown into that quicksand of yours, ever thrown up
on the surface again?” hc asked.

‘Never,” I answered. ‘Light or heavy, whatever goes into the
Shivering Sand is sucked down, and scen no more.”

‘Docs Rosanna Spearman know that?’

*She knows it as well as I do.”

‘Then,” says the Scrgeant, ‘what on carth has she got to do but to
tic up a bit of stonc in the stained dress, and throw it into the quick-
sand ? There isn’t the shadow of a rcason why she should have hidden
it - and yet she must have hidden it. Query,’ says the Scrgeant, walk-
ing on again, ‘is the paint-stained dress a petticoat or a nightgown?
or is it something clse which there is a reason for prescrving at any
risk? Mr Betteridge, if nothing occurs to prevent it, I must go to
Frizinghall to-morrow, and discover what she bought in the town,
when she privately got the materials for making the substitute dress.
It’s a risk to leave the housc, as things arc now - but it’s a worse risk
still to stir another step in this matter in the dark. Excuse my being a
lictle out of temper; I'm degraded in my own cstimation ~ I have let
Rosanna Spearman puzzle me.’

When we got back, the servants were at supper. The first person we
saw in the outer yard was the policeman whom Superintendent Sec-
grave had left at the Scrgeant’s disposal. The Sergeant asked if Rosanna
Spearman had returned. Yes. When? Nearly an hour since. What had
she done? She had gonce upstairs to take off her bonnet and cloak — and
she was now at supper quietly with the rest.

Without making any remark, Scrgeant Cuff walked on, sinking
Jower and lower in his own cstimation, to the back of the house. Miss-
ing the entrance in the dark, he went on (in spite of my calling to him)
till he was stopped by a wicket-gate which led into the garden. When
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I joined him to bring him back by the right way, I found that he was
looking up attentively at onc particular window, on the bedroom
floor, at the back of the house.

Looking up, in my turn, I discovered that the object of lhis contem-
plation was the window of Miss Rachel’s room, and that lights were
passing backwards and forwards there as if something unusual was
going on.

‘Isn’t that Miss Verinder's room?’ asked Sergeant Cuff.

I replied that it was, and invited him to go in with me to supper.
The Sergeant remained in his place, and said something about enjoy-
ing the smell of the garden at night. I left him to his cnjoyment. Just as
I was turning in at the door, [ heard *The Last Rose of Summer’ at
the wicket-gate. Sergeant Cuff had made another discovery! And my
young lady’s window was at the bottom of it this timc!

The latter reflection took me back again to the Sergeant, with a
polite intimation that I could not find it in my heart to leave him by
himself. ‘Is there anything you don’t understand up there?’ T added,
pointing to Miss Rachel’s window.

Judging by his voice, Sergeant Cuff had suddenly risen again to the
right place in his own estimation. ‘You arc great people for betting in
Yorkshire, arc you not?’ he asked.

*Well?’ I said. *Suppose we are?’

‘If I was a Yorkshireman,’ procceded the Sergeant, taking my arm,
‘I would lay you an even sovereign, Mr Betteredge, that your young
lady has suddenly resolved to leave the house. If T won on that event,
I should offer to lay another sovercign, that the idea has occurred to
her within the last hour.’

The first of the Sergeant’s guesses startled me. The second mixed it-
sclf up somehow in my hcad with the report we had heard from the
policeman, that Rosanna Spearman had returned from the sands with-
in the last hour. The two together had a curious effect on me as we
went in to supper. I shook off Sergeant Cuff’s arm, and, forgetting
my manners, pushed by him through the door to make my own in-
quirics for myself.

Samuecl, the footman, was the first person I met in the passage.

‘Her ladyship is waiting to see you and Sergcant Cuff,” he said, be-
fore I could put any questions to him.

‘How long has shc been waiting?” asked the Sergeant’s voice be-
hind me.
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‘For the last hour, sit.’

There it was again! Rosanna had come back; Miss Rachel had taken
some resolution out of the common; and my lady had been waiting
to see the Sergeant - all within the last hour! It was not pleasant to
find these very different persons and things linking themsclves to-
gether in this way. I went on upstairs, without looking at Sergeant
Cuff, or speaking to him. My hand took a sudden fit of trembling as
I lifted it to knock at my mistress’s door.

‘I shouldn’t be surprised,” whispered the Scrgeant over my shoul-
der, ‘if a scandal was to burst up in the house to-night. Don’t be
alarmed! I have put the muzzle on worse family difficulties than this,
in my time.’

As he said the words, I heard my mistress’s voice calling to us to
come in.

CHAPTER XVI

W e found my lady with no light in the room but the reading-lamp.
The shade was screwed down so as to overshadow her face. Instead of
looking up at us in her usual straightforward way, she sat close at the
table, and kept her eyes fixed obstinately on an open book.

*Officer,’ she said, ‘is it important to the inquiry you are conduct-
ing, to know beforehand if any person now in the house wishes to
leave it?’

‘Most important, my lady.’

‘T have to tell you, then, that Miss Verinder proposes going to stay
with her aunt, Mrs Ablewhite, of Frizinghall. She has arranged to
leave us the first thing to-morrow morning.’

Sergeant Cuff looked at me. I made a step forward to speak to my
mistress — and, feeling my heart fail me (if I must own it), took a step
back again, and said nothing.

*May I ask your ladyship when Miss Verinder informed you that she
was going to her aunt’s?” inquired the Sergeant.

‘About an hour since,” answered my mistress.

Scrgeant Cuff looked at me once more. They say old people’s
hearts are not very easily moved. My heart couldn’t have thumped
much harder than it did now, if I had been five-and-twenty again!

‘I have no claim, my lady,” says the Sergcant, ‘to control Miss
Verinder’s actions. All I can ask you to do is to put off her departure,
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if possible, till later in the day. I must go to Frizinghall mysclf to-
morrow morning - and I shall be back by two o’clock, if not before.
If Miss Verinder can be kept here till that time, I should wish to say
two words to her — unexpectedly - before she goes.”

My lady directed me to give the coachman her orders, that the car-
riage was not to come for Miss Rachel until two o’clock. ‘Have you
morec to say ?’ she asked of the Sergeant, when this had been done.

‘Only one thing, your ladyship. If Miss Verinder is surprised at this
change in the arrangements, please not to mention me as being the
causc of putting off her journcy.’

My mistress lifted her head suddenly from her book as if she was
going to say somcthing — checked hersclf by a great effort - and, look-
ing back again at the open page, dismissed us with a sign of her hand.

‘That’s a wonderful woman,” said Sergeant Cuff, when we were
out in the hall again. ‘But for her self-control, the mystery that
puzzles you, Mr Betteredge, would have been at an cnd to-night.’

At those words, the truth rushed at last into my stupid old head.
For the moment, I suppose I must have gone clean out of my senses. I
seized the Scrgeant by the collar of his coat, and pinned him against
the wall.

‘Damin you!’ I cried out, ‘there’s somcthing wrong about Miss
Rachel - and you have been hiding it from mec all this time!”

Sergcant Cuff looked up at me - flat against the wall — without stir-
ring a hand, or moving a muscle of his melancholy face.

‘Ah,’ he said, ‘you've guessed it at last.”

My hand dropped from his collar, and my head sunk on my breast.
Please to remember, as some cxcuse for my breaking out as I did, that
I had served the family for fifty years. Miss Rachel had climbed upon
my knecs, and pulled my whiskers, many and many a time when she
was a child. Miss Rachel, with all her faults, had been, to my mind, the
dearest and prettiest and best young mistress that cver an old servant
waited on, and loved. I begged Sergeant Cuff’s pardon, but I am
afraid I did it with watery eyes, and not in a very becoming wav.

‘Don’t distress yourself, Mr Bettcredge,” says the Sergeant, with
morc kindness than I had any right to expect from him. ‘In my line
of life, if we were quick at taking offence, we shouldn’t be worth sale
to our porridge. Ifit’s any comfort to you, collar me again. You don’t
in the least know how to do it; but I'll overlook your awkwardness in
consideration of your feclings.’
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He curled up at the comers of his lips, and in his own dreary way,
scemed to think he had delivered himself of a very good joke.

I led him into my own little sitting-room, and closed the door.

‘Tell me the truth, Sergeant,’ I said. *What do you suspect? It’s no
kindness to hide it from me now.’

‘I don’t suspect,” said Sergeant Cuff. ‘I know.’

My unlucky temper began to get the better of me again.

‘Do you mean to tell me, in plain English,” I said, ‘that Miss Rachel
has stolen her own Diamond?’

“Yes,’ says the Sergeant; ‘that is what I mean to tell you, in so many
words. Miss Verinder has been in secret possession of the Moonstone
from first to last; and she has taken Rosanna Spearman into her con-
fidence, because she has calculated on our suspecting Rosanna Spear-
man of the theft. There is the whole casc in a nutshell. Collar me
again, Mr Betteredge. Ifit’s any vent to your feclings, collar me again.’

God help me! my feclings were not to be relicved in that way.
‘Give me your rcasons!” That was all I could say to him.

“You shall hear my rcasons to-morrow,’ said the Sergeant. ‘If Miss
Verinder refuses to put off her visit to her aunt (which you will find
Miss Verinder will do), I shall be obliged to lay the whole case before
your mistress to-morrow. And, as I don’t know what may come of
it, I shall request you to be present, and to hear what passes on both
sides. Let the matter rest for to-night. No, Mr Betteredge, you don’t
get 2 word more on the subject of the Moonstonc out of me. There
is your table spread for supper. That’s one of the many human in-
firmities which I always treat tenderly. If you will ring the bell, I'll say
grace. “‘For what we are going to reccive - ="’

‘I wish you a good appetite to it, Scrgeant,” I said. ‘ My appetite is
gone. I'll wait and sec you served, and then I'll ask you to excuse me,
if I go away, and try to get the better of this by mysclf.’

I saw him served with the best of everything - and I shouldn’t have
been sorry if the best of everything had choked him. The head gar-
dener (Mr Begbic) came in at the same time with his weckly account.
The Sergeant got on the subject of roses and the merits of grass walks
and gravel walks immediately. I left the two togcther, and went out
with a heavy heart. This was the first trouble I remember for many a
long ycar which wasn’t to be blown off by a whiff of tobacco, and
which was even beyond the reach of Robinson Crusoc.

Being restless and miscrable, and having no particular room to go
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to, I took a turn on the terrace, and thought it over in peace and quict-
ness by mysclf. It doesn’t much matter what my thoughts were. I felt
wretchedly old, and worn out, and unfit for my place - and began to
wonder, for the first time in my life, when it would please God to take
me. With all this, I held firm, notwithstanding, to my belief in Miss
Rachel. If Sergeant Cuff had been Solomon in all his glory, and had
told me that my young lady had mixed herself up in a mean and
guiley plot, I should have had but one answer for Solomon, wise as he
was, ‘You don’t know her; and I do.’

My meditations were interrupted by Samuel. He brought me a
written message from my mistress.

Going into the house to get a light to read it by, Samuel remarked
that there scemed a change coming in the weather. My troubled mind
had prevented me from noticing it before. But, now my attention was
roused, I heard the dogs uncasy, and the wind moaning low. Looking
up at the sky, I'saw the rack of clouds getting blacker and blacker, and
hurrying faster and faster over a watery moon. Wild weather coming
— Samuel was right, wild weather coming.

The message from my lady informed me, that the magistrate at
Frizinghall had written to remind her about the three Indians. Early
in the coming weck, the rogues must needs be released, and left free to
follow their own devices. If we had any more questions to ask them,
there was no time to lose. Having forgotten to mention this, when she
had last seen Sergeant Cuff, my mistress now desired me to supply the
omission. The Indians had gone clean out of my head (as they have,
no doubt, gone clean out of yours). I didn’t see much use in stirring
that subject again. However, I obeyed my orders on the spot, as a
matter of course.

I found Secrgeant Cuff and the gardener, with a bottle of Scotch
whisky between them, head over ears in an argument on the growing
of roses. The Sergeant was so deeply interested that he held up his
hand, and signed to me not to interrupt the discussion, when I came
in. As far as I could understand it, the question between them was,
whether the white moss rose did, or did not, require to be budded on
the dog rose to make it grow well. Mr Begbic said, Yes; and Sergeant
Cuff said, No. They appealed to me, as hotly as a couple of boys.
Knowing nothing whatever about the growing of roses, I steered a
middle course - just as her Majesty’s judges do, when the scales of
justice bother them by hanging cven to a hair. ‘Gentlemen,’ I remark-
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ed, “there is much to be said on both sides.” In the temporary lull pro-
duced by that impartial sentence, I laid my lady’s written message on
the table, under the cyes of Sergcant Cuff.

I had got by this time, as nearly as might be, to hate the Sergeant.
But truth compels me to acknowledge that, in respect of readiness of
mind, he was a wonderful man.

In half a minute after he had read the message, he had looked back
into his memory for Superintendent Scegrave’s report; had picked out
that part of it in which the Indians were concerned; and was ready
with his answer. A certain great travcller, who understood the Indians
and their language, had figured in Mr Secegrave’s report, hadn’t he?
Very well. Did I know the gentleman’s name and address? Very well
again. Would I write them on the back of my lady’s message ? Much
obliged to me. Sergeant Cuff would look that gentleman up, when he
went to Frizinghall in the morning.

‘Do you expect anything to come of it?’ I asked. ‘Superintendent
Seegrave found the Indians as innocent as the babe unborn.’

‘Superintendent Seegrave has been proved wrong, up to this time,
in all his conclusions,” answered the Scrgeant. ‘It may be worth while
to find out to-morrow whether Superintendent Scegrave was wrong
about the Indians as well.” With that he turned to Mr Begbie, and
took up the argument again exactly at the place where it had left off.
“This question between us is a question of soils and seasons, and
patience and pains, Mr Gardener. Now let me put it to you from an-
other point of view. You take your white moss rose - -’

By that time, I had closed the door on them, and was out of hearing
of the rest of the dispute.

In the passage I met Penelope hanging about, and asked what she
was waiting for.

She was waiting for her young lady’s bell, when her young lady
chose to call her back to go on with the packing for the next day’s
journey. Further inquiry revealed to me, that Miss Rachel had given
it as a reason for wanting to go to her aunt at Frizinghall, that the
house was unendurable to her, and that she could bear the odious pre-
sence of a policeman under the same roof with herself no longer. On
being informed, half an hour since, that her departure would be de-
layed till two in the afternoon, she had lown into a violent passion.
My lady, present at the time, had severely rebuked her, and then (hav-
ing apparently something to say, which wasreserved for her daughter’s
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privatc ear) had sent Penclope out of the room. My girl was in
wretchedly low spirits about the changed state of things in the house.
‘Nothing goes right, father; nothing is like what it used to be. 1 fecl
as if some dreadful misfortune was hanging over us all.”

That was my fecling too. But I put a good face on it, before my
daughter. Miss Rachel’s bell rang while we were tatking. Penclope ran
up the back stairs to go on with the packing. I went by the other way
to the hall, to sce what the glass said about the change in the weather.

Just as T approached the swing-door lcading into the hall from the
servants’ offices, it was violently opened from the other side, and
Rosanna Spearman ran by me, with a miscrable look of pain in her
face, and onc of her hands pressed hard over her heart, as if the pang
was in that quarter. “What’s the matter, my girl?’ I asked, stopping
her. ‘Arc you ill?’ “For God’s sake, don’t spcak to me,” she answered,
and twisted herself out of my hands, and ran on towards the servants’
staircasc. [ called to the cook (who was within hearing) to look after
the poor girl. Two other persons proved to be within hearing, as well
as the cook. Sergeant Cuff darted softly out of my room, and asked
what was the matter. I answered, ‘Nothing.” Mr Franklin, on the
other side, pulled open the swing-door, and beckoning me into the
hall, inquired if T had seen anything of Rosanna Spearman.

“She has just passed me, sir, with a very disturbed face, and in a very
odd manner.’

‘I am afraid [ am innocently the cause of that disturbance, Better-
edge.”

‘You, sirl’

‘Lcan’t explain it,” says Mr Franklin; *but, if the girl is concerned in
the loss of the Diamond, I do really believe she was on the point of
confessing everything - to mc, of all the people in the world — not two

_minutes since.”

Looking towards the swing-door, as he said those last words, |
fancied I saw it opened a little way from the inner side.

Was there anybody listening ? The door fell to before I could get
to it. Looking through, the moment after, I thought I saw the tails of
Sergeant Cuff’s respectable black coat disappearing round the corner
of the passage. He knew, as well as [ did, that he could expect no more
help from me, now that T had discovered the tum which his investiga-
tions were really taking. Under those circumnstances, it was quitc in his
character to help himself, and to do it by the underground way.
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Not fecling sure that I had really seen the Sergeant - and not desir-
ing to make ncedless mischicf, where, Heaven knows, there was mis-
chicf enough going on alrcady - I told Mr Franklin that I thought one
of the dogs had got into the house - and then begged him to describe
what had happened between Rosanna and himself.

“Were you passing through the hall, sic?” I asked. ‘Did you mect
her accidentally, when she spoke to you?’

Mr Franklin pointed to the billiard-table.

‘I was knocking the balls about,” he said, ‘and trying to get this
miserable business of the Diamond out of my mind. I happened to
look up - and there stood Rosanna Spearman at the side of me, like a
ghost! Her stealing on me in that way was so strange, that I hardly
knew what to do at first. Sceing a very anxious expression in her face,
I asked her if she wished to speak to me. She answered, *“Ves, if 1
dare.” Knowing what suspicion attached to her, I could only put one
construction on such language as that. I confess it made me uncom-
fortable. I had no wish to invite the girl’s confidence. At the same time
in-the difficulties that now besct us, I could hardly feel justified in re-
fusing to listen to her, if she was really bent on speaking to me. It was
anawkward position, and I dare say [ got out of it awkwardly enough.
I said to her, “I don’t quite understand you. Is there anything you
want me to do?”” Mind, Betteredge, [ didn’t speak unkindly! The
poor girl can’t help being ugly — I felt that, at the time. The cue was
still in my hand, and I went on knocking the balls about, to take off
the awkwardncss of the thing. As it turned out, I only made matters
worse still. I'm afraid I mortificd her without meaning it! She sud-
dcnly turncd away. “He looks at the billiard balls,” I heard her say.

“Anything rather than look at me!”” Before I could stop her, she had
left the hall. T am not quite casy about it, Betteredge. Would you
mind telling Rosanna that I meant no unkindness? I have been a little
hard on her, perhaps, in my own thoughts — I have almost hoped that
the loss of the Diamond might be traced to lier. Not from any ill-will
to the poor girl; but - -* He stopped there, and going back to the
billiard-table, began to knock the balls about once more.

After what had passcd between the Scrgeant and me, I knew what
it was that he had left unspoken as well as he knew it himself.

Nothing but the tracing of the Moonstone to our sccond house-
maid could now raise Miss Rachel above the infamous suspicion that
rested on her in the mind of Sergeant Cuff. It was no longer a question
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of quieting my young lady’s nervous excitement; it was a question of
proving her innocence. If Rosanna had done nothing to compromisc
herself, the hope which Mr Franklin confessed to having felt would
have becn hard enough on her in all conscience. But this was not the
case. She had pretended to be ill, and had gone secretly to Frizinghall.
She had been up all night, making something or destroying something
in private. And she had been at the Shivering Sand, that evening, un-
der circumstances which were highly suspicious, to say the least of
them. For all these rcasons (sorry as I was for Rosanna), I could not
but think that Mr Franklin’s way of locking at the matter was neither
unnatural nor unreasonable, in Mr Franklin’s position. I said a word
to him to that effect.

“Yes, yes!” he said in return. ‘But there is just a chance — a very
poor one, certainly ~ that Rosanna’s conduct may admit of some cx-
planation which we don’t sec at present. I hate hurting a woman’s feel-
ings, Betteredge! Tell the poor creature what I told you to tell her.
And if she wants to speak to me - I don’t care whether I get into a
scrape or not — send her to me in the library.” With those kind words
he laid down the cue and left me.

Inquiry at the scrvants’ offices informed me that Rosanna had re-
tired to her own room. She had declined all offers of assistance with
thanks, and had only asked to be left to rest in quiet. Here, therefore,
was an cnd of any confession on her part (supposing she really had a
confession to make) for that night. I reported the result to Mr Frank-
lin, who, thereupon, left the library, and went up to bed.

I was putting the lights out, and making the windows fast, when
Samuel came in with news of the two guests whom I had left in my
room.

The argument about the white moss rose had apparently come to
an end at last. The gardener had gone home, and Sergeant Cuff was
nowhere to be found in the lower regions of the house.

I looked into my room. Quite true - nothing was to be discovered
there but a couple of empty tumblers and a strong smell of hot grog.
Had the Sergeant gone of his own accord to the bedchamber that was
prepared for him? I went upstairs to sce.

After rcaching the second landing, I thought I heard a sound of
quiet and regular breathing on my left-hand side. My left-hand side
led to the corridor which communicated with Miss Rachel’s room. I
looked in, and there, coiled up on three chairs placed right across the
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passage ~ there, with a red handkerchief tied round his grizzled head,
and his respectable black coat rolled up for a pillow, lay and slept
Scrgeant Cuff!

He woke, instantly and quictly, like a dog, the moment I approach-
ed him.

‘Good-night, Mr Betteredge,” he said. ‘And mind, if you cver take
to growing roscs, the whitc moss rosc is all the better for nof being
budded on the dog rosc, whatever the gardener may say to the con-
trary !’

‘What arc you doing here?’ I asked. “Why are you not in your
proper bed?’

‘I am not in my proper bed,” answered the Sergeant, ‘because [ am
one of the many people in this miserable world who can’t carn their
money honestly and easily at the same time. There was a coincidence,
this cvening, between the period of Rosanna Spearman’s return from
the Sands and the period when Miss Verinder stated her resolution to
leave the house. Whatever Rosanna may have hidden, it’s clear to my
mind that your young lady couldn’t go away until she knew that it
was hidden. The two must have communicated privately once already
to-night. If they try to communicate again, when the house is quict,
I want to be in the way, and stop it. Don’t blame me for upsetting
your slecping arrangements, Mr Betteredge — blame the Diamond.’

‘I wish to God the Diamond had never found its way into this
housc!” I broke out.

Sergeant Cuff looked with a rucful face at the threc chairs on which
le had condemned himsclf to pass the night.

‘So do I, he said gravely.

CHAPTER XVII

NoTuiNG happened in the night; and (I am happy to add) no at-
tempt at communication between Miss Rachel and Rosanna rewarded
the vigilance of Sergeant Cuff.

I had expected the Sergeant to set off for Frizinghall the first thing
in the morning. He waited about, however, as if he had something
clsc to do first. T left him to his own devices; and going into the
grounds shortly after, met Mr Franklin on his favourite walk by the

shrubbery side.
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Bcefore we had exchanged two words, the Sergeant unexpectedly
joined us. He made up to Mr Franklin, who received him, I must
own, haughtily enough. ‘Have you anything to say to me?’ was all
the return he got for politely wishing Mr Franklin good-morning.

‘I have something to say to you, sir,” answered the Sergeant, ‘on
the subject of the inquiry I am conducting here. You detected the turn
that inquiry was really taking, yesterday. Naturally enough, in your
position, you are shocked and distressed. Naturally enough, also, you
visit your own angry sense of your own family scandal upon Me.’

“What do you want?’ Mr Franklin broke in, sharply cnough.

‘I want to remind you, sir, that T have at any rate, thus, far, not been
proved to be wrong. Bearing that in mind, be pleased to remember, at
the same time, that I am an officer of the law acting here under the
sanction of the mistress of the house. Under these circumstances, is it,
or is it not, your duty as a good citizen, to assist me with any special
information which you may happen to possess?’

‘I possess no special information,” says Mr Franklin.

Sergeant Cuff put that answer by him, as if no answer had been
made.

*You may save my time, sir, from being wasted on an inquiry at a
distance,” he went on, ‘if you choose to understand me and speak out.”

‘I don’t understand you,” answered Mr Franklin; ‘and I have noth-
ing to say.’

‘Onc of the female servants (I won’t mention names) spoke to you
privately, sir, last night.’

Once more Mr Franklin cut him short; once more Mr Franklin
answered, ‘I have nothing to say.’

Standing by in silence, I thought of the movement in the swing-
door on the previous evening, and of the coat-tails which I had seen
disappearing down the passage. Sergeant Cuff had, no doubt, just
heard cnough, before I interrupted him, to make him suspect that
Rosanna had relicved her mind by confessing something to Mr Frank-
lin Blake.

This notion had barely struck me - when who should appear at the
end of the shrubbery walk but Rosanna Spearman in her own proper
person! She was followed by Penclope, who was evidently trying to
make her retrace her steps to the house. Seeing that Mr Franklin was
not alone, Rosanna came to a standstill, evidently in great perplexity
what to do next. Penclope waited behind her. Mr Franklin saw the
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girls as soon as 1 saw theni. The Sergeant, with his devilish cunning,
took on not to have noticed them at all. All this happened in an in-
stant. Before cither Mr Franklin or I could say a word, Sergeant Cuff
struck in smoothly, with an appearance of continuing the previous
conversation.

‘You needn’t be afraid of harming the girl, sir,” he said to Mr
Franklin, spcaking in a loud voice, so that Rosanna might hear him.
*On the contrary, I recommend you to honour me with your confi-
dence, if you feel any interest in Rosanna Spearman.”

Mr Franklin instantly took on not to have noticed the girls either.
He answered, speaking loudly on his side:

‘I take no interest whatever in Rosanna Spearman.’

I looked towards the end of the walk. All I saw at the distance was
that Rosanna suddenly turned round, the moment Mr Franklin had
spoken. Instead of resisting Penclope, as she had done the moment
before, she now let my daughter take her by the arm and lead her
back to the house.

The breakfast-bell rang as the two girls disappeared - and even Ser-
geant Cuff was now obliged to give it up as a bad job! He said to me
quietly, ‘I shall go to Frizinghall, Mr Betteredge; and I shall be back
before two.” He went his way without a word more - and for some
few hours we were well rid of him.

*You must make it right with Rosanna,” Mr Franklin said to me
when we were alone. ‘Iseem to be fated to say or do something awk-
ward, beforc that unlucky girl. You must have scen yourself that Ser-
geant Cuff laid a trap for both of us. If he could confusc me, or irritate
lier into breaking out, either she or I might have said something which
would answer his purpose. On the spur of the moment, I saw no bet-
ter way out of it than the way I took. It stopped the gitl from saying
anything, and it showed the Sergeant that I saw through him. He was
cvidently listening, Betteredge, when I was speaking to you last night.’

Hc had donc worsc than listen, as I privately thought to myself. He
had remembered my telling him that the girl was in love with Mr
Franklin; and he had calculated on 1hat, when he appealed to Mr
Franklin’s interest in Rosanna - in Rosanna’s hearing.

‘As to listening, sir,’ I remarked (keeping the other point to my-
sclf), “we shall all be rowing in the same boat, if this sort of thing
gocs on much longer. Prying, and peeping, and listening arc the
natural occupations of people situated as we are. In another day or
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two, Mr Franklin, we shall all be struck dumb together - for this rea-
son, that we shall all be listening to surprise each other’s secrets, and all
know it. Excuse my brcaking out, sir. The horrid mystery hanging
over us in this house gets into my head like liquor, and makes me wild.
I won't forget what you have told me. I'll take the first opportunity
of making it right with Rosanna Spearman.’

*You haven’t said anything to her yct about last night, have you?’
Mr Franklin asked.

‘No, sir.”

“Then say nothing now. I had better not invite the girl’s confidence,
with the Sergeant on the lookout tosurprise us together. My conductis
not very consistent, Bettcredge - is it? I see no way out of this business
whichisn’tdrcadful to think of, unless the Diamond is traced to Rosanna.
And yet I can’t, and won'’t, help Sergeant Cuff to find the girl out.”

Unreasonable enough, no doubt. But it was my state of mind as
well. T thoroughly understood him. If you will, for once in your life,
remember that you are mortal, perhaps you will thoroughly under-
stand him too.

The state of things, indoors and out, while Scrgeant Cuff was on his
way to Frizinghall, was bricfly this:

Miss Rachel waited for the time when the carriage was to take her
to her aunt’s, still obstinatcly shut up in her own room. My lady and
Mr Franklin breakfasted together. After breakfast, Mr Franklin took
one of his sudden resolutions, and went out precipitately to quiet his
mind by a long walk. I was the only person who saw him go; and he
told me he should be back before the Sergeant returned. The change
in the weather, foreshadowed overnight, had come. Heavy rain had
been followed, soon after dawn, by high wind. It was blowing fresh
as the day got on. But though the clouds threatened more than once,
the rain still held off. It was not a bad day for a walk, if you werc
young and strong, and could breast the great gusts of wind which
came sweeping in from the sca.

I attended my lady after breakfast, and assisted her in the settlement
of our houschold accounts. She only once alluded to the matter of the
Moonstone, and that was in the way of forbidding any present men-
tion of it between us. “Wait till that man comes back,’ she said, mean-
ing the Sergeant. “We must speak of it then: we are not obliged to
speak of it now.’
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After leaving my mistress, I found Penclope waiting for me in my
room.

‘T wish, father, you would come and speak to Rosanna,” she said. ‘1
am very uneasy about her.’

I suspected what was the matter readily enough. But it is a maxim
of mine that men (being superior creatures) are bound to improve
women - if they can. When a woman wants mc to do anything (my
daughter, or not, it doesn’t mattcr), 1 always insist on knowing why.
The oftener you make them rummage their own minds for a reason,
the more manageable you will find them in all the rclations of life. Tt
isn’t their fault (poor wretches!) that they act first, and think after-
wards; it’s the fault of the fools who humour them.

Penclope’s reason why, on this occasion, may be given in her own
words. ‘I am afraid, father,’ she said, ‘Mr Franklin has hurt Rosanna
cruelly, without intending it.’

“What took Rosanna into the shrubbery walk?’ I asked.

‘Her own madness,” says Penelope; ‘I can call it nothing else. She
was bent on speaking to Mr Franklin, this morming, come what might
of it. I did my best to stop her; you saw that. If I could only have got
her away before she heard those dreadful words - -’

“There! there!’ I said, ‘don’t losc your head. I can’t call to mind that
anything happened to alarm Rosanna.’

‘Nothing to alarm her, father. But Mr Franklin said he took no in-
terest whatever in her — and, oh, he said it in such a cruel voice!’

‘He said it to stop the Sergeant’s mouth,’ I answered.

‘I told her that,’ says Penclope. ‘But you see, father (though Mr
Franklin isn’t to blame), he’s been mortifying and disappointing her
for weeks and weeks past; and now this comes on the top of it all! She
has no right, of course, to expect him to take any interest in her. It’s
quite monstrous that she should forget herself and her station in that
way. But she seems to have lost pride, and proper fecling, and every-
thing. She frightened me, father, when Mr Franklin said those words.
They seemed to turn her into stone. A sudden quiet came over her,
and she has gonc about her work, ever since, like a woman in a dream.’

I began to feel a little uncasy. There was something in the way
Pcnelope put it which silenced my superior sense. I called to mind,
now my thoughts were dirccted that way, what had passed between
Mr Franklin and Rosanna overnight. She looked cut to the heart on
that occasion; and now, as ill-luck would have it, she had been
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unavoidably stung again, poor soul, on the tender place. Sad!sad!all
the moresad because the girl had no reason to justify her, and no right
to feel it.

Ihad promised Mr Franklin tospcak to Rosanna, and thisseemed the
fittest time for keeping my word.

We found the girl sweeping the corridor outside the bedrooms,
pale and composed, and ncat as cever in her modest print dress. I
noticed a curious dimness and dulness in her eyes - not as if she had
been crying, but as if she had been looking at something too long.
Possibly, it was a misty something raised by her own thoughts. There
was certainly no object about her to look at which she had not scen
alrcady hundreds on hundreds of times.

‘Chcer up, Rosanna!’ I said. “ You mustn’t fret over your own fan-
cies. I have got something to say to you from Mr Franklin.’

I thereupon put the matter in the right view before her, in the
friendlicst and most comforting words I could find. My principlcs, in
regard to the other scx, arc, as you may have noticed, very severe. But
somchow or other, when I come face to face with the women, my
practice (I own) is not conformable.

‘Mr Franklin is very kind and considerate. Please to thank him.’
That was all the answer she made me.

My daughter had alrcady noticed that Rosanna went about her
work likc 2 woman in a dream. I now added to this obscrvation, that
she also listened and spoke like a woman in a dream. I doubted if her
mind was in a fit condition to take in what I had said to her.

‘Arc you quite surc, Rosanna, that you understand me?’ I asked.

‘Quite sure.’

She cchocd me, not like a living woman, but likc a creature moved
by machinery. She went on sweeping all the time. T took away the
broom as gently and as kindly as I could.

*Come, come, my girl!” Isaid, *this is not like yourself. You have
got something on your mind. I'm your friend - and I'll stand your
friend, even if you have done wrong. Make a clean breast of it,
Rosanna - make a clean breast of it!”

The time had been when my speaking to her in that way would
have brought the tears into her cyes. I could see no change in them
now.

‘Yes,” she said, ‘Ill make a clean breast of it.”

‘To my lady?’ I asked.
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‘No.’

‘To Mr Franklin?’

‘Yes; to Mr Franklin.’

Lhardly knew what to say to that. She was in no condition to under-
stand the caution against speaking to him in private, which Mr Frank-
lin had directed mc to give her. Feeling my way, little by lictle, I only
told her Mr Franklin had gone out for a walk.

‘It doesn’t matter,” she answered. ‘I shan’t trouble Mr Franklin to-
day.’

“Why not speak to my lady 2’ I'said. “The way to relieve your mind
is to speak to the merciful and Christian mistress who has always been
kind to you.’

She looked at me for 2 moment with a grave and steady attention,
as if she was fixing what I'said in her mind. Then she took the broom
out of my hands, and moved off with it slowly, a lictle way down the
corridor.

‘No,’ she said, going on with her sweeping, and speaking to her-
sclf, ‘T know a better way of relicving my mind than that.”

*What is it?” -

*Pleasc to let me go on with my work.”

Penclope followed her, and offered to help her.

She answered, ‘No. I want to do my work. Thank you, Penclope.’
She looked round at me. ‘Thank you, Mr Betteredge.”

There was no moving her — there was nothing more to be said. 1
signed to Penelope to come away with me. We left her, as we liad
found her, sweeping the corridor, like a woman in a dream.

“This is a matter for the doctor to look into,’ I said. “It’s beyond
me.’

My daughter reminded me of Mr Candy's illness, owing (as you
may remember) to the chill he had caught on the night of the dinner-
party. His assistant — a certain Mr Ezra Jennings — was at our disposal,
to be surc. But nobody knew much about him in our parts. He had
been engaged by Mr Candy, under rather peculiar circumstances; and,
right or wrong, we nonc of us liked him or trusted him. There were
other doctors at Frizinghall. But they were strangers to our house;
and Penclope doubted, in Rosanna’s present state, whether strangers
might not do her morc harm than good.

I thought of speaking to my lady. But, remembering the heavy
weight of anxiety which she already had on her mind, I hesitated to
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add to all the other vexations this new trouble. Still, there was a neces-
sity for doing something. The girl’s statec was, to my thinking, down-
right alarming — and my mistress ought to be informed of it. Unwill-
ing enough, I went to her sitting-room. No one was there. My lady
was shut up with Miss Rachel. Tt was impossible for me to see her till
she came out again.

1 waited in vain till the clock on the front staircase struck the quarter
to two. Five minutes afterwards, I heard my name called, from the
drive outside the house. I knew the voice directly. Sergeant Cuff had
returned from Frizinghall.

CHAPTER XVIII

Going down to the front door, I met the Sergeant on the steps.

It went against the grain with me, after what had passed between
us, to show him that I felt any sort of interest in his proceedings. In
spite of myself, however, I felt an interest that there was no resisting.
My sense of dignity sank from under me, and out came the words:
‘What news from Frizinghall?’

‘I have scen the Indians,” answered Sergeant Cuff. ‘And 1 have
found out what Rosanna bought privately in the town, on Thursday
last. The Indians will be sct free on Wednesday in next week. There
isn’t a doubt on my mind, and there isn’t a doubt on Mr Murthwaite’s
mind, that they came to this place to steal the Moonstone. Their calcu-
lations were all thrown out, of course, by what happened in the house
on Wednesday night; and they have no more to do with the actual
loss of the jewel than you have. But I can tell you one thing, Mr Bet-
teredge — if we don’t find the Moonstone, they will. You have not
heard the last of the three jugglers yet.”

Mr Franklin came back from his walk as the Sergeant said those
startling words. Governing his curiosity better than I had governed
mine, he passed us without a word, and went on into the house.

As for me, having alrcady dropped my dignity, I determined to
lhave the whole benefit of the sacrifice. ‘So much for the Indians,’ |
said. “What about Rosanna next?’

Scrgeant Cuff shook his head.

“The mystery in that quarter is thicker than ever,’ he said. ‘I have
traced her to a shop at Frizinghall, kept by a linen-draper named

154



Maltby. She bought nothing whatever at any of the other drapers’

shops, or at any milliners’ or tailors’ shops; and she bought nothing at

Maltby’s but a picce of longcloth. She was very particular in choosing

a certain quality. As to quantity, she bought enough to make a night-
k4

gown.

‘Whose nightgown?" I asked.

‘Her own, to be sure. Between twelve and three, on the Thursday
morning, she must have slipped down to your young lady's room, to
scttle the hiding of the Moonstone while all the rest of you were in
bed. In going back to her own room, her nightgown must have
brushed the wet paint on the door. She couldn’t wash out the stain;
and she couldn’t safely destroy the nightgown without first providing
another like it, to make the inventory of her linen complete.”

“What proves that it was Rosanna’s nightgown?’ I objected.

“The material she bought for making the substitutc dress,” answered
the Sergeant. ‘If it had becn Miss Verinder’s nightgown, she would
have had to buy lace, and frilling, and Lord knows what besides; and
she wouldn’t have had timc to make it in one night. Plain longcloth
micans a plain servant’s nightgown. No, no, Mr Betteredge - all that is
clear enough. The pinch of the qucstion is — why, after having pro-
vided the substitute dress, docs she hide the smeared nightgown, in-
stcad of destroying it? If the girl won’t spcak out, there is only onc
way of settling the difficulty. The hiding-place at the Shivering Sand
mustbesearched - and the true statc of the case will bediscovered there.”

*How are you to find the place?’ I inquired.

‘I am sorry to disappoint you,’ said the Sergeant - ‘but that’s a
secret which [ mean to keep to myself.’

(Not to irritate your curiosity, as he irritated mine, I may here in-
form you that he had come back from Frizinghall provided with a
scarch-warrant. His expericnce in such matters told him that Rosanna
was in all probability carrying about her a memorandum of the hid-
ing-place, to guide her, in casc she returned to it, under changed cir-
cumstances and after a lapse of time. Possessed of this memorandum,
the Sergeant would be furnished with all that he could desire.)

‘Now, Mr Betteredge,” he went on, ‘suppose we drop speculation,
and get to business. I told Joyce to have an eye on Rosanna. Where is
Joyce?’

Joyce was the Frizinghall policeman, who had becen Ieft by Super-
intendent Scegrave at Sergeant Cuff’s disposal. The clock struck two,
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as he put the question; and, punctual to the moment, the carriage
came round to take Miss Rachel to her aunt’s.

‘One thing at a time,” said the Scrgeant, stopping me as I was about
to send in scarch of Joyce. ‘Y must attend to Miss Verinder first.”

As the rain was still threatening it was the close carriage that had
been appointed to take Miss Rachel to Frizinghall. Sergeant Cuff
beckoned Samuel to come down to him from the rumble behind.

*You will sec a friend of mine waiting among the trecs, on this side
of the lodge gate,” he said. ‘My friend, without stopping the carriage,
will get up into the rumble with you. You have nothing to do but to
hold your tongue, and shut your cyes. Otherwise, you will get into
trouble.”

With that advice, he sent the footman back to his place. What
Samuel thought I don’t know. It was plain, to my mind, that Miss
Rachel was to be privately kept in view from the time when she left
our house - if she did leave it. A watch set on my young lady! A spy
behind her in the rumble of her mother’s carriage! I could have cut
my own tonguc out for having forgotten myself so far as to speak to
Scrgeant Cuff.

The first person to come out of the house was my lady. She stood
aside, on the top step, posting hersclf there to see what happened. Not
a word did she say, cither to the Sergeant or to me. With her lips
closed, and her arms folded in the light garden cloak which she had
wrapped round her on coming into the air, there she stood, as still as
a statue, waiting for her daughter to appear.

In a minute more Miss Rachel came downstairs — very nicely dressed
in some soft ycllow stuff, that sct off her dark complexion, and clipped
her tight (in the form of a jacket) round the waist. She had a smart
little straw hat on her head, with a white veil twisted round it. She had
primrose-coloured gloves that fitted her hands like a second skin. Her
beautiful black hair looked as smooth as satin under her hat. Her little
cars were like rosy shells - they had a pear! dangling from cach of
them. She came swiftly out to us, as straight as a lily on its stem, and as
lithe and supple in every movement she made as a young cat. Nothing
that I could discover was altered in her pretty face, but her eyes and
her lips. Her eyes were brighter and fiercer than I liked to sce; and her
lips had so completely lost their colour and their smile that [ hardly
knew them again. She kissed her mother in a nasty and sudden manner
on the check. She said, “Try to forgive me, mamma’ ~ and then
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pulled down her veil over her face so vehemently that she tore it. In
another monicnt she had run down the steps, and had rushed into the
carriage as if it was a hiding-place.

Sergeant Cuff was just as quick on his side. He put Samuel back,
and stood before Miss Rachel, with the open carriage-door in his
hand, at the instant when she settled herself in her place.

“What do you want?’ says Miss Rachel, from behind her veil.

‘I want to say one word to you, miss,” answered the Sergeant, ‘be-
fore you go. I can’t presume to stop your paying a visit to your aunt.
I can only venture to say that your leaving us, as things are now, puts
an obstacle in the way of my recovering your Diamond. Please to
understand that; and now decide for yourself whether you go or stay.’

Miss Rachel never even answered him. ‘Drive on, James!” she called
out to the coachman.

Without another word, the Sergeant shut the carriage~door. Just as
he closed it, Mr Franklin came running down the steps. ‘Good-bye,
Rachel,” he said, holding out his hand.

‘Drive on!” cricd Miss Rachel, louder than ever, and taking no
morc notice of Mr Franklin than she had taken of Sergeant Cuff.

Mr Franklin stepped back thunderstruck, as well he might be. The
coachman, not knowing what to do, looked towards my lady, still
standing immovable on the top step. My lady, with anger and sorrow
and shame all struggling together in her face, made him a sign to start
the horses, and then turned back hastily into the house. Mr Franklin,
recovering the use of his specch, called after her, as the carriage drove
off, ‘Aunt! you were quitc right. Accept my thanks for all your kind-
ness — and let me go.’

My lady turned as though to spcak to him. Then, as if distrusting
hersclf, waved her hand kindly. ‘Let me see you, before you leave us,
Franklin,” she said, in a broken voice - and went on to her own room.

‘Do me a last favour, Betteredge,’ says Mr Franklin, turning to me,
with the tcars in his cyes. ‘Get me away to the train as soon as you
can!’

He too went his way into the housc. For the moment, Miss Rachel
had completely unmanned him. Judge from that, how fond he must
have been of her!

Scrgeant Cuffand I were left face to face, at the bottom of the steps.
The Scrgeant stood with his face sct towards a gap in the trecs, com-
manding a view of one of the windings of the drive which led from
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the house. He had his hands in his pockets, and he was softly whistling
“The Last Rose of Suminer’ to himself.

“There’s a time for cverything,” 1 said savagely enough. “This isn’t
a time for whistling.’

At that moment the carriage appeared in the distance, through the
gap, on its way to the lodge gate. There was another man, besides
Samuel, plainly visible in the rumble behind.

‘All right!” said the Scrgcant to himsclf. He turned round to me.
‘It’s no time for whistling, Mr Betteredge, as you say. It’s time to take
this business in hand, now, without sparing anybody. We'll begin
with Rosanna Spearman. Where is Joyce?’

We both called for Joyce, and received no answer. 1 sent one of the
stable-boys to look for him.

“You heard what I said to Miss Verinder?” remarked the Sergeant,
while we were waiting. ‘And you saw how she reccived it? I tell her
plainly that her leaving us will be an obstacle in the way of my re-
covering her Diamond - and she leaves, in the face of that statcment!
Your young lady has got a travelling companion in her mother’s car-
riage, Mr Betteredge ~ and the name of it is, the Moonstone.”

Isaid nothing. I only held on like death to my belicf in Miss Rachel.

The stable-boy came back, followed - very unwillingly, as it ap-
peared to me - by Joyce.

*Where is Rosanna Spcarman?’ asked Sergeant Cuff.

‘I can’t account for it, sir,” Joyce began; ‘and I am very sorry. But
somchow or other — -’

‘Before I went to Frizinghall,” said the Sergeant, cutting him short,
‘Itold you to keep your eycs on Rosanna Spearman, without allowing
her to discover that she was being watched. Do you mean to tell me
that vou have let her give you the slip?’

‘I am afraid, sir,” says Joyce, beginning to tremble, ‘that I was per-
haps a little oo careful not to let her discover me. There are such a
many passages in the lower parts of this house — =’

*How long is it sincc you missed her?’

‘Nigh on an hour sinc, sir.”

“You can go back to your regular business at Frizinghall,” said the
Scrgeant, speaking just as composedly as ever, in his usual quict and
dreary way. ‘I don’t think your talents are at all in our line, Mr Joyce.
Your present form of employment is a trifle beyond you. Good-
morning.’
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The man slunk off. I find it very difficult to describe how I was
affected by the discovery that Rosanna Spearman was missing. [
scemed to be in fifty different minds about it, all at the same time. In
that state, I stood staring at Sergeant Cuff - and my powers of lan-
guage quite failed me.

‘No, Mr Betteredge,” said the Sergeant, as if he had discovered the
uppermost thought in me, and was picking it out to be answered, be-
fore all the rest. “ Your young friend, Rosanna, won’t slip through my
fingers so casy as you think. As long as [ know where Miss Verinder is,
I have the means at my disposal of tracing Miss Verinder’s accomplice.
I prevented them from communicating last night. Very good. They
will get together at Frizinghall, instcad of getting together here. The
present inquiry must be simply shifted (rather sooner than Thad antici-
pated) from this house, to the house at which Miss Verinder is visiting.
In the meantime, I'm afraid I must trouble you to call the servants to-
gether again.’

[ went round with him to the servants’ hall. It is very disgraceful,
but it is not the less true, that I had another attack of the detective-
fever, when he said those last words. [ forgot that I hated Scrgeant
Cuff. I scized him confidentially by the arm. I said, ‘For goodness’
sake, tcll us what you are going to do with the scrvants now?’

The great Cuff stood stock-still, and addressed himself in a kind of
melancholy rapture to the empty air.

‘If this man,” said the Sergeant {(apparently meaning mc), ‘only
understood the growing of roses, he would be the most completcly
perfect character on the face of creation!” After that strong expression
of feeling, he sighed, and put his arm through mine. *This is how it
stands,” he said, dropping down again to business. ‘Rosanna has done
one of two things. She has cither gone direct to Frizinghall (before I
can get there), or she has gone first to visit her hiding-place at the
Shivering Sand. The first thing to find out is, which of the servants
saw the last of her before she left the house.”

On instituting this inquiry, it turned out that the last person who
had sct eyes on Rosanna was Nancy, the kitchen-maid.

Nancy had seen her slip out with a letter in her hand, and stop the
butcher’s man who had just been delivering some meat at the back
door. Nancy had heard her ask the man to post the letter when he got
back to Frizinghall. The man had looked at the address, and had said
it was a roundabout way of delivering a letter directed to Cobb’s Hole,
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to post it at Frizinghall - and that, morcover, on a Saturday, which
would prevent the letter from getting to its destination until Monday
morning. Rosanna had answered that the delivery of the letter being
delayed till Monday was of no importance. The only thing she wished
to be sure of was that the man would do what she told him. The man
had promised to do it, and had driven away. Nancy had been called
back to her work in the kitchen. And no other person had seen any-
thing afterwards of Rosanna Speacman.

“Well?” I asked, when we were alone again.

*Well,” says the Sergeant. ‘I must go to Frizinghall.’

‘About the letter, sir?’

*Yes. The memorandum of the hiding-place is in that letter. I must
sce the address at the post-office. If it is the address I suspect, Ishall pay
our friend, Mrs Yolland, another visit on Monday next.’

I went with the Scegeant to order the pony-chaise. In the stable-
yard we got a new light thrown on the missing girl.

CHAPTER XIX

Tre news of Rosanna’s disappearance had, as it appearced, spread
among the out-of-door scrvants. They too had made their inquiries;
and they had just laid hands on a quick little imp, nicknamed ‘Duffy’
- who was occasionally employed in weeding the garden, and who
liad seen Rosanna Spearman as lately as half an hour since. Duffy was
ceetain that the girl had passed him in the fie-plantation, not walking,
but running, in the direction of the sea-shore.

*Does this boy know the coast hereabouts?” asked Sergeant Cuff.

‘He has been born and bred on the coast,” T answered.

‘Duffy!” says the Sergeant, ‘do you want to earn a shilling? If you
do, come along with me. Keep the pony-chaise ready, Mr Betteredge,
till T come back.’

He started for the Shivering Sand, at a rate that my legs (though
well ecnough preserved for my time of lifc) had no hope of matching.
Little Duffy, as the way is with the young savages in our parts when
theyareinhighsspirits, gaveahowl, and trotted offat the Sergeant’s heels.

Here again, I find it impossible to give anything like a clear account
of the state of my mind in the interval after Sergeant Cuff had left us.
A curious and stupefying restlessness got possession of me. I did 2
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dozen different necdless things in and out of the house, not one of
which I can now remember. I don’t even know how long it was after
the Sergeant had gone to the sands, when Duffy came running back
with a message for me. Sergeant Cuff had given the boy a leaf tom out
of his pocket-book, on which was written in pencil, ‘Send me onc of
Rosanna Spearman’s boots, and be quick about it.’

I dispatched the first woman-servant 1 could find to Rosanna’s
room; and I sent the boy back to say that I myself would follow him
with the boot.

This, I am well aware, was not the quickest way to take of obeying
the directions which I had reccived. But I was resolved to sce for my-
self what new mystification was going on, before I trusted Rosanna'’s
boot in the Sergeant’s hands. My old notion of screening the girl, if I
could, seemed to have come back on me again, at the eleventh hour.
This state of fecling (to say nothing of the detective-fever) hurried me
off as soon as T had got the boot, at the nearest approach to a run which
a man turned seventy can rcasonably hope to make.

As 1 got near the shore, the clouds gathered black, and the rain came
down, drifting in great whitc sheets of water before the wind. I heard
the thunder of the sca on the sandbank at the mouth of the bay. A
little farther on, I passed the boy crouching for shelter under the lee of
the sandhills. Then 1 saw the raging sca, and the rollers tumbling in on
the sandbank, and the driven rain sweeping over the waters like a fly-
ing garment, and the yellow wilderness of the beach with one solitary
black figure standing on it - the figure of Sergeant Cuff.

He waved his hand towards the north when he first saw me. ‘Kecp
on that side!” he shouted. ‘And come on down here to me!’

I went down to him, choking for breath, with my heart leaping as
if it was like to Icap out of me. I was past speaking. I had a hundred
questions to put to him; and not onc of them would pass my lips. His
face frightened me. Isaw a look in his eyes which was a look of horror.
He snatched the boot out of my hand, and sct it in a footmark on the
sand, bearing south from us as we stood, and pointing straight to-
wards the rocky ledge called the South Spit. The mark was not yet
blurred out by the rain - and the girl’s boot fitted it to a hair.

The Sergeant pointed to the boot in the footmark, without saying a
word.

I caught at his arm, and tried to speak to him, and failed as I had
failed when I tried before. He went on, following the footsteps down
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and down to where the rocks and the sand joined. The South Spit was
just awash with the flowing tide; the waters heaved over the hidden
face of the Shivering Sand. Now this way, and now that, with an ob-
stinate paticnce that was dreadful to see, Scrgeant Cuff tried the boot
inthefootsteps, and alwaysfound it pointing the same way —straight to
the rocks. Hunt as he might, no sign could he find anywhere of the
footsteps walking from them.

He gave it up at last. Still keeping silence, he looked again at me;
and then he looked out at the waters before us, heaving in deeper and
deeper over the quicksand. I looked where he looked - and I saw his
thought in his face. A dreadful dumb trembling crawled all over me
on a sudden. I fell upon my knees on the beach.

“She has been back at the luding-place,’ I heard the Sergeant say to
himself. ‘Some fatal accident has happened to her on those rocks.”

The girl’s altered looks, and words, and actions ~ the numbed,
deadened way in which she listened to me, and spoke to me - when [
had found her sweeping the corridor but a few hours since, rosc up in
my mind, and warned me, even as the Sergeant spoke, that his guess
was wide of the dreadful truth. T tried to tell him of the fear that had
frozen me up. I tried to say, “The death she has died, Scrgeant, was a
death of her own seeking.” No! the words wouldn’t come. The dumb
trembling held me in its grip. I couldn’t feel the driving rain. I couldn’t
see the rising tide. As in the vision of a dream, the poor lost creature
came back before me. I saw her again as T had scen her in the past time
- on the morning when I went to fetch her into the house. I heard her
again, telling me that the Shivering Sand seemed to draw her to it
against her will, and wondering whether her grave was waiting for
her there. The horror of it struck at me, in some unfathomable way,
through my own child. My girl was just her age. My girl, tried as
Rosanna was tried, might have lived that miserable life, and died this
dreadful death.

The Sergeant kindly lifted me up, and turned me away from the
sight of the place where she had perished.

With that relief, I began to fetch my breath again, and to sce things
about me, as things really were. Looking towards the sandhills, I saw
the men-servants from out-of-doors, and the fisherman, named Yol-
land, all running down to us together; and all, having taken the alarm,
calling out to know if the girl had been found. In the fewest words,
the Scrgeant showed them the evidence of the footmarks, and told
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them that a fatal accident must have happened to her. He then picked
out the fisherman from the rest, and put a question to him, turning
about again towards the sca. “Tell me,” he said; ‘could a boat have
taken her off, in such weather as this, from those rocks where her foot~
marks stop?’

The fisherman pointed to the rollers tumbling in on the sandbank,
and to the great waves leaping up in clouds of foam against the head-~
lands on cither side of us.

‘No boat that cver was built,” he answered, “could have got to her
through that.’

Sergeant Cuff looked for the last time at the footmarks on the sand,
which the rain was now fast blurring out.

“There,” he said, ‘is the evidence that she can’t have left this place by
land. And here,’ he went on, looking at the fisherman, ‘is the evidence
that she can’t have got away by sea.’ He stopped, and considered for a
minute. ‘She was seen running towards this place, half an hour before
I got here from the house,” he said to Yolland. ‘ Some time has passed
since then. Call it, altogether, an hour ago. How high would the water.
be, at that time, on this side of the rocks?” He pointed to the south
side — otherwise, the side which was not filled up by the quicksand.

‘As the tide makes to-day,” said the fisherman, *there wouldn’t have
been water enough to drown a kitten on that side of the Spit, an hour.

L,
since.

Sergeant Cuff turned about northward, towards the quicksand.

‘How much on this side?’ he asked.

‘Lessstill, answered Yolland. ‘ The Shivering Sand would have been:
just awash, and no more.’

The Sergeant turned to me, and said that the accident must have
happened on the side of the quicksand. My tonguc was loosened at:
that. ‘No accident!” I told him. *When she came to this place, she
came, weary of her life, to end it here.”

He started back from me. ‘How do you know?’ he asked. The rest
of them crowded round. The Sergeant recovered himself instantly. He
put them back from me; he said I was an old man; he said the dis-
covery had shaken me; he said, ‘Let him alonc a little.” Then he turned
to Yolland, and asked, ‘Is therc any chance of finding her, when the
tide ebbs again?’ And Yolland answered, ‘Nonc. What the Sand gets,
the Sand keeps for cver.” Having said that, the fisherman came 2 step.
nearer, and addressed himself to me.
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‘Mr Betteredge,” he said, ‘I have a word to say to you about the
young woman’s death. Four foot out, broadwisc, along the side of the
Spit, there’s a shelf of rock, about half fathom down under the sand.
My question is — why didn’t she strike that? If she slipped, by accident,
from off the Spit, she fell in where there’s foothold at the bottom, at a
depth that would barcly cover her to the waist. She must have waded
out, or jumnped out, into the Deeps beyond - or she wouldn’t be miss-
ing now. No accident, sir! The Decps of the Quicksand have got her.
And they have got her by her own act.”

After that testimony from a man whose knowledge was to be relied
on, the Sergeant was silent. The rest of us, like him, held our peace.
With one accord, we all turned back up the slope of the beach.

At the sand-hillocks we were met by the undergroom running to
us from the house. The lad is 2 good lad, and has an honest respect for
me. He handed me a little note, with a decent sorrow in his face.
‘Penclope sent me with this, Mr Betteredge,” he said. *She found it in
Rosanna’s roomn.’

It was her last farewell word to the old man who had done his best -
thank God, always donc his best - to befriend her.

‘You have often forgiven me, Mr Betteredge, in past times. When
you next sec the Shivering Sand, try to forgive me once more. I have
found my grave wherc my grave was waiting for me. I have lived, and
died, sir, grateful for your kindness.’

There was no more than that. Little as it was, I hadn’t manhood
cnough to hold up against it. Your tears come easy, when you're
young, and beginning the world. Your tears come casy, when you're
old, and leaving it. I burst out crying.

Sergcant Cuff took a step nearer to me ~ meaning kindly, 1 don’t
doubt. I shrank back from him. ‘Don’t touch me,’ I said. ‘It’s the
dread of you that has driven her to it.”

“You are wrong, Mr Betteredge,” he answered quictly. ‘But there
will be time enough to spcak of it when we are indoors again.’

I followed the rest of them, with the help of the groom’s arm.
Through the driving rain we went back — to meet the trouble and the
terror that were waiting for us at the house.
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CHAPTER XX

THosE in front had spread the news before us. We found the ser-
vants in a state of panic. As we passed my lady’s door, it was thrown
open violently from the inner side. My mistress came out among us
{with Mr Franklin following, and trying vainly to composc her),
quite beside herself with the horror of the thing.

“You are answerable for this!’ she cried out, threatening the Ser-
geant wildly with her hand. ‘Gabricl! give that wretch his money -
and release me from the sight of him!’

The Sergeant was the only one among us who was fit to cope with
her - being the only onc among us who was in possession of himself.

‘I am no more answerable for this distressing calamity, my lady,
than you are,” he said. ‘If, in half an hour from this, you still insist on
my leaving the house, I will accept your ladyship’s dismissal, but not
your ladyship’s money.’

It was spoken very respectfully, but very firmly at the same time -
and it had its cffect on my mistress as well as on me. She suffered Mr
Franklin to lead her back into the room. As the door closed on the
two, the Sergeant, looking about among the women-servants in his
obscrvant way, noticed that while all the rest were merely frightened,
Penclope was in tears. “When your father has changed his wet clothes,’
he said to her, ‘come and speak to us, in your father’s room.’

Before the half-hour was out, [ had got my dry clothes on, and had
lent Scrgeant Cuff such change of drcss as he required. Penclope canie
in to us to hear what the Sergeant wanted with her. I don’t think I ever
felt what a good dutiful daughter I 'had, so strongly as I felt it at that
moment. [ took her and sat her on my knee — and I prayed God bless
her. She hid her head on my bosom, and put her arms round my neck
~and we waited a little while in silence. The poor dead girl must have
been at the bottom of it, I think, with my daughter and with me. The
Sergeant went to the window and stood there looking out. I thought
it right to thank him for considering us both in this way - and [ did.

Pcople in high life have all the luxuries to themsclves ~ among
others, the luxury of indulging their feclings. People in low life have
no such privilege. Necessity, which spares our betters, has no pity on
us. We learn to put our feclings back into oursclves, and to jog on with
our duties as paticntly as may be. I don’t complain of this - I only
notice it. Penclope and I were ready for the Sergeant, as soon as the
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Sergeant was ready on his side. Asked if she knew what had led her
fellow-servant to destroy herself, my daughter answered (as you will
forcsce) that it was for love of Mr Franklin Blake. Asked next, if she
had mentioned this notion of hers to any other person, Penelope an-
swered, ‘Thave not mentioned it, for Rosanna’s sake.” I felt it necessary
to add a word to this. I said, ‘And for Mr Franklin’s sake, my dear, as
well. If Rosanna has died for love of him, it is not with his knowledge
or by his fault. Let him leave the house to-day, if he docs leave it, with-
out the uscless pain of knowing the truth.” Sergeant Cuff said, ‘Quite
right,” and fell silent again; comparing Penclope’s notion (as it secmed
to me) with some other notion of his own which he kept to himself.

At the end of the half-hour my mistress’s bell rang.

On my way to answer it, [ met Mr Franklin coming out of his
aunt’s sitting-room. He mentioned that her ladyship was ready to see
Sergeant Cuff - in my presence as before — and he added that he him-
sclf wanted to say twowords to the Sergeant first. On ourway back to
my room, he stopped, and looked at the railway time-table in the hall.

‘Are you really going to leave us, sir?’ I asked. ‘Miss Rachel will
surcly come right again, if you only give her time?’

* She will come right again,” answered Mr Franklin, ‘when she hears
that I have gone away, and that she will sce me no more.’

I thought he spoke in resentment of my young lady’s trcatment of
him. But it was not so. My mistress had noticed, from the time when
the police first came into the house, that the bare mention of him was
enough to set Miss Rachel’s temper in a flame. He had been too fond
of his cousin to like to confess this to himself, until the truth had been
forced on him, when she drove off to her aunt’s. His eyes once opened
in that cruel way which you know of, Mr Franklin had taken his reso-
lution ~ the one resolution which a man of any spirit could take - to
leave the house.

What he had to say to the Sergeant was spoken in my presence. He
described her ladyship as willing to acknowledge that she had spoken
over-hastily. And he asked if Sergeant Cuff would consent - in that
casc — to accept his fee, and to leave the matter of the Diamond where
the matter stood now. The Sergeant answered, ‘No, sir. My fec is paid
me for doing my duty. I decline to take it, until my duty is done.’

‘I don’t understand you,’ says Mr Franklin.

‘I'll explain myself, sir,” says the Sergeant. “When I came here, 1
undertook to throw the necessary light on the matter of the missing
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Diamond. I am now ready, and waiting, to redeem my pledge. When
I have stated the case to Lady Verinder as the case now stands, and
when I have told her plainly what course of action to take for the re-
covery of the Moonstone, the responsibility will be off my shoulders.
Let her ladyship decide, after that, whether she does, or does not, allow
me to go on. [ shall then have done what I undertook to do - and I'll
take my fee.’

In those words Sergeant Cuff reminded us that, even in the Detec-
tive Police, 2 man may have a reputation to lose.

The view he took was so plainly the right one, that there was no
more to be said. As I rose to conduct him to my lady’s room, he asked
if Mr Franklin wished to be present. Mr Franklin answered, ‘Not un-
less Lady Verinder desires it.” He added, in a whisper to me, as 1 was
following the Sergeant out, ‘I know what that man is going to say
about Rachel; and I am too fond of her to hear it, and keep my tem-
per. Leave me by myself.’

I left him, miserable enough, leaning on the sill of my window, with
his face hidden in his hands — and Penelope peeping through the door,
longing to comfort him. In Mr Franklin's place, I should have called
her in. When you are ill-used by one woman, there is great comfort
in telling it to another - because, nine times out of ten, the other al-
ways takes your side. Perhaps, when my back was turned, he did call
her in? In that case, it is only doing my daughter justice to declare that
she would stick at nothing, in the way of comforting Mr Franklin Blake.

In the meantime, Sergcant Cuff and I proceeded to my lady’s room.

At the last conference we had held with her, we had found her not
over willing to lift her eyes from the book which she had on the table.
On this occasion there was a change for the better. She met the Ser-
_geant’s eye with an eye that was as steady as his own. The family
spirit showed itsclf in every line of her face; and Tknew that Sergeant
Cuff would meet his match, when a woman like my mistress was
strung up to hear the worst he could say to her.

CHAPTER XXI

THE first words, when we had taken our scats, were spoken by my
lady.

*Sergeant Cuff;’ she said, “there was perhaps some excuse for the in-
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considerate manner in which I spoke to you half an hour since. T have
no wish, however, to claim that excusc. 1 say with perfect sincerity,
that I regret it, if I wronged you.’

The grace of voice and manner with which she made him that
atonement had its duc cffect on the Sergeant. He requested permission
to justify himself - putting his justification as an act of respect to my
mistress. It was impossible, he said, that he could be in any way re-
sponsible for the calamity which had shocked us all, for this sufficient
rcason, that his success in bringing his inquiry to its proper cnd de-
pended on his ncither saying nor doing anything that could alarm
Rosanna Spearman. He appealed to me to testify whether he had, or
had not, carried that object out. I could, and did, bear witness that he
had. And there, as I thought, the matter might have been judiciously
left to come to an cnd.

Sergeant Cuff, however, took it a step further, cvidently (as you
shall now judge) with the purpose of forcing the most painful of all
possible explanations to take place between her ladyship and himself.

‘I have heard a motive assigned for the young woman’s suicide,’
said the Sergeant, ‘which may possibly be the right one. It is a motive
quite unconnected with the case which I am conducting here. T am
bound to add, however, that my own opinion points the other way.
Somc unbearable anxicty in connexion with the missing Diamond has,
I believe, driven the poor creature to her own destruction. I don’t pre-
tend to know what that unbearable anxicty may have been. But 1
think (with your ladyship’s permission) I can lay my hand on a person
who is capable of deciding whether I am right or wrong.

‘Is the person now in the house?” my mistress asked, after waiting a
fitele.

*The person has left the house, my lady.”

The answer pointed as straight to Miss Rachel as straight could be.
A silence dropped on us which I thought would never come to an end.
Lord! how the wind howled, and how the rain drove at the window,
as T sat there waiting for one or other of them to speak again!

‘Be so good as to cxpress yourself plainly,” said my lady. ‘Do you
rcfer to my daughter?’

‘I do,” said Sergeant Cuff, in so many words.

My mistress had her cheque-book on the table when we entered the
room - no doubt to pay the Sergeant his fee. She now put it back in
the drawer. It went to my heart to sec how her poor hand trembled -
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the hand that had loaded her old servant with benefits; the hand that,
I pray God, may take minc, when my time comes, and I leave my
place for ever!

‘I had hoped,” said my lady, very slowly and quictly, ‘to have re-
compensed your services, and to have parted with you without Miss
Verinder’s name having been openly mentioned between us as it has
been mentioned now. My nephew has probably said something of
this, before you came into my room?’

‘Mr Blake gave his message, my Jady. And I gave Mr Blake a
reason - -’

‘Tt is ncedless to tell me your reason. After what you have just said,
you know as well as I do that you have gonc too far to go back. I
owe it to mysclf, and I owe it to my child, to insist on your remaining
here, and to insist on your spcaking out.’

The Scrgeant looked at his watch.

‘If there had been time, my lady,” he answered, ‘I should have pre-
ferred writing my report, instcad of communicating it by word of
mouth. But, if this inquiry is to go on, time is of too much import-
ance to be wasted in writing. I am ready to go into the matter at once.
It is a very painful matter for me to speak of, and for you to hear - -

There my mistress stopped him once more.

‘I may possibly make it less painful to you, and to my good scrvant
and friend here,” she said, ‘if I sct the example of speaking boldly, on
my side. You suspect Miss Verinder of deceiving us all, by secreting
the Diamond for somc purpose of her own? Is that true?’

‘Quite true, my lady.’

‘Very well. Now, before you begin, I have to tell you, as Miss
Verinder’s mother, that she is absolutely incapable of doing what you
suppose her to have done. Your knowledge of her character dates from
a day or two since. My knowledge of her character dates from the be-
ginning of her life. State your suspicion of her as strongly as you
please — it is impossible that you can offend me by doing so. [ am sure,
beforchand, that (with all your experience) the circumstances have
fatally misled you in this case. Mind! I am in possession of no private
information. I am as absolutely shut out of my dauglter’s confidence
as you are. My onc reason for speaking positively, is the reason you
have heard alrcady. I know my child.’

She turned to me, and gave me her hand. I kissed it in silence. ‘You
may go on,’ she said, facing the Sergeant again as steadily as ever.
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Sergeant Cuff bowed. My mistress had produced but onc effect on
him. His hatchet-face softencd for a moment, as if he was sorry for
her. As to shaking him in his own conviction, it was plain to sec that
she had not moved him by a single inch. He settled himself in his
chair; and he began his vile attack on Miss Rachel’s character in these
words:

‘I must ask your ladyship,” he said, *to look this matter in the face,
from my point of view as well as from yours. Will you please to sup-
pose yourself coming down here, in my place, and with my experi-
ence ? and will you allow me to mention very briefly what that experi-
ence has been?’

My mistress signed to him that she would do this. The Sergcant
went on:

‘For the last twenty years,” he said, ‘I have becen largely employed
in cascs of family scandal, acting in the capacity of confidential man.
The one result of my domestic practice which has any bearing on the
matter now in hand, is a result which I may state in two words. It is
well within my experience, that young ladics of rank and position do
occasionally have private debts which they dare not acknowledge to
their nearest relatives and friends. Sometimes the milliner and the
jeweller are at the bottom of it. Sometimes the money is wanted for
purposes which I don’t suspect in this case, and which I won’t shock
you by mentioning. Bear in mind what I have said, my lady - and
now let us sce how events in this house have forced me back on my
own expericnce, whether Iliked it or not!’

He considered with himsclf for a moment, and went on - with a
horrid clearness that obliged you to understand him; with an abomin-
able justice that favoured nobody.

‘My first information tclating to the loss of the Moonstone,” said
the Sergeant, ‘came to me from Superintendent Seegrave. He proved
to my complete satisfaction that he was perfectly incapable of manag-
ing the casc. The one thing he said which struck me as worth listening
to, was this ~ that Miss Verinder had declined to be questioned by
him, and had spoken to him witli a perfectly incomprehensible rude-
ness and contempt. I thought this curious — but I attributed it mainly
to some clumsiness on the Superintendent’s part which might have
offended the young lady. After that, I put it by in my mind, and ap-
plied myself, single-handed, to the case. It ended, as you are aware, in
the discovery of the smear on the door, and in Mr Franklin Blake’s
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cevidence satisfying me, that this same smear, and the loss of the Dia~
mond, were pieces of the same puzzle. So far, if I suspected anything,
I suspected that the Moonstone had been stolen, and that one of the
servants might prove to be the thicf. Very good. In this state of things,
what happens? Miss Verinder suddenly comes out of her room, and
speaks to me. [ obscrve three suspicious appearances in that young
lady. She is still violently agitated, though morce than four-and-twenty
hours have passed since the Diamond was lost. She treats me, as she
has alrcady treated Superintendent Scegrave. And she is mortally
offended with Mr Franklin Blake. Very good again. Here (I say to
myself) is 2 young lady who has lost a valuable jewel - a young lady,
also, as my own cycs and ears inform me, who is of an impetuous.
temperament. Under these circumstances, and with that character,
vthat does she do? She betrays an incomprehensible resentment
against Mr Blake, Mr Superintendent, and myself - otherwise, the
very three people who have all, in their different ways, been trying to
help her to recover her lost jewel. Having brought my inquiry to that
point ~ then, my lady, and not till then, I begin to look back into my
own mind for my own expericnce. My own experience explains Miss
Verinder's otherwisc incomprehensible conduct. It associates her with
those other young ladies that I know of. Tt tells me she has debts she
daren’t acknowledge, that must be paid. And it sets me asking myself,
whether the loss of the Diamond may not mean ~ that the Diamond
must be secretly pledged to pay them. That is the conclusion which
my expericnce draws from plain facts. What does your ladyship’s ex~
perience say against it?’

“What T have said already,” answered my mistress. “The circum-
stances have misled you.’

I said nothing on my side. Robinson Crusee - God knows how - had
got into my muddled old head. If Sergeant Cuff had found himself,
that moment, transported to a desert island, without a man Friday to
keep him company, or a ship to take him off - he would have found
himself exactly where I wished him to be! (Nota bene: ~ I am an aver-
age good Christian, when you don’t push my Christianity too far.
And all the rest of you - which is a great comfort - are, in this respect,
much the samme as I am.)

Sergeant Cuff went on:

‘Right or wrong, my lady,’ he said, ‘having drawn my conclusion,
the next thing to do was to put it to the test. I suggested to your lady-
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ship the examination of all the wardrobes in the house. It was a means
of finding the article of dress which had, in all probability, made the
smear; and it was a means of putting my conclusion to the test. How
did it turn out? Your ladyship consented; Mr Blake consented; Mr
Ablewhite consented. Miss Verinder alone stopped the whole pro-
ceeding by refusing point-blank. That result satisfied me that my view
was the right onec. If your ladyship and Mr Betteredge persist in not
agrecing with me, you must be blind to what happened before you
this very day. In your hearing, I told the young lady that her leaving
the house (as things were then) would put an obstacle in the way of
my recovering her jewel. You saw yourselves that she drove off in the
face of that statcment. You saw yoursclves that, so far from forgiving
Mr Blake for having done more than all the rest of you to put the clue
into my hands, she publicly insulted Mr Blake, on the steps of her
mother’s house. What do these things mean? If Miss Verinder is not
privy to the suppression of the Diamond, what do these things mean?’

This time he looked my way. It was downright frightful to hear
him piling up proof after proof against Miss Rachel, and to know,
while one was longing to defend her, that there was no disputing the
truth of what he said. T am (thank God!) constitutionally superior to
reason. This cnabled me to hold firm to my lady’s view, which was
my view also. This roused my spirit, and made me put a bold face on
it before Sergeant Cuff. Profit, good friends, I bescech you, by my
example. It will save you from many troubles of the vexing sort.
Cultivate a superiority to rcason, and scc how you pare the claws of
all the sensible people when they try to scratch you for your own
good!

Finding that I madc no remark, and that my mistress made no re-
mark, Scrgeant Cuff proceeded. Lord! how it did cnrage me to notice
that lic was not in the least put out by our silence!

“There is the casc, my lady, as it stands against Miss Verinder alone,’
he said. “The next thing is to put the case as it stands against Miss
Verinder and the deccased Rosanna Spearman, taken together. We
will go back for a moment, if you please, to your daughter’s refusal to
let her wardrobe be examined. My mind being made up, after that
circumstance, I had two questions to consider next. First, as to the
right method of conducting my inquiry. Second, as to whether Miss
Verinder had an accomplice among the female servants in the housc.
After carefully thinking it over, I determined to conduct the inquiry
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in, what we should call at our office, a highly irregular manner. For
this reason: I had a family scandal to deal with, which it was my busi-
ness to keep within the family limits. The less noisc made, and the
fewer strangers employed to help me, the better. As to the usual
course of taking people in custody on suspicion, going before the
magistrate, and all the rest of it ~ nothing of the sort was to be thought
of, when your ladyship’s daughter was (as I believed) at the bottom of
the whole business. In this case I felt that a person of Mr Betteredge’s
character and position in the house - knowing the scrvants as he did,
and having the honour of the family at heart ~ would be safer to take
as an assistant than any other person whom I could lay my hand on. I
should have tricd Mr Blake as well - but for one obstacle in the way.
He saw the drift of my proceedings at a very carly date; and, with his
interest in Miss Verinder, any mutual understanding was impossible
between him and me. [ trouble your Jadyship with these particulars to
show you that I have kept the family secret within the family circle.
I am the only outsider who knows it ~ and my professional existence
depends on holding my tongue.’

Here I felt that my professional existence depended on not holding
my tongue. To be held up before my mistress, in my old age, as a sort
of deputy-policeman, was, once again, more than my Christianity was
strong enough to hear. \

‘I beg to inform your ladyship,’ I said, ‘that I never, to my know-
ledge, helped this abominable detective business, in any way, from first
to last; and I summon Sergeant Cuff to contradict me, if he dares!’

Having given vent in those words, I felt greatly rclicved. Her lady-
ship honoured me by a little friendly pat on the shoulder. I looked
with rightcous indignation at the Sergeant to sec what he thought of
such a testimony as that. The Scrgeant looked back like a lamb, and
scemed to like me better than ever.

My lady informed him that he might continue his statement. ‘I
understand,” she said, ‘ that you have honestly done your best, in what
you belicve to be my interest. I am ready to hear what you have to say
next.’

‘What I have to say next,” answered Scrgeant Cuff, ‘relates to
Rosanna Spearman. I recognized the young woman, as your ladyship
may remember, when she brouglt the washing-book into this room.
Up to that time I was inclined to doubt whether Miss Verinder had
trusted her secret to any one. When I'saw Rosanna, I altered my mind.

173



I suspected her at once of being privy to the suppression of the Dia-
mond. The poor creature has met her death by a dreadful end, and 1
don’t want your ladyship to think, now she’s gone, that I was unduly
hard on her. If this had been a common case of thieving, I should have
given Rosanna the benefit of the doubt just as frecly as I should have
given it to any of the other servants in the house. Our experience of
the Reformatory women is, that when tried in service — and when
kindly and judiciously trcated - they prove themselves in the majority
of cases to be honestly penitent, and honestly worthy of the pains
taken with them. But this was not a common case of thieving. It was
a case — in my mind - of a deeply planned fraud, with the owner of
the Diamond at the bottom of it. Holding this view, the first con-
sideration which naturally presented itself to me, in connexion with
Rosanna, was this. Would Miss Verinder be satisfied (begging your
ladyship’s pardon) with leading us all to think that the Moonstonc was
mercly lost? Or would she go a step further, and delude us into be-
lieving that the Moonstone was stolen? In the latter event there was
Rosanna Spearman — with the character of a thicf - ready to her hand;
the person of all others to lead your ladyship off, and to lead me off,
on a falsc scent.

Was it possible (I asked myself) that he could put his case agains:
Miss Rachel and Rosanna in a more horrid point of view than this?
It was possible, as you shall now scc.

‘I had another reason for suspecting the deccased woman,’ he said,
“which appears to me to have been stronger still. Who would be the
very person to help Miss Verinder in raising money privately on the
Diamond? Rosanna Spearman. No young lady in Miss Verinder’s
position could manage such a risky matter as that by herself. A go-
between she must have, and who so fit, I ask again, as Rosanna Spear-
man? Your ladyship’s deceased housemaid was at the top of her pro-
fession when she was a thicf. She had relations, to my certain know-
ledge, with one of the few men in London (in the money-lending
line) who would advance a large sum on such a notable jewel as the
Moonstone, without asking awkward questions, or insisting on awk-
ward conditions. Bear this in mind, my lady; and now let me show
you how my suspicions have been justified by Rosanna’s own acts,
and by the plain inferences to be drawn from them.’

Hec thereupon passed the whole of Rosanna’s proceedings under re-
view. You arc alrcady as well acquainted with those proceedings as I
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am; and you will understand how unanswerably this part of his report
fixed the guilt of being concerned in the disappearance of the Moon-
stone on the memory of the poor dead girl. Even my mistress was
daunted by what he said now. She madc him no answer when he had
done. It didn't scem to matter to the Scrgeant whether he was an-
swered or not. On he went (devil take him!), just as steady as ever.

‘Having stated the whole casc as I understand it,” he said, ‘T have
only to tell your ladyship, now, what I propose to do next. I see two
ways of bringing this inquiry successfully to an end. One of those
ways I look upon as a certainty. The other, I admit, is a bold experi-
ment, and nothing more. Your ladyship shall decide. Shall we take the
certainty first?’

My mistress made him a sign to take his own way, and choose for
himself.

‘Thank you,’” said the Sergeant. ‘Wc'll begin with the certainty, as
your ladyship is so good as to leave it to me. Whether Miss Verinder
remains at Frizinghall, or whether she returns here, I propose, in cither
case, to kecp a carcful watch on all her proceedings - on the people she
sces, on the rides and walks she may take, and on the letters she may
write and receive.’

*What next?” asked my mistress.

‘I shall next,” answered the Scrgeant, ‘request your ladyship’s leave
to introduce into the house, as a servant in the place of Rosanna Spear-
man, 2 woman accustomed to private inquirics of this sort, for whosce
discretion I can answer.’

“What next?’ repeated my muistress.

‘Next,” proceeded the Sergeant, ‘and last, I propose to send onc of
my brother-officers to make an arrangement with that money-lender
in London, whom I mentioned just now as formerly acquainted with
Rosanna Spearman - and whose name and address, your ladyship may
rely on it, have been communicated by Rosanna to Miss Verinder. I
don’t deny that the course of action I am now suggesting will cost
money, and consume time. But the result is certain. We run a line
round the Moonstone, and we draw that line closer and closer till we
find it in Miss Verinder’s possession, supposing she decides to keep it.
If her debts press, and she decides on sending it away, then we have
our man recady, and we meet the Moonstone on its arrival in London.’

To hear her own daughter made the subject of such a proposal as
this, stung my mistress into speaking angrily for the first time.
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‘Consider your proposal declined, in cvery particular,” she said.
‘And go on to your other way of bringing the inquiry to an end.’

‘My other way,’ said the Scrgeant, going on as casy as ever, ‘is to
try that bold experiment to which I have alluded. I think Ihave form-
ed a pretty correct estimate of Miss Verinder’s temperament. She is
quite capable (according to my belief) of committing a daring fraud.
But she is too hot and impetuous in temper, and too little accustomed
1o deceit as a habit, to act the hypocrite in small things, and to restrain
herself under all provocations. Her feclings, in this casc, have repeated-
ly got beyond her control, at the very time when it was plainly her in-
terest to conceal them. It is on this peculiarity in her character that I
now propose to act. I want to give her a great shock suddenly, under
circumnstances that will touch her to the quick. In plain English, I want
to tell Miss Verinder, without a word of warning, of Rosanna’s death
- on the chance that her own better feclings will hurry her into mak-
ing a clean breast of it. Docs your ladyship accept that alternative?’

My mistress astonished me beyond all power of expression. She
answered him on the instant:

‘Yes; I do.”

“The pony-chaisc is ready,” said the Sergeant. ‘T wish your ladyship
good-morming.’

My lady held up her hand, and stopped him at the door.

‘My daughter’s better feelings shall be appealed to, as you propose,’
she said. ‘But I claim the right, as her mother, of putting her to the test
myself. You will remain here, if youplease; andI'will gotoFrizinghall.’

For once in his life, the great Cuff stood speechless with amazement,
like an ordinary man.

My mistress rang the bell, and ordered her waterproof things. It
was still pouring with rain; and the close cardage had gone, as you
know, with Miss Rachel to Frizinghall. I tried to dissuade her lady-
ship from facing the severity of the weather. Quite uscless! I asked
leave to go with her, and hold the umbrella. She wouldn’t hear of it.
The pony-chaisc came round, with the groom in charge. “You may
rely on two things,” she said to Sergeant Cuff, in the hall. ‘T will try
the experiment on Miss Verinder as boldly as you could try it your-
sclf. And I will inform you of the result, cither personally or by letter,
before the last train leaves for London to-night.’

With that, she stepped into the chaisc, and, taking the reins herself,
drove off to Frizinghall.
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CHAPTER XXII

My mistress having left us, I had leisure to think of Sergeant Cuff. 1
found him sitting in a snug comer of the hall, consulting his memo-
randum book, and curling up viciously at the corners of the lips.

‘Making notes of the casc?’ I asked.

‘No,’ said the Sergeant. ‘Looking to sec what my next professional
cngagement is.”

‘Oh!’ Isaid. ‘You think it’s all over, then, here?’

‘I think,” answered Scrgeant Cuff, *that Lady Verinder s one of the
clevercst women in England. I also think a rosc much better worth
looking at than a diamond. Where is the gardener, Mr Betteredge ?”

There was no getting a word more out of him on the matter of the
Moonstone. He had lost all interest in his own inquiry; and he would
persist in looking for the gardener. An hour afterwards, I heard them
at high words in the conservatory, with the dog rose once more at the
bottom of the dispute.

In the meantime, it was my business to find out whether Mr Franklin
persisted in his resolution to leave us by the afternoon train. After hav-
ing been informed of the conference in my lady’s room, and of how
it had ended, he immediately decided on waiting to hear the news
from Frizinghall. This very natural alteration in his plans — which,
with ordinary people, would have led to nothing in particular -
proved, in Mr Franklin's case, to have one objectionable result. It left
him unsettled, with a legacy of idle time on his hands, and in so doing,
it let out all the foreign sides of his character, one on the top of another,
like rats out of a bag.

Now as an Italian-Englishman, now as a German-Englishman,
and now as a French-Englishman, he drifted in and out of all the sit-
ting-rooms in the house, with nothing to talk of but Miss Rachel’s
treatment of him; and with nobody to address himself to but me. 1
found him (for cxample) in the library, sitting under the map of
Modern Italy, and quite unaware of any other method of meeting his
troubles, cxcept the method of talking about them. ‘I have several
worthy aspirations, Bettcredge; but what am I to do with them now?
Lam full of dormant good qualitics, if Rachel would only have helped
me to bring them out!” He was so cloquent in drawing the picture of
his own ncglected merits, and so pathetic in lamenting over it when
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it was done, that [ felt quite at my wits’ end how to console him, when
it suddenly occurred to me that here was a case for the wholesome
application of a bit of Robinson Crusoe. I hobbled out to my own
room, and hobbled back with that immortal book. Nobody in the
library! The map of Modern Italy stared at me; and T stared at the
map of Modern Italy.

I tried the drawing-room. There was his handkerchief on the foor,
to prove that he had drifted in. And there was the empty room to
prove that he had drifted out again.

I tried the dining-rooin, and discovered Samuel with a biscuit and a
glass of sherry, silently investigating the empty air. A minute since,
Mr Franklin had rung furiously for a little light refreshment. On its
production, in a violent hurry, by Samuel, Mr Franklin had vanished
before the bell downstairs had quite done ringing with the pull he had
given to it.

I tricd the morning-room, and found him at last. There he was at
the window, drawing hicroglyphics with his finger in the damp on the
class.

“Your sherry is waiting for you, sir,’ I said to him. I might as well
have addressed myself to onc of the four walls of the room; he was
down in the bottomless deep of his own meditations, past all pulling
up. ‘How do you explain Rachel’s conduct, Betteredge?” was the only
answer I received. Not being ready with the needful reply, I produced
Robinson Crusoe, in which I am firmly persuaded some explanation
might have been found, if we had only scarched long enough for it.
Mr Franklin shut up Robinson Crusoe, and floundered into his German~
English gibberish on the spot. *Why not look into it?” he said, as if I
had personally objected to looking into it. “Why the devil lose your
patience, Betteredge, when patience is all that’s wanted to arrive at the
trath? Don’t interrupt me. Rachel’s conduct is perfectly intelligible,
if you will only do her the common justice to take the Objective view
first, and the Subjective view next, and the Objective-Subjective view
to wind up with. What do we know? We know that the loss of the
Moonstone, on Thursday morning last, threw her into a state of ner-
vous excitement, from which she has not recovered yet. Do you mean
to deny the Objective view, so far? Very well, then — don’t interrupt
me. Now, being in a statc of nervous cxcitement, how are we to cx-
pect that she should behave as she might otherwise have behaved to
any of the people about her? Arguing in this way, from within out-

~
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wards, what do we reach? We reach the Subjective view. I defy you
to controvert the Subjective view. Very well then — what follows?
Good heavens! the Objective-Subjective cxplanation follows, of
course! Rachel, properly speaking, is not Rachel, but Somebody Else.
Do I mind being cruelly treated by Somebody Else? You are un-
rcasonable enough, Betteredge; but you can hardly accuse me of
that. Then how does it end ? It ends, in spitc of your confounded Eng-
lish narrowness and prejudice, in my being perfectly happy and com-
fortable. Where's the sherry?'

My head was by this time in such a condition, that I was not quite
surc whether it was my own head, or Mr Franklin’s. In this deplor-
able state, [ contrived to do, what I take to have been, three Objective
things. I got Mr Franklin his sherry; I retired to my own room, and 1
solaced mysclf with the most composing pipe of tobacco I ever re-
member to have smoked in my lifc.

Don’t suppose, however, that I was quit of Mr Franklin on such
easy terms as these. Drifting again, out of the morning-room into the
hall, he found his way to the offices next, smelt my pipe, and was in-
stantly reminded that he had been simple enough to give up smoking
for Miss Rachel’s sake. In the twinkling of an eye, he burst in on me
with his cigarcase, and came out strong on the one everlasting sub-
ject, in his neat, witty, unbelieving, French way. ‘Give me a light,
Betteredge. Is it conceivable that a man can have smoked as long as [
have, without discovering that there is a complete system for the
treatment of women at the bottom of his cigar-case? Follow me
carefully, and I will prove it in two words. You choose a cigar,
you try it, and it disappoints you. What do you do upon that?
You throw it away and try another. Now observe the application?
You choose 2 woman, you try her, and she breaks your heart.
Fool! take a lesson from your cigar-case. Throw her away, and try
another!’

I shook my head at that. Wonderfully clever, I dare say, but my
own expcrience was dead against it. ‘In the time of the late Mrs Bet~
teredge,’ I said, ‘I felt pretty often inclined to try your philosophy,
Mr Franklin. But the law insists on your smoking your cigar, sir,
when you have once chosen it.’ I pointed that observation with a wink.
Mr Franklin burst out Jaughing - and we were as merry as crickets,
until the next new side of his character turned up in due course. So,
things went on with my young master and me; and so (while the Ser-
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geant and the gardener were wrangling over the roses) we two spent
the interval before the news came back from Frizinghall.

The pony-chaise returned a good half-hour before I had ventured to
expect it. My lady had decided to remain for the present at her sister’s
house. The groom brought two letters from his mistress; one ad-
dressed to Mr Franklin, and the other to me.

Mr Franklin’s letter I sent to him in the library - into which refuge
his driftings had now taken him for the sccond time. My own letter I
read in my own room. A cheque, which dropped out when I opened
it, informed me (before I had mastered the contents) that Sergeant
Cuff’s dismissal from the inquiry after the Moonstone was now a
settled thing.

I sent to the conservatory to say that I wished to speak to the Ser-
geant directly. He appeared, with his mind full of the gardener and
the dog rose, declaring that the equal of Mr Begbic for obstinacy
never had existed yet, and never would exist again. I requested him to
dismiss such wretched trifling as this from our conversation, and to
give his best attention to a really serious matter. Upon that he exerted
himself sufficiently to notice the letter in my hand. ‘Ah!” he said, in a
weary way, ‘you have heard from her ladyship. Have I anything to do
with it, Mr Betteredge?’

*You shall judge for yourself, Sergeant.’ I thercupon read him the
letter (with my best emphasis and discretion), in the following
words:

My Goop GABRIEL, - I request that you will inform Sergeant Cuff,
that I have performed the promise I made to him; with this result, so far
as Rosanna Spearman is concerned. Miss Verinder solemnly declares,
that she has never spoken a word in private to Rosanna, since that un-
happy woman first entered my house. They never met, even accident-
ally, on the night when the Diamond was lost; and no communication
of any sort whatever took place between them, from the Thursday
morning when the alarm was first raised in the house, to this present
Saturday afternoon, when Miss Verinder left us. After telling my daugh-
ter suddenly, and in so many words, of Rosanna Spearman’s suicide ~
this is what has come of it.

Having reached that point, I looked up, and asked Sergeant Cuff
what he thought of the letter, so far?
‘I should only offend you if I expressed my opinion,” answered the

180



Sergcant. ‘Go on, Mr Betteredge,” he said, with the most exaspcrating
resignation, ‘go on.

When I remembered that this man had had the audacity to com-
plain of our gardener’s obstinacy, my tonguc itched to ‘go on’ in
other words than my mistress’s. This time, however, my Christianity
held firm. I proceeded steadily with her ladyship’s letter:

Having appealed to Miss Verinder in the manner which the officer
thought most desirable, I spoke to her next in the manncer which I my-
self thought most likely to impress her. On two different occasions, be-
fore my daughter left my roof, I privately warned her that she was ex-
posing herself to suspicion of the most unendurable and most degrading
kind. I have now told her, in the plainest terms, that my apprchensions
have been realized.

Her answer to this, on her own solemmn affirmation, is as plain as words
can be. In the first place, she owes no money privately to any living
creature. In the second place, the Diamond is not now, and never has
been, in her possession, since she put it into her cabinet on Wednesday
night.

The confidence which my daughter has placed in me goces no further
than this. She maintains an obstinate silence, when I ask her if she can
explain the disappearance of the Diamond. She refuses, with tears, when
I appeal to her to speak out for my sake. ‘The day will come when you
will know why [ am carcless about being suspected, and why I am silent
even to you. I have done much to make my mother pity me - nothing
to make my mother blush for me.” Those are my daughter’s own words.

After what has passed between the officer and me, I think — stranger
as he is — that he should be made acquainted with what Miss Verinder
has said, as well as you. Read my letter to him, and then place in his
hands the cheque which I enclose. In resigning all further claim on his
services, [ have only to say that I am convinced of his honesty and his in-
telligence; but I am more firmly persuaded than ever, that the circum-
stances, in this case, have fatally misled him.

There the letter ended. Before presenting the cheque, I asked Ser-
geant Cuff if he had any remark to make.

‘It’s no part of my duty, Mr Betteredge,” he answered, “to make re-
marks on a case, when I have done with it.’

I tossed the cheque across the table to him. ‘Do you believe in that
part of her ladyship’s letter ?’ I said indignantly.

The Sergeant looked at the cheque, and lifted up his dismal eye-
brows in acknowledgement of her ladyship’s liberality.

“This is such a gencrous estimate of thc valuc of my time,’ he said,
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“that I feel bound to make some return for it. I'll bear in mind the
amount in this cheque, Mr Betteredge, when the occasion comes
round for remembering it.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

‘Her ladyship has smoothed matters over for the present very
cleverly,’ said the Sergeant. ‘But rhis family scandal is of the sort that
bursts up again when you least expect it. We shall have more detec-
tive business on our hands, sir, before the Moonstone is many months
older.’

If those words meant anything, and if the manner in which he spoke
them meant anything - it came to this. My mistress’s letter had proved
to his mind, that Miss Rachel was hardened enough to resist the strong-
est appeal that could be addressed to her, and that she had deceived her
own mother (good God, under what circumstances!) by a scrics of
abominable lics. How other people, in my place, might have replied
to the Sergeant, 1 don’t know. I answered what he said in these plain
terms:

*Sergeant Cuff, I consider your last obscrvation as an insult to my
lady and her daughter!”

‘Mr Bettcredge, consider it as a warning to yoursclf, and you will
be nearer the mark.’

Hot and angry as I was, the infernal confidence with which he gave
me that answer closed my lips.

I walked to the window to compose myself. The rain had given
over; and, who should I sce in the courtyard, but Mr Begbic, the gar-
dener, waiting outside to continue the dog rose controversy with Ser-
geant Cuff.

‘My compliments to the Sairgent,’ said Mr Begbic, the moment he
set eyes on me. ‘If he’s minded to walk to the station, I'm agreeable to
go with him.’

“What!’ cries the Sergeant, behind me, *are you not convineed yet ?’

‘The de’il a bit I'm convinced!” answered Mr Begbic.

“Then I'll walk to the station!” says the Sergeant.

*Then I'll meet you at the gate!” says Mr Begbic.

I was angry enough, as you know - but how was any man’s anger
to hold out against such an intcrruption as this? Sergeant Cuff noticed
the change in me, and encouraged it by a word in season. ‘Come!
come!’ he said, ‘why not treat my view of the case as her ladyship
treats it? Why not say, the circumstances have fatally misled me?’
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To take anything as her ladyship took it, was a privilege worth en-
joving — even with the disadvantage of its having been offered to me
by Sergeant Cuff. I cooled slowly down to my customary level. I re-
garded any other opinion of Miss Rachel, than my lady’s opinion or
mine, with a lofty contempt. The only thing 1 could nor do, was to
keep off the subject of the Moonstone! My own good sense ought to
have warned me, I know, to let the matter rest — but, there! the virtues
which distinguish the present gencration were not invented in my
time. Sergeant Cuff had hit me on the raw, and, though I did look
down upon him with contempt, the tender place still tingled for all
that. The end of it was that I perversely led him back to the subject of
her ladyship’s letter. ‘I am quite satisfied myself,” I said. ‘But never
mind that! Go on, as if | was still open to conviction. You think Miss
Rachel is not to be believed on her word; and you say we shall hear
of the Moonstone again. Back your opinion, Sergeant,” I concluded,
in an airy way. ‘Back your opinion.’

Instead of taking offence, Sergeant Cuff seized my hand, and shook
it till my fingers ached again.

‘I declare to Heaven,’ says this strange officer solemnly, ‘I would
take to domestic service to-morrow, Mr Betteredge, if I had a chance
of being ecmployed along with You! To say you arc as transparent as
a child, sir, is to pay the children a compliment which nine out of ten
of them don’t deserve. There! there! we won't begin to dispute again.
You shall have it out of me on casier terms than that. I won’t say a
word more about her ladyship, or about Miss Verinder - I'll only turn
prophet, for once in a way, and for your sake. I have wamned you al-
ready that you haven’t done with the Moonstone yet. Very well. Now
I'll tell you, at parting, of three things which will happen in the future,
and which, I believe, will force themselves on your attention, whether
you like it or not.’

‘Go on!’ I said, quite unabashed, and just as airy as ever.

*First,” said the Sergeant, ‘you will hear something from the Yol-
lands — when the postman delivers Rosanna’s letter at Cobb’s Hole, on
Monday next.”

If he had thrown a buclscl: of cold water over me, I doubt if I could
have felt it much more unpleasantly than I felt those words. Miss
Rachel’s assertion of her innocence had left Rosanna’s conduct - the
making the new nightgown, the hiding the smeared nightgown, and
all the rest of it — entirely without explanation. And this had never
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occurred to me, till Sergeant Cuff forced it on my mind all in a
moment!

‘In the second place,” proceeded the Sergeant, ‘you will hear of the
three Indians again. You will hear of them in the neighbourhood, if
Miss Rachel remains in the ncighbourhood. You will hear of them in
London, if Miss Rachel goes to London.”

Having lost all interest n the three jugglers, and having thoroughly
convinced myself of my voung lady’s innocence, 1 took this second
prophecy casily enough. “So much for two of the threc things thatare
going to happen,’ I said. ‘Now for the third!’

Third, and last,’ said Sergeant Cuff, *you will, sooner or later, hear
something of that money-~lender in London, whom Ihave twice taken
the liberty of mentioning alrcady. Give me your pocket-book, and
I'll make a note for you of his name and address — so that there may be
no mistake about it if the thing really happens.’

He wrote accordingly on a blank leaf: ‘Mr Septimus Luker,
Middlesex Place, Lambeth, London.’

‘There,” he said, pointing to the address, “are the last words, on the
subject of the Moonstone, which I shall trouble you with for the pre-
sent. Time will show whether I am right or wrong. In the meanwhile,
sir, I carry away with me a sincere personal liking for you, which I
think docs honour to both of us. If we don’t meet again before my
profcssional retirement takes place, I hope you will come and see me
in a little housc near London, which I'have got my eye on. There will
be grass walks, Mr Betteredge, 1 promise you, in my garden. And as
for the white moss rose - -’

‘The de’il a bit ye'll get the white moss rose to grow, unless ye bud
him on the dogue rose first,” cried a voice at the window.

We both turned round. Therc was the everlasting Mr Begbic, too
cager for the controversy to wait any longer at the gate. The Sergeant
wrung my hand, and darted out into the courtyard, hotter still on his
side. ‘Ask him about the moss rose, when he comes back, and see if I
have left him a leg to stand on!’ cried the great Cuff, hailing me
through the window in his turn. ‘Gentlemen both!” T answered,
moderating them again as 1 had modcrated them once already. ‘In the
matter of the moss rosc there is a great deal to be said on both sides!”
I might as well (as the Irish say) have whistled jigs to a milestone.
Away they went together, fighting the battle of the roses without ask-
ing or giving quarter on cither side. The last T saw of them, Mr Begbie
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was shaking his obstinatc head, and Sergeant Cuff had got him by the
arm like a prisoner in charge. Ah, well! well! T own I couldn’t help
liking the Sergeant - though I hated him all the time.

Explain that statc of mind, if you can. You will soon be rid, now,
of mc and my contradictions. When I have reported Mr Franklin’s
departure, the history of the Saturday’s events will be finished at Jast.
And when I have next described certain strange things that happened
in the course of the new week, I'shall have done my part of the Story,
and shall hand over the pen to the person who is appointed to follow
my lead. If you are as tired of reading this narrative as I am of writing
it — Lord, how we shall enjoy oursclves on both sides a few pages
further on!

CHAPTER XXIII

1 1aD kept the pony-chaisc ready, in case Mr Franklin persisted in
leaving us by the train that night. The appcarance of the luggage, fol-
lowed downstairs by Mr Franklin himself, informed mc plainly
enough that he had held firm to a resolution for once in his life.

‘So you have really made up your mind, sir?’ I said, as we met in
the hall. “Why not wait a day or two longer, and give Miss Rachel
another chance?’

The foreign varnish appeared to have all worn off Mr Franklin,
now that the time had come for saying good-bye. Instcad of replying
to me in words, he put the letter which her ladyship had addressed to
him into my hand. The greater part of it said over again what had
been said alrcady in the other communication reccived by me. But
there was a bit about Miss Rachel added at the end, which will ac-
count for the steadiness of Mr Franklin’s determination, if it accounts
{or nothing clsc.

You will wonder, I darc say (her ladyship wrote), at my allowing my
own daughter to keep me perfectly in the dark. A Diamond worth
twenty thousand pounds has been lost — and I am left to infer that the
mystery of its disappearance is no mystery to Rachel, and that some in-
comprchensible obligation of silence has been laid on her, by some per-
son or persons utterly unknown to nie, with some object in view at
which I cannot even guess. Is it conccivable that I should allow myselfto
be trifled with in this way? It is quite conccivable, in Rachel’s present

185



state. She is in a condition of nervous agitation pitiable to sce. I dare not
approach the subject of the Moonstone again until time has done some-
thing to quiet her. To help this end, T have not hesitated to dismiss the
police officer. The mystery which baffes us, baffies him too. This is not
a matter in which any stranger can help us. He adds to what I have to
suffer; and he maddens Rachel if she only hears his name.

My plans for the future are as well settled as they can be. My present
idea is to take Rachel to London - partly to relieve her mind by a com-
plete change, partly to try what may be done by consulting the best
medical advice. Can I ask you to meet us in town ? My dear Franklin,
you in your way must imitate my patience, and wait, as I do, for a fitter
time. The valuable assistance which you rendered to the inquity after
the lost jewel is still an unpardoned offence, in the present dreadful state
of Rachel’s mind. Moving blindfold in this matter, you have added to
the burden of anxicty which she has had to bear, by innocently threaten-
ing her sccret with discovery, through your exertions. It is impossible
for me to excuse the perversity that holds you responsible for conse-
quences which neither you nor I could imagine or foresce. She is not to
be reasoned with — she can only be pitied. [ am grieved to have to say it,
but, for the present, you and Rachel are better apart. The only advice [
can offer you is, to give her time.

I handed the letter back, sincerely sorry for Mr Franklin, for I knew
how fond he was of my young lady; and I saw that her mother’s ac-
count of her had cut him to the heart. ‘You know the proverb, sir,’
was all I said to him. “When things arc at the worst, they’re sure to
mend. Things can’t be much worse, Mr Franklin, than they arc now.’

Mr Franklin folded up his aunt’s letter, without appearing to be
much comforted by the remark which I had ventured on addressing
to him.

‘“When I came here from London with that horrible Diamond,’ he
said, ‘I don't believe there was a happier houschold in England than
this. Look at the houschold now! Scattered, disunited ~ the very air of
the place poisoned with mystery and suspicion! Do you remember
that morning at the Shivering Sand, when we talked about my uncle
Herncastle, and his birthday gift? The Moonstone has served the
Colonel’s vengeance, Betteredge, by means which the Colonel him-
self never drcamt of !’

With that he shook me by the hand, and went out to the pony-chaise.

I followed him down the steps. [t was very miscrable to sec him
leaving the old place, where he had spent the happiest years of his life,
in this way. Penclope (sadly upsct by all that had happencd in the
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house) came round crying, to bid him good-bye. Mr Franklin kissed
her. I waved my hand as much as to say, ‘You're heartily welcome,
sir.” Some of the other female servants appeared, peeping after him
round the corner. He was one of those men whom the woman all like.
At the last moment, I stopped the pony-chaise, and begged as a
favour that he would lct us hear from him by letter. He didn’t seem
to heed what I said - he was looking round from one thing to another,
taking a sort of farewell of the old house and grounds. *Tell us where
you are going to, sir!” I said, holding on by the chaise, and trying to
gct at his future plans in that way. Mr Franklin pulled his hat down
suddenly over his eycs. ‘Going ?’ says he, echoing the word after me.
‘I am going to the devil!’ The pony started at the word, as if he had
felt a Christian horror of it. *God bless you, sir, go where you may!*
was all I had time to say, before he was out of sight and hearing. A
sweet and pleasant gentleman! With all his faults and follics, a sweet
and pleasant gentleman! He left a sad gap behind him, when he left
my lady’s house.

. It was dull and dreary enough, when the long summer evening
closed in, on that Saturday night.

I kept my spirits from sinking by sticking fast to my pipe and my
Robinson Crusoe. The women (excepting Penelope) beguiled the time
by talking of Rosanna’s suicide. They were all obstinately of opinion
that the poor girl had stolen the Moonstone, and that she had destroy-
cd herself in terror of being found out. My daughter, of course, pri-
vatcly held fast to what she had said all along. Her notion of the mo-
tive which was really at the bottom of the suicide failed, oddly
enough, just where my young lady’s assertion of her innocence failed
also. It left Rosanna’s secret journey to Frizinghall, and Rosanna’s pro-
cecdings in the matter of the nightgown, entirely unaccounted for.
There was no use in pointing this out to Penclope; the objection made
about as much impression on her as a shower of rain on a waterproof
coat. The truth is, my daughter inherits my superiority to reason —
and, in respect to that accomplishment, has got a long way ahead of
her own father.

On the next day (Sunday), the closc carriage, which had been kept at
Mr Ablewhite’s, came back to us empty. The coachman brought a
message for me, and written instructions for my lady’s own maid and
for Penclope.
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The message informed me that my mistress had determined to take
Miss Rachel to her house in London, on the Monday. The written in-
structions informed the two maids of the clothing that was wanted,
and directed them to meet their mistresses in town at a given hour.
Most of the other scrvants were to follow. My lady had found Miss
Rachel so unwilling to return to the house, after what had happened
in it, that she had decided on going to London direct from Frizinghall.
I was to remain in the country until further orders, to look after things
indoors and out. The servants left with me were to be put on board
wages. ,

Being reminded, by all this, of what Mr Franklin had said about our
being a scattered and disunited household, my mind was led naturally
to Mr Franklin himself. The more I thought of him, the more uncasy
I felt about his future proceedings. It ended in my writing, by the Sun-
day’s post, to his father’s valet, Mr Jeffco (whom I had known in
former years) to beg he would let me know what Mr Franklin had
settled to do, on arriving in London.

The Sunday evening was, if possible, duller cven than the Saturday
cvening. We ended the day of rest, as hundreds of thousands of people
end it regularly, once a week, in these islands - that is to say, we all
anticipated bedtime, and fell aslcep in our chairs.

How the Monday affected the rest of the houschold I don’t know. The
Monday gave me a good shake up. The first of Sergeant Cuff’s pro-
phecies of what was to happen — namely, that I should hear from the
Yollands - came truc on that day.

[ had seen Penclope and my lady’s maid off in the railway with the
luggage for London, and was pottering about the grounds, when I
heard my name called. Turning round, I found myself face to face
with the fisherman’s daughter, Limping Lucy. Bating her lame foot
and her leanness (this last a horrid drawback to a2 woman, in my
opinion), the girl had some pleasing qualitics in the cye of 2 man. A
dark, keen, clever face, and a nice clear voice, and a beautiful brown
head of hair counted among her merits. A crutch appeared in the list
of her misfortuncs. And a temper reckoned high in the sum total of
her defects.

‘Well, my dear,’ I said, ‘what do you want with me?’

“Wherc’s the man you call Franklin Blake ?” says the girl, fixing mc
with a ficrce look, as she rested herself on her crutch.
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‘That’s not a respectful way to speak of any gentleman,’ Ianswered.
“If you wish to inquire for my lady’s nephew, you will please to men-
tion him as Mr Franklin Blake.’

She limped a step nearer to me, and looked as if she could have
caten me alive. * Mr Franklin Blake?’ she repeated after me. “Murderer
Franklin Blake would be a fitter name for him.’

My practice with the late Mrs Betteredge came in handy here.
Whenever a woman tries to put yor out of temper, turn the tables, and
put her out of temper instead. They arc gencrally prepared for every
cffort you can make in your own defence, but that. One word does it
as well as a hundred; and onc word did it with Limping Lucy. I
looked her pleasantly in the face; and I said - ‘Pooh!’

The girl’s temper flamed out dircctly. She poised herself on her
sound foot, and she took her crutch, and beat it furiously three times
on the ground. ‘He’s a murderer! he’s a murderer! he’s a murderer!
He has been the death of Rosanna Spearman!’ She screamed that an-
swer out at the top of her voice. One or two of the people at work in
the grounds near us looked up ~ saw it was Limping Lucy - knew
what to expect from that quarter — and looked away again.

‘He has been the death of Rosanna Spearman?’ I repeated. “What
makes you say that, Lucy ?’

‘What do you care? What does any man care? Oh!if she had only
thought of the men as I think, she might have been living now!’

*She always thought kindly of me, poor soul,’ I said; ‘and, to the
best of my ability, I always tricd to act kindly by her.”

I spoke those words in as comforting a manncr as I could. The truth
is, Thadn’c the heart to irritate the girl by another of my smart replies.
I had only noticed her temper at first. I noticed her wretchedness now
- and wretchedness is not uncommonly insolent, you will find, in
humblc life. My answer melted Limping Lucy. She bent her head
down, and laid it on the top of her crutch.

‘Iloved her,’ the girl said softly. ‘She had lived a miserable life, Mr
Betteredge - vile people had ill-treated her and led her wrong — and it
hadn’t spoiled her sweet temper. She was an angel. She might have
been happy with me. I had a plan for our going to London together
like sisters, and living by our needles. That man came here, and spoilt
it all. He bewitched her. Don’t tell me he didn’t mean it, and didn't
know it. He ought to have known it. He ought to have taken pity on
her. “I can’t live without him - and oh, Lucy, he never even looks at
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me.” That's what she said. Cruel, cruel, crucl. I said, ““No man is
worth fretting for in that way.” And she said, “ There are men worth
dying for, Lucy, and he is onc of them.” T had saved up a little money.
I had scttled things with father and mother. I meant to take her away
from the mortification she was suffering here. We should have had a
little lodging in London, and lived together like sisters. She had a good
cducation, sir, as you know, and she wrotc a good hand. She was
quick at her needle. I have a good education, and [ write 2 good hand.
I am not as quick at my needle as she was - but I could have done. We
might have got our living niccly. And oh! what happens this morn-
ing ? what happens this morning ? Her letter comes, and tells me that
she has done with the burden of her life. Her letter comes, and bids
me good-bye for ever. Where is he?’ cries the girl, lifting her head
from the crutch, and flaming out again through her tears. “Where’s
this gentleman that I mustn’t speak of, except with respect? Ha, Mr
Betteredge, the day is not far off when the poor will rise against the
rich. T pray Heaven they may begin with him. I pray Heaven they
may begin - vith him.”

Herc was another of your average good Christians, and here was
the usual break-down, consequent on that same average Christianity
being pushed too far! The parson himself (though I own this is saying
a great deal) could hardly have lectured the girl in the state she was in
now. All I ventured to do was to keep her to the point — in the hope
of something turning up which might be worth hearing.

‘What do you want with Mr Franklin Blake?’ I asked.

‘I want to sec him.’

‘For anything particular?’

‘T have got a letter to give him.’

‘From Rosanna Spearman?’

‘Yes.”

‘Sent to you in your own letter?’

“Yes.

Was the darkness going to lift? Were all the discoveries that I was
dying to make coming and offcring themselves to me of their own
accord? I was obliged to wait a moment. Sergeant Cuff had left his
infection behind him. Certain signs and tokens, personal to myself,
warned me that the detective-fever was beginning to set in again.

‘You can’t see Mr Franklin,’ I said.

‘T must, and will, see him.’
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‘He went to London last night.’

Limping Lucy looked me hard in the face, and saw that I was spcak-
ing the truth. Without a word more, she tumed about again instantly
towards Cobb’s Hole.

*Stop!” I said. ‘I expect news of Mr Franklin Blake to-morrow.
Give me your letter, and I'll send it on to him by the post.’

Limping Lucy steadied herself on her crutch, and looked back at
me over her shoulder.

‘I am to give it from my hands into his hands,’ she said. ‘And I am
to give it to him in no other way.’

*Shall T write, and tell him what you have said?’

“Tell him I hate him. And you will tell him the truth.’

*Yes, yes. But about the Jetter - -2’

‘If he wants the letter, he must come back here, and get it from
me.

With those words she limped off on the way to Cobb’s Hole. The
detective-fever burnt up all my dignity on the spot. I followed her,
and tried to make her talk. All in vain. It was my misfortune to be a
man - and Limping Lucy cnjoyed disappointing me. Later in the day,
I tried my luck with her mother. Good Mrs Yolland could only cry,
and recommend a drop of comfort out of the Dutch bottle. I found
the fisherman on the beach. He said it was “a bad job’, and went on
mending his nct. Neither father nor mother knew more than I knew.
The onc way left to try was the chance, which might come with the
morning, of writing to Mr Franklin Blake.

I leave you to imagine how I watched for the postman on Tues-
day morning. He brought me two letters. One, from Penclope (which
I had hardly patience cnough to read), announced that my lady and
Miss Rachel were safely established in London. The other, from Mr
Jeffco, informed me that his master’s son had left England already.

On reaching the metropolis, Mr Franklin had, it appeared, gone
straight to his father’s residence. He arrived at an awkward time. Mr
Blake, the clder, was up to his eyes in the business of the House of
Commons, and was amusing himself at home that night with the
favourite parliamentary plaything which they call ‘a private bill". Mr
Jeffco himself showed Mr Franklin into his father’s study. ‘My dear
Franklin! why do you surprise me in this way? Anything wrong?’
‘Yes; something wrong with Rachel; I am dreadfully distressed about
it.” “Gricved to hear it. But I can’t listen to you now.” “When can you
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listen?” ‘My dear boy! I won’t deccive you. I can listen at the end of
the session, not a moment before. Good-night.” ‘Thank you, sir.
Good-night.’

Such was the conversation, inside the study, as reported to me by
Mr Jeffco. The conversation, outside the study, was shorter still. ‘Jeff-
co, scc what time the tidal train starts to-morrow mormning.” ‘At six-
forty, Mr Franklin.” *Have me called at five.” ‘Going abroad, sir?’
‘Going, Jeffco, wherever the railway chooscs to take me.” *Shall I tell
your father, sir?” *Yes; tell him at the end of the session.” '

The next morning Mr Franklin had started for forcign parts. To
what particular place he was bound, nobody (himself included) could
presume to guess. We might hiear of him next in Europe, Asia, Africa,
or America. The chances were as cqually divided as possible, in Mr
Jeffco’s opinion, among the four quarters of the globe.

This news - by closing up all prospect of my bringing Limping
Lucy and Mr Franklin together - at once stopped any further pro-
gress of mine on the way to discovery. Penclope’s belief that her
fellow-servant had destroyed hersclf through unrequited love for Mr
Franklin Blake was confirmed - and that was all. Whether the letter
which Rosanna had left to be given to him after her death did, or did
not, contain the confession which Mr Franklin had suspected her of
trying to make to him in her lifctime, it was impossible to say. It
might be only a farewell word, telling nothing but the secret of her
unhappy fancy for a person beyond her reach. Or it might own the
whole truth about the strange proccedings in which Sergeant Cuff
had detected her, from the time when the Moonstone was lost, to the
time when she rushed to her own destruction at the Shivering Sand.
A scaled letter it had been placed in Limping Lucy’s hands, and a
sealed letter it remained to me and to every one about the girl, her
own parents included. We all suspected her of having been in the dead
woman’s confidence; we all tried to make her speak; we all failed.
Now one and now another of the servants - still holding to the belief
that Rosanna had stolen the Diamond and had hidden it - peered and
poked about the rocks to which she had been traced, and peered and
poked in vain. The tide cbbed, and the tide flowed; the summer went
on, and the autumn came. And the Quicksand, which hid her body,
hid her secret too.

The news of Mr Franklin’s departure from England on the Sunday
morning, and the news of my lady’s arrival in London with Miss
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Rachel on the Monday afternoon, had reached me, as you are aware,
by the Tuesday’s post. The Wednesday came, and brought nothing.
The Thursday produced a second budget of news from Penclope.

My girl’s letter informed me that some great London doctor had
been consulted about her young lady, and had carned a guinca by re-
marking that she had better be amused. Flower-shows, operas, balls -
there was a wholc round of gaietics in prospect; and Miss Rachel, to
her mother’s astonishment, eagerly took to it all. Mr Godfrey had
called; cvidently as sweet as ever on his cousin, in spite of the recep-
tion he had met with, when he tried his luck on the occasion of the
birthday. To Penclopc’s great regret, he had been most graciously re-
ccived, and had added Miss Rachel’s name to one of his Ladies” Chari-
ties on the spot. My mistress was reported to be out of spirits, and to
have held two long interviews with her lawyer. Certain speculations
followed, referring to a poor relation of the family — one Miss Clack,
whon I have mentioned in my account of the birthday dinner, as sit-
ting next to Mr Godfrey, and having a pretty taste in champagne.
Penclope was astonished to find that Miss Clack had not called yer,
She would surely not be long before she fastened herself on my lady
as usual - and so forth, and so forth, in the way women have of gird-
ing at cach other, on and off paper. This would not have been worth
mentioning, I admit, but for onc reason. I hear you are likely to be
turned over to Miss Clack, after parting with me. In that case, just do
me that favour of not believing a word she says, if she speaks of your
humble scrvant.

On Friday nothing happened - except that one of the dogs showed
signs of a breaking out behind the cars. I gave him a dose of syrup of
buckthorn, and put him on a diet of pot-liquor and vegetables till
further ordcrs. Excuse my mentioning this. It has slipped in somechow.
Pass it over, please. I am fast coming to the end of my offences against
your cultivated modern taste. Besides, the dog was a good creature,
and deserved a good physicking; he did indeed.

Saturday, the last day of the week, is also the last dayin my narrative.

The morning’s post brought me a surprise in the shape of a London
newspaper. The handwriting on the direction puzzled me. I compared
it with the money-lender’s name and address as recorded in my pocket
book, and identified it at once as the writing of Scrgeant Cuff.

Looking through the paper cagerly enough, after this discovery, I
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found an ink-mark drawn round onc of the police reports. Here it is,
at your scrvice. Read it as I read it, and you will set the right value on
the Scrgeant’s polite attention in sending me the news of the day.

LamBeTH. — Shortly before the closing of the court, Mr Scptimus
Luker, the well-known dealer in ancient gems, carvings, intagli, ctc.,
ctc., applied to the sitting magistrate for advice. The applicant stated
that he had been annoyed, at intervals throughout the day, by the pro-
ceedings of some of those strolling Indians who infest the streets. The
persons complained of were three in number. After having been sent
away by the police, they had returned again and again, and had attempt-
ed to enter the house on pretence of asking for charity. Warned off in
the front, they had been discovered again at the back of the premiscs.
Besides the annoyance complained of, Mr Luker expressed himself as
being under some apprehension that robbery might be contemplated.
His collection contained many unique gems, both classical and Oriental,
of the highest value. He had only the day before been compelled to dis-
miss a skilled workman in ivory carving from his employment (a native
of India, as we understood), on suspicion of attempted theft; and he fele
by no means sure that this man and the strect-jugglers of whom he com-~
plained, might not be acting in concert. It might be their object to col-
leet a crowd, and create a disturbance in the street, and, in the confusion
thus caused, to obtain access to the house. In reply to the magistrate, Mrc
Luker admitted that he had no evidence to produce of any attempt at
robbery being in contemplation. He could speak positively to the annoy-
ance and interruption caused by the Indians, but not to anything else.
The magistrate remarked that, if the annoyance were repeated, the ap-
plicant could summon the Indians to that court, where they might easily
be dealt with under the Act. As to the valuables in Mr Luker’s posses-
sion, Mr Luker himsclf must take the best measures for their safe cus-
tody. He would do well perhaps to comununicate with the police, and
to adopt such additional precautions as their experience might suggest.
The applicant thanked his worship, and withdrew.

Onc of the wise ancients is reported (I forget on what occasion) as
having recommended his fellow-creatures to ‘look to the end’. Look-
ing to the end of these pages of mine, and wondering for some days
past how I should manage to write it, I find my plain statement of
facts coming to a conclusion, most appropriately, of its own self. We
have gone on, in this matter of the Moonstone, from one marvel to
another; and here we end with the greatest marvel of all - namcly the
accomplishment of Sergeant Cuff’s three predictions in less than a
week from the time when he had made them.
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After hearing from the Yollands on the Monday, I had now heard
of the Indians, and heard of the money-lender, in the news from Lon-
don ~Miss Rachel hersclf, remember, being also in London at the time.
You sce, I put things at their worst, even when they tell dead against
my own view. If you desert me, and side with the Sergeant, on the
evidence before you — if the only rational explanation you can see is,
that Miss Rachel and Mr Luker must have got together, and that the
Moonstone must be now in pledge in the money-lender’s house - 1
own I can’t blame you for arriving at that conclusion. In the dark, I
have brought you thus far. In the dark I am compelled to leave you,
with my best respects.

Why compelled? it may be asked. Why not take the persons who
have gonc along with me, so far up into those regions of superior en-
lightenment in which I sit myself?

In answer to this, I can only state that I am acting under orders, and
that those orders have been given to me (as I understand) in the inter-
ests of truth. I am forbidden to tell more in this narrative than I knew
myself at the time. Or, to put it plainer, I am to keep strictly within
the limits of my own experience, and am not to inform you of what
other persons told me - for the very sufficient reason that you are to
have the information from those other persons themselves, at first
hand. In this matter of the Moonstone the plan is, not to present re-
ports, but to produce witnesses. I picture to myself a member of the
family reading these pages fifty years hence. Lord! what a compliment
he will feel it, to be asked to take nothing on hearsay, and to be treated
in all respects like a Judge on the bench.

At this place, then, we part - for the present, at least - after long
journeying together, with a companionable feeling, I hope, on both
sides. The devil’s dance of the Indian Diamond has threaded its way to
London; and to London you must go after it, leaving me at the coun-
try-house. Please to excuse the faults of this composition — my talking
so much of myself, and being too familiar, I am afraid, with you. I
mean no harm; and I drink most respectfully (having just done din-
ner) to your health and prosperity, in a tankard of her ladyship’s ale.
May you find in these lcaves of my writing, what Robinson Crusoe
found in his expericnce on the desert island - namely, ‘something to
comfort yourselves from, and to sct in the Description of Good and
Evil, on the Credit Side of the Account’. - Farewell.
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Second Period

THE DISCOVERY OF THE TRUTH
(1848-49)

FIRST NARRATIVE

Contributed by Miss CIt;(k, nicce of the late
Sir John Verinder

CHAPTER I

I aM indebted to my dear parents (both now in heaven) for having
had habits of order and regularity instilled into me at a very early
age.
In that happy bygone time, I was taught to keep my hair tidy at all
hours of the day and night, and to fold up every article of my clothing
carcfully, in the same order, on the same chair, in the same place at the
foot of the bed, before retiring to rest. An entry of the day’s events in
my little diary invariably preceded the folding up. The ‘Evening
Hymn’ (repeated in bed) invariably followed the folding up. And
the sweet sleep of childhood invariably followed the ‘Evening
Hymn’.

In later life (alas!) the hymn has been succeeded by sad and bitter
meditations; and the sweet sleep has been but ill exchanged for the
broken slumbers which haunt the uneasy pillow of care. On the other
hand, I have continued to fold my clothes, and to keep my little diary.
The former habit links me to my happy childhood - before papa was
ruined. The latter habit - hitherto mainly useful in helping me to disci-
pline the fallen nature which we all inherit from Adam - has unex-
pectedly proved important to my humble interests in quite another
way. It has enabled poor me to serve the caprice of 2 wealthy member
of the family into which my latc uncle married. I am fortunate enough
to be useful to Mr Franklin Blake.

I have been cut off from all news of my relatives by marriage for
some time past. When we are isolated and poor, we are not infre-
quently forgotten. I am now living, for economy’s sake, in a little
town in Brittany, inhabited by a select circle of serious English friends,
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and possessed of the inestimable advantages of a Protestant clergyman
and a cheap market.

In this retircment — a2 Patmos amid the howling occan of Popery
that surrounds us - a letter from England has reached me at last. I find
my insignificant existence suddenly remembered by Mr Franklin
Blake. My wealthy rclative - would that I could add my spiritually-
wealthy relative! - writes, without even an attempt at disguising that
he wants something of me. The whim has scized him to stir up the
deplorable scandal of the Moonstonc; and T am to help him by writing
the account of what [ mysclf witnessed while visiting at Aunt Verin-
der’s house in London. Pecuniary remuneration is offered to me - with
the-want of feeling peculiar to the rich. T am to rcopen wounds that
Time has barely closed; I am to recall the most intenscly painful re-
membrances - and this done, [ am to fecl mysclf compensated by a
new laceration, in the shape of Mr Blake’s cheque. My nature is weak.
It cost me a hard struggle, before Christian humility conquered sinful
pride, and sclf-denial accepted the cheque.

Without my diary, I doubt - pray let me cxpress it in the grossest
terms! - if [ could have honestly carned my money. With my diary,
the poor labourer (who forgives Mr Blake for insulting her) is worthy
of her hire. Nothing escaped me at the time I was visiting dear Aunt
Verinder. Evcrything was cntered . (thanks to my carly training) day
by day as it happened; and everything, down to the smallest particular,
shall be told here. My sacred regard for truth is (thank God) far above
my respect for persons. It will be casy for Mr Blake to suppress what
may not prove to be sufficiently flattering in these pages to the person
chiefly concerned in them. He has purchased my time; but not even
his wealth can purchase my conscicnce too.*

* Note by Franklin Blake ~ Miss Clack may make her mind quite easy on
this point. Nothing will be added, altered, or removed in her manuscript, or
in any of the other manuscripts which pass through my hands. Whatever
opinions any of the writers may express, whatever peculiarities or treatment
may mark and perhaps, in a litcrary sense, disfigure, the narratives which Iam
now collecting, not a linc will be tampered with anywhere, from first to last.
As genuine documents they are sent to me - and as genuine documents [ shall
preserve them; endorsed by the attestations of witnesses who can speak to the
facts, It only remains to be added, that ‘the person chicfly concerned’, in Miss
Clack’s narrative, is happy cnough at the present moment, not only to brave
the smartest excrcise of Miss Clack’s pen, but even to recognize its unquestion=
able value as an instrument for the exhibition of Miss Clack’s character.
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My diary informs me, that I was accidentally passing Aunt Verin-
der’s house in Montagu Square, on Monday, 3rd July 1848.

Secing the shutters opened, and the blinds drawn up, I felt that it
would be an act of polite attention to knock, and make inquirices. The
person who answered the door informed me that my aunt and her
daughter (I really cannot call her my cousin!) had arrived from the
country a week since, and meditated making some stay in London. I
sent up a message at once, declining to disturb them, and only begging
to know whether I could be of any use.

The person who answered the door took my message in insolent
silence, and left me standing in the hall. She is the daughter of a
heathen old man named Betteredge - long, too long, tolerated in my
aunt’s family. I sat down in the hall to wait for my answer — and hav-
ing always a few tracts in my bag, I selected one which proved to be
quite providentially applicable to the person who answered the door.
The hall was dirty, and the chair was hard; but the blessed conscious-
ness of returning good for evil raised me quite above any trifling con-
siderations of that kind. The tract was onc of a series addressed to
young women on the sinfulness of dress. In style it was devoutly
familiar. Its title was, ‘A Word with you on your Cap-ribbons’.

‘My lady is much obliged, and begs you will come and lunch to-
morrow at two.’

I passed over the manner in which she gave her message, and the
dreadful boldness of her look. I thanked this young castaway; and I
said, in a tone of Christian interest, *Will you favour me by accepting
a tract?’

She looked at the title. ‘Is it written by a man or a woman, Miss?
If it’s written by a woman, I had rather not read it on that account. If
it’s written by a man, I beg to inform him that he knows nothing
about it.” She handed me back the tract, and opened the door. We
must sow the good seed somehow. I waited till the door was shut on
me, and slipped the tract into the letter-box. When I had dropped an-
other tract through the area railings, I felt relieved, in some small de-
grce, of a heavy responsibility towards others.

We had a meeting that evening of the Select Committec of the
Mothers’-Small-Clothes-Conversion Society. The object of this ex-
cellent Charity is - as all serious people know - to rescue unredeemed
fathers’ trousers from the pawnbroker, and to prevent their resump-
tion, on the part of the irreclaimable parent, by abridging them im-
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mediately to suit the proportions of the innocent son. I was a member,
at that time, of the Select Committee; and I mention the Society here,
because my precious and admirable fricnd, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite,
was associated with our work of moral and material usefulness. I had
expected to see him in the board-room, on the Monday evening of
which I am now writing, and had proposed to tell him, when we met,
of dear Aunt Verinder’s arrival in London. To my great disappoint-
ment he never appeared. On my expressing a fecling of surprise at his
absence, my sisters of the Committec all looked up together from
their trousers (we had a great pressure of business that night), and
asked in amazement, if I had not heard the news. I acknowledged my
ignorance, and was then told, for the first time, of an event which
forms, so to speak, the starting-point of this narrative. On the pre-
vious Friday two gentlemen - occupying widely different positions in
society — had been the victims of an outrage which had startled all
London. One of the gentlemen was Mr Scptimus Luker, of Lambeth.
The other was Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

Living in my present isolation, I have no means of introducing the
newspaper account of the outrage into my narrative. I was also de-
prived, at the time, of the inestimable advantage of hearing the events
rclated by the fervid eloquence of Mr Godfrey Ablewhite. All T can
do is to state the facts as they were stated, on that Monday cvening, to
mc; proceeding on the plan which I have been taught from infancy to
adopt in folding up my clothes. Everything shall be put neatly, and
everything shall be put in its place. Thesc lines are written by a poor
weak woman. From a poor weak woman who will be cruel enough
to expect more?

The date - thanks to my dear parents, no dictionary that ever was
written can be more particular than I am about dates - was Friday,
June 30, 1848.

Early on that memorable day, our gifted Mr Godfrey happened to
be cashing a cheque at a banking-house in Lombard Strect. The name
of the firm is accidentally blotted in my diary, and my sacred regard
for truth forbids me to hazard a guess in a matter of this kind. For-
tunately, the name of the firm doesn’t matter. What docs matter is a
circumstance that occurred when Mr Godfrey had transacted his busi-
ness. On gaining the door, he encountered a gentleman - a perfect
stranger to him ~ who was accidentally lcaving the officc exactly at
the same time as himself. A momentary contest of politeness ensucd
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between them as to who should be the first to pass through the door
of the bank. The stranger insisted on making Mr Godfrey precede
him; Mr Godfrey said a few civil words; they bowed, and parted in
the strect. Thoughtless and superficial people may say, Here is surcly
a very trumpery little incident related in an absurdly circumstantial
manncr. Ol, my young friends and fellow-sinners! beware of pre-
suming to excrcise your poor carnal rcason. O, be morally tidy. Let
your faith be as your stockings, and your stockings as your faith. Both
ever spotless, and both ready to put on at 2 moment’s notice.

I beg a thousand pardons. I have fallen insensibly into my Sunday-
school style. Most inappropriate in such a record as this. Let me try to
be worldly - let me say- that trifles, in this casc as in many others, led
to terrible resules. Merely premising that the polite stranger was Mr
Luker, of Lambeth, we will now follow Mr Godfrey home to his resi-
dence at Kilburn.

He found waiting for him, in the hall, a poorly clad but delicate and
intcresting-looking little boy. The boy handed him a letter, merely
mentioning that he had been cntrusted with it by an old lady whom
he did not know, and who had given him no instructions to wait for
an answer. Such incidents as these were not uncommon in Mr God-
frey’s large experience as a promoter of public charitics. He let the boy
go, and opened the letter.

The handwriting was cntircly unfamiliar to him. It requested his
attendance, within an hour’s time, at a house in Northumberland
Street, Strand, which he had never had occasion to enter before. The
object sought was to obtain from the worthy manager certain details
on the subject of the Mothers’-Small-Clothes-Conversion Society,
and the information was wanted by an elderly lady who proposed
adding largely to the resources of the charity, if her questions were
met by satisfactory replics. She mentioned her name, and she added
that the shortness of ler stay in London prevented her from giving
any longer notice to the eminent philanthropist whomn she addressed.

Ordinary people might have hesitated before sctting aside their own
engagements to suit the convenicnce of a stranger. The Christian hero
never hesitates where good is to be done. Mr Godfrey instantly turned
back, and proceeded to the house in Northumberland Street. A most
respectable though somewhat corpulent man answered the doot, and,
on hearing Mr Godfrey's name, immediately conducted him into an
cmpty apartment at the back, on the drawing-room floor. He noticed
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two unusual things on entering the room. One of them was a faint
odour of musk and campher. The other was an ancient Oriental manu-
script, richly illuminated with Indian figures and devices, that lay open
to inspection on a table.

Hc was looking at the book, the position of which caused him to
stand with his back turned towards the closed folding doors com-
municating with the front room, when, without the slightest previous
noise to warn him, he felt himself suddenly scized round the neck
from behind. He had just time to notice that the arm round his neck
was naked and of a tawny-brown colour, before his cyes were ban-
daged, his mouth was gagged, and he was thrown helpless on the Aoor
by (as he judged) two men. A third rifled his pockets, and - if as a
lady I may venture to use such an cxpression - searched him, without
ceremony, through and through to his skin.

Here I should greatly enjoy saying a few checring words on the de-
vout confidence which could alone have sustained Mr Godfrey in an
emcrgency so tertible as this. Perhaps, however, the position and ap-
pearance of my admirable friend at the culminating period of the out-
rage (as above described) arc hardly within the proper limits of fernale
discussion. Let me pass over the next few moments, and return to Mr
Godfrey at the time when the odious scarch of his person had been
completed. The outrage had been perpetrated throughout in dead
silence. At the end of it some words were exchanged, among the in-
visible wretches, in a language which he did not understand, but in
tones which were plainly expressive (to his cultivated ear) of dis-
appointment and rage. He was suddenly lifted from the ground,
placed in a chair, and bound there hand and foot. The next moment
he felt the air lowing in from the open door, listened, and concluded
that he was alonc again in the room.

An interval clapsed, and he heard a sound below like the rustling
sound of a woman’s dress. It advanced up the stairs, and stopped. A
female scream rent the atmosphere of guilt. A man’s voice below ex-
cliimed, ‘Hullo!” A man’s feet ascended the stairs. Mr Godfrey felt
Christian fingers unfastening his bandage, and extracting his gag.
He looked in amazement at two respectable strangers, and faintly
articulated, *What does it mcan?’ The two respectable strangers
looked back, and said, ‘Exactly the question we were going to ask

you.”
The inevitable cxplanation followed. No! Let me be scrupulously
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particular. Sal volatile and water followed, to compose dear Mr God-
frey’s nerves. The explanation came next.

It appeared from the statement of the landlord and landlady of the
house (persons of good reputc in the neighbourhood), that their first
and sccond floor apartments had been engaged, on the previous day,
for a week certain, by a most respectable-looking gentleman - the
same who has been already described as answering the door to Mr
Godfrey’s knock. The gentleman had paid the week’s rent and all the
wecek’s extras in advance, stating that the apartments were wanted for
three Oriental noblenicn, friends of his, who were visiting England
for the first time. Early on the mormning of the outrage two of the
Oriental strangers, accompanied by their respectable English friend,
took possession of the apartments. The third was expected to join
them shortly; and the luggage (reported as very bulky) was an-
nounced to follow when it had passed through the Custom House,
late in the afternoon. Not more than ten minutes previous to Mr God-
frey’s visit, the third forcigner had arrived. Nothing out of the com-
mon had happened, to the knowledge of the landlord and landlady
downstairs, until within the last five minutes — when they had scen the
three foreigners, accompanied by their respectable English friend, all
leave the house together, walking quictly in the direction of the
Strand. Remembering that a visitor had called, and not having scen
the visitor also leave the house, the landlady had thought it rather
strange that the gentleman should be left by himself upstairs. After a
short discussion with her husband, she had considered it advisable to
ascertain whether anything was wrong. The result had followed, as [
have already attempted to describe it; and there the explanation of the
landlord and the landlady came to an end.

An investigation was next made in the room. Dear Mr Godfrey’s
property was found scattered in all dircctions. When the articles were
collected, however, nothing was missing; his watch, chain, purse,
keys, pocket-handkerchicf, note-book, and all his loose papers had
been closely examined, and had then been left unharmed to be re-
sumcd by the owner. In the same way, not the smallest morsel of pro-
perty belonging to the proprictors of the house had been abstracted.
The Oricntal noblemen had removed their own illuminated manu-
script, and had removed nothing else.

What did it mean? Taking the worldly point of view, it appcared
to mcan that Mr Godfrey had. been the victim of some incompre-
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hensible error, committed by certain unknown men. A dark conspir-
acy was on foot in the midst of us; and our beloved and innocent
fricnd had been entangled in its meshes. When the Christian hero of a
hundred charitable victories plunges into a pitfall that has been dug
for him by mistake, oh, what a warning it is to the rest of us to be un-
ceasingly on our guard! How soon may our own evil passions prove
to be Oricental noblemen who pounce on us unawares!

I could write pages of affectionate warning on this one theme, but
(alas!) I am not permitted to improve — I am condemned to narrate.
My wealthy relative’s cheque ~ henceforth, the incubus of my exist-
ence — warns me that I have not donce with this record of violence yet.
‘We must leave Mr Godfrey to recover in Northumberland Street, and
must follow the procecdings of Mr Luker, at a later period of the day.

After leaving the bank, Mr Luker had visited various parts of Lon-
don on business errands. Returning to his own residence, he found a
letter waiting for him, which was described as having been left a short
time previously by a boy. In this case, as in Mr Godfrey’s case, the
handwriting was strange; but the name mentioned was the name of
one of Mr Luker’s customers. His correspondent announced (writing
in the third person - apparently by the hand of a deputy) that he had
been unexpectedly summoned to London. He had just established
himsclf in lodgings in Alfred Place, Tottenham Court Road; and he
desired to sec Mr Luker immediately, on the subject of a purchase
which he contemplated making. The gentleman was an enthusiastic
collector of Oriental antiquitics, and had been for many years a liberal
patron of the establishment in Lambeth. Oh, when shall we wean our-
sclves from the worship of Mammon! Mr Luker called a cab, and
drove off instantly to his liberal patron.

Exactly what had happened to Mr Godfrey in Northumberland
Strect now happened to Mr Luker in Alfred Place. Once more the re-
spectable man answered the door, and showed the visitor upstairs into
the back drawing-room. There, again, lay the illuminated manuscript
on a table. Mr Luker’s attention was absorbed, as Mr Godfrey’s atten-
tion had been absorbed, by this beautiful work of Indian art. He too
was aroused from his studies by a tawny naked arm round his throat,
by a bandage over his eycs, and by a gag in his mouth. He too was
thrown prostrate, and scarched to the skin. A longer interval had then
elapsed than had passed in the experience of Mr Godfrey; but it had
ended as before, in the persons of the house suspecting something
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wrong, and going upstairs to scc what had happened. Preciscly the
same explanation which the landlord in Northumberland Street had
given to Mr Godfrey, the landlord in Alfred Place now gave to Mr
Luker. Both had been imposed on in the same way by the plausible
address and well-filled purse of the respectable stranger, who intro-
duced himself as acting for his forcign friends. The one point of differ-
ence between the two cases occurred when the scattered contents of
Mr Luker’s pockets were being collected from the floor. His watch
and purse were safe, but (less fortunate than Mr Godfrey) one of the
loosc papers that he carried about him had been taken away. The paper
in question acknowledged the receipt of a valuable of great price
which Mr Luker had that day left in the care of his bankers. This docu-
ment would be useless for purposes of fraud, inasmuch as it provided
that the valuable should only be given up on the personal application
of the owner. As soon as he recovered himself, Mr Luker hurried to
the bank, on the chance that the thieves who had robbed him might
ignorantly present themselves with the reccipt. Nothing had been seen
of them when he arrived at the cstablishment, and nothing was scen
of them afterwards. Their respectable English friend had (in the opin-
ion of the bankers) looked the reccipt over before they attempted to
make usc of it, and had given them the necessary warning in good
time.

Information of both outrages was communicated to the police, and
the necdful investigations were pursued, I believe, with great energy.
The authorities held that a' robbery had been planned, on insufficient
information reccived by the thicves. They had been plainly not sure
whether Mr Luker had, or had not, trusted the transmission of his pre-
cious gem to another person; and poor polite Mr Godfrey had paid
the penalty of having been scen accidentally speaking to him. Add to
this, that Mr Godfrcy’s absence from our Monday evening mecting
had been occasioned by a consultation of the authoritics, at which he
was requested to assist — and all the explanations required being now
given, I may proceed witlh the simpler story of my own little personal
expericnces in Montagu Square.

I was punctual to the luncheon hour on Tuesday. Reference to my
diary shows this to have been a chequered day — much in it to be de-
voutly regretted, much in it to be devoutly thankful for.

Dcar Aunt Verinder reccived me with her usual grace and kindness.
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But I noticed, after a little while, that something was wrong. Certain
anxious looks escaped my aunt, all of which took the direction of her
daughter. I never sce Rachel myself without wondering how it can be
that so insignificant looking a person should be the child of such dis-
tinguished parents as Sir John and Lady Verinder. On this occasion,
however, she not only disappointed - she really shocked me. There
was an absence of all ladylike restraint in her language and manner
most painful to sce. She was possessed by some feverish excitement
which made her distressingly loud when she laughed, and sinfully
wasteful and capricious in what she ate and drank at lunch. I felt deeply
for her poor mother even before the truc state of the case had been
confidentially made known to me.

Luncheon over, my aunt said: ‘Remember what the doctor told
you, Rachel, about quicting yourself with a book after taking your
meals.”

‘I'll go into the library, mamma,” she answered. ‘But if Godfrey
calls, mind I am told of it. I am dying for more news of him, after his
adventure in Northumberland Street.” She kissed her mother on the
forchead, and looked my way. ‘Good-bye, Clack,” she said carelessly.
Her insolence roused no angry feeling in me. I only made a private
memorandum to pray for her.

When we were left by ourselves, my aunt told me the whole hor-
rible story of the Indian Diamond, which, I am happy to know, it is
not necessary to repeat here. She did not conceal from me that she
would have preferred keeping silence on the subject. But when her
own servants all knew of the loss of the Moonstone, and when some
of the circumstances had actually found their way into the newspapérs
— when strangers were speculating whether there was any conncexion
between what had happened at Lady Verinder’s country-house, and
what had happened in Northumberland Street and Alfred Place - con-
cealment was not to be thought of ; and perfect frankness became a
necessity as well as a virtue.

Some persons, hearing what I now heard, would have been prob-
ably overwhelmed with astonishment. For my own part, knowing
Rachel’s spirit to have been essentially unregenerate from her child-
hood upwards, I was prepared for whatever my aunt could tell me on
the subject of her daughter. It might have gone on from bad to worse
till it ecnded in murder; and I should still have said to myself, The
natural result! oh, dear, dear, the natural result! The one thing thag
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did shock me was the course my aunt had taken under the circum-
stances. Here surcly was a case for a clergyman, if ever there was onc
yet! Lady Verinder had thought it a case for a physician. All my poor
aunt’s early life had been passed in her father’s godless houschold. The
natural result again! Ob, dear, dear, the natural result again!

*The doctors recommend plenty of cxercise and amusement for
Rachel, and strongly urge me to keep her mind as much as possible
from dwelling on the past,” said Lady Verinder.

*Oh, what heathen advice!” I thought to mysclf.-‘In this Christian
country, what heathen advice!”

My aunt went on, ‘I do my best to carry out my instructions. But
this strange adventure of Godfrey’s happens at a most unfortunate
time. Rachel has been incessantly restless and excited since she first
heard of it. She left me no peace till I had written and asked my
nephew Ablewhite to come here. She even fecls an interest in the other
person who was roughly used -~ Mr Luker, or some such name -
though the man is, of course, a total stranger to her.’

“Your knowledge of the world, dear aunt, is superior to mine,’ I
suggested diffidently. ‘But there must be a reason surely for this extra-
ordinary conduct on Rachel’s part. She is keeping a sinful secret from
you and from everybody. May there not be something in these recent
cvents which threatens her sccret with discovery ?’

‘Discovery?’ repeated my aunt. “What can you possibly mean?
Discovery through Mr Luker? Discovery through my nephew?’

As the word passed her lips, a special providence occurred. The ser-
vant opened the door, and announced Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

CHAPTER II

Mgz Goprrey followed the announcement of his name - as Mr God-
frey does cverything clsc - exactly at the right time. He was not so
close on the servant’s heels as to startle us. He was not so far behind as
to causc us the double inconvenience of a pause and an open door. It is
in the completencss of his daily life that the true Christian appears.
This dear man was very complete.

‘Go to Miss Verinder,” said my aunt, addressing the servant, ‘and
tell her Mr Ablewhite is here.’

We both inquired after his health. We both asked him together

206



whether he felt like himsclf again, after his terrible adventure of the
past week. With perfect tact, he contrived to answer us at the same
moment. Lady Verinder had his reply in words. 1 had his charming
smile.

‘What,” he cried, with infinite tenderness, *have I done to deserve
all this sympathy ? My dear aunt! my dear Miss Clack! I have mercly
been mistaken for somebody clsc. Thave only been blindfolded; Thave
only been strangled; I have only been thrown flat on my back, on a
very thin carpet, covering a particularly hard floor. Just think how
much worse it might have been! I might have been murdered; I mighe
have becn robbed. What have I lost? Nothing but Nervous Foree -
which the law doesn’t recognize as property; so that, strictly speaking,
I have lost nothing at all. If I could have had my own way, I would
have kept my adventure to myself - I shrink from all this fuss and pub-
licity. But Mr Luker made his injuries public, and my injuries, as the
necessary consequence, have been proclaimed in their turn. T have be-
come the property of the newspapers, until the gentle reader gets sick
of the subject. I am very sick indeed of it mysclf. May the gentle
rcader soon be like me! And how is dear Rachel? Still enjoying the
gaieties of London? So glad to hear it! Miss Clack, I need all your in-
dulgence. I am sadly behindhand with my Committee Work and my
dear Ladies. But I really do hope to look in at the Mothers’-Small-
Clothes next wecek. Did you make cheering progress at Monday’s
Committee ? Was the Board hopeful about future prospects? And are
we nicely off for trouscrs?’

The heavenly gentleness of his smile made his apologies irresistible.
The richness of his deep voice added its own indescribable charm to
the interesting business question which he had just addressed to me.
In truth, we were almost foo nicely off for trousers; we were quite
overwhelmed by them. I was just about to say so, when the door
opened again, and an element of worldly disturbance entered the
room, in the person of Miss Verinder.

She approached dear Mr Godfrey at a most unladylike ratc of speed,
with her hair shockingly untidy, and her face what I sheuld call un-
becomingly flushed.

‘I am charmed to sce you, Godfrey,” she said, addressing him, I
gricve to add, in the off-hand manner of one young man talking to
another. ‘I wish you had brought Mr Luker with you. You and he (as
long as our present excitement lasts) arc the two most interesting men
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in all London. It’s morbid to say this; it's unhealthy; it’s all that a well-
regulated mind like Miss Clack’s most instinctively shudders at. Never
mind that. Tell me the whole of the Northumberland Street story
dircctly. I know the ncwspapers have left some of it out.’

Even dear Mr Godfrey partakes of the fallen nature which we all
inherit from Adam — it is a very small share of our human legacy, but,
alas! he has it. I confess it grieved mc to sce him take Rachel’s hand in
both of his own hands, and lay it softly on the left side of his waistcoat.
It was a direct encouragement to her reckless way of talking, and her
insolent reference to me.

‘Dearest Rachel,” he said, in the same voice which had thrilled me
when he spoke of our prospects and our trousers, ‘the newspapers
have told you everything ~ and they have told it much better than I

;
can.

‘Godfrey thinks we all make too much of the matter,” my aunt re-
marked. ‘He has just been saying that he doesn’t care to speak of it.”

‘Why?’

She put the question with a sudden flash in her eyes, and a sudden
look up into Mr Godfrey’s face. On his side, he looked down at her
with an indulgence so injudicious and so ill-deserved, that I really felt
called on to interfere.

‘Rachel, darling!” I remonstrated gently, ‘truc greatness and true
courage arc cver modest.’

“You are a very good fellow in your way, Godfrey,’ she said - not
taking the smallest notice, observe, of me, and still speaking to her
cousin as if she was onc young man addressing another. ‘But I am
quite sure you are not great; I don’t believe you possess any cxtra-
ordinary courage; and [ am firmly persuaded -~ if you ever had any
modesty — that your lady-worshippers relieved you of that virtuc a
good many years since. You have some private reason for not talking
of your adventure in Northumberland Street; and I mean to know it.”

‘My reason is the simplest imaginable, and the most casily acknow-
ledged,” he answered, still bearing with her. ‘I am tired of the subjcct.’

*You are tired of the subject? My dear Godfrey, Iam going to make
a remark.’

“What is it?’

“You live a great deal too much in the socicty of women. And you
have contracted two very bad habits in conscquence. You have learnt
to talk nonsense seriously, and you have got into a way of telling fibs
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for the pleasure of telling them. You can’t go straight with your lady-
worshippers. I meant to make you go straight with me. Come, and sit
down. I am brimful of downright questions, and I expect you to be
brimful of downright answers.’

She actually dragged him across the room to a chair by the window,
where the light would fall on his face. I deeply fecl being obliged to re-
port such language, and to describe such conduct. But, hemmed in as
I am, between Mr Franklin Blake’s chcquc on onc side and my own
sacred regard for truth on the other, what am I to do? Ilooked at my
aunt. She sat unmoved; apparcently in no way disposed to interfere. [
had never noticed this kind of torpor in her before. It was, perhaps, the
reaction after the trying time she had had in the country. Not a plea-
sant symptom to remark, be it what it might, at dear Lady Verinder’s
auturnnal exuberance of figure.

In the mecantime, Rachel had settled herself at the window with our
amiable and forbearing - our too forbearing - Mt Godfrey. She began
the string of questions with which she had threatened him, taking no
more notice of her mother, or of myself, than if we had not been in
the room.

‘Have the police done anything, Godfrey?’

‘Nothing whatever.’

‘It is certain, I suppose, that the three men who laid the trap for you
were the same three men who afterwards laid the trap for Mr Luker?’

‘Humanly spcaking, my dear Rachel, there can be no doube of it.”

‘And not a tracc of them has been discovered?’

‘Not a trace.’

‘It is thought ~ is it not? - that thesc three men are the three Indians
who came to our housc in the country.’

‘Some people think so.’

‘Do you think so?’

‘My dear Rachel, they blindfolded me before I could sce their faces.
I know nothing whatever of the matter. How can I offer an opinion
on it?’

Even the angelic gentleness of Mt Godfrey was, you see, beginning
to give way at last under the persecution inflicted on him. Whether
unbridled curiosity, or ungovernable dread, dictated Miss Verinder’s
questions, I do not presumce to inquire. I only report that, on Mr God-
frey’s attempting to rise, after giving her the answer just described, she
actually took him by the two shoulders, and pushed him back into his
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chair — Oh, don’t say this was immodest! don’t even hint that the
recklessness of guilty terror could alone account for such conduct as I
have described! We must not judge others. My Christian friends, in-
deed, indced, indeed, we must not judge others!

She went on with her questions, unabashed. Earnest Biblical stu-
dents will perhaps be reminded - as T was reminded ~ of the blinded
children of the devil, who went on with their orgics, unabashed, in the
time before the Flood.

‘I want to know something about Mr Luker, Godfrey.’

‘I am again unfortunate, Rachel. No man knows less of Mr Luker
than I do.

*You never saw him before you and he met accidentally at the
bank?’

‘Never.

‘You have seen him since?’

“Yes. We have been examined together, as well as separately, to
assist the police.’

‘Mr Luker was robbed of a receipt which he had got from his
banker’s — was he not? What was the receipt for?’

“For a valuable gem which he had placed in the safe keeping of the
bank.’

*That’s what the newspapers say. It may be enough for the gencral
reader, but it is not cnough for me. The banker’s reccipt must have
mentioned what the gem was?’

‘The banker’s receipt, Rachel - as I have heard it described - men-
tioned nothing of the kind. A valuable gem, belonging to Mr Luker;
deposited by Mr Luker; scaled with Mr Luker’s seal; and only to be
given up on Mr Luker’s personal application. That was the form, and
that is all I know about it.”

She waited a moment, after he had said that. She looked at her
mother, and sighcd. She looked back again at Mr Godfrey, and went
on.

‘Some of our private affairs, at home,” she said, *scem to have got
into the newspapers?’

‘I gricve to say, it is so.’

‘And some idle people, perfect strangers to us, arc trying to trace a
connexion between what happened at our house in Yorkshire and
what has happened since, here in London?’

“The public curiosity, in certain quarters, is, I fear, taking that turn.’
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“The people who say that the three unknown men who ill-used you
and Mr Luker arc the three Indians, also say that the valuable gem - -’

There she stopped. She had become gradually, within the last few
moments, whiter and whiter in the face. The extraordinary blackness
of her hair made this paleness, by contrast, so ghastly to look at, that
we all thought she would faint, at the moment when she checked her-
sclf in the middle of her question. Dear Mr Godfrey made a second
attempt to leave his chair. My aunt entreated her to say no more. I
followed my aunt with a modest medicinal peace-offering, in the
shape of a bottle of salts. We none of us produced the slightest effect
on her. ‘Godfrey, stay where you are. Mamma, there is not the least
reason to be alarmed about me. Clack, you're dying to hear the end
of it -1 won’t faint, expressly to oblige you.’

Those were the exact words she used - taken down in my diary the
morment I got home. But, oh, don’t let us judge! My Christian friends,
don’t let us judge!

She turned once more to Mr Godfrey. With an obstinacy drcadful
to see, she went back again to the place where she had checked herself
and completed her question in these words:

‘I spoke to you, a minute since, about what people were saying in
certain quarters. Tell me plainly, Godftey, do they any of them say
that Mr Luker’s valuable gem is - the Moonstone?’

As the name of the Indian Diamond passed her lips, I saw a change
come over my admirable friend. His complexion deepencd. He lost
the genial suavity of manner which is onc of his greatest charms. A
noble indignation inspired his reply.

‘They do say it,” hie answered. ‘“There are people who don’t hesitate
to accuse Mr Luker of telling a falsehood to scrve some private inter-
ests of his own. He has over and over again solemnly declared that,
until this scandal assailed him, he had never even heard of the Moon-
stone. And these vile people reply, without a shadow of proof to justi-
fy them, He has his reasons for concealment; we decline to believe him
on his oath. Shameful! shameful!’

Rachel looked at him very strangely — I can’t well describe how -
while he was speaking. When he had done, she said:

‘Considering that Mr Luker is only a chance acquaintance of yours,
you take up his cause, Godfrey, rather warmly.’

My gifted friend made her onc of the most truly evangelical answers
I ever heard in my life,
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‘I hope, Rachel, I take up the cause of all oppressed people rather
warmly,” he said.

The tone in which those words were spoken might have mecleed a
stone. But, oh dear, what is the hardness of stone ? Nothing, compared
to the hardness of the unregenerate human heart! She sneered. I blush
to record it — she sncered at him to his face.

*Keep your noble sentiments for your Ladies’ Committces, God-
frey. I am certain that the scandal which has assailed Mr Luker, has not
sparced you.’

Even my aunt’s torpor was roused by those words.

‘My dear Rachel,” she remonstrated, ‘you have really no right to
say that!’

‘I mean no harm, mamma - I mecan good. Have a moment’s
paticnce with me, and you will sec.”

She looked back at Mr Godfrey, with what appeared to be a sud-
den pity for him. She went the length ~ the very unladylike length ~
of taking him by the hand.

‘I am certain,’ she said, ‘that I have found out the truc rcason of
your unwillingness to speak of this matter before my mother and be-
fore me. An unlucky accident has associated you in people’s minds
with Mr Luker. You have told me what scandal says of him. What
docs scandal say of you?’

Even at the cleventh hour, dear Mr Godfrey - always ready to re-
turn good for evil - tried to spare her.

‘Don’t ask me!” he said. ‘It’s better forgotten, Rachel - it is, in-
deed.’

‘I will hear it!” she cried out ficrcely, at the top of her voice.

“Tell her, Godfrey!" entreated my aunt. *Nothing can do her such
harm as your silence is doing now!’

Mr Godfrey’s finc eycs filled with tears. He cast one last appcaling
look at her ~ and then he spoke the fatal words:

‘If you will have it, Rachel - scandal says that the Moonstone is in
pledge to Mr Luker, and that I am the man who has pawned it.’

She started to her fect with a scream. She looked backwards and
forwards from Mr Godfrey to my aunt, and from my aunt to Mr
Godfrey, in such a frantic manner that I really thought she had gone
mad.

‘Don’t speak to me! Don't touch me!” she exclaimed, shrinking
back from all of us (I declare like some hunted animal!) into a corner
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of the room. “This is my fault! [ must sct it right. I have sacrificed
myself - I had a right to do that, if I liked. But to let an innocent man
be ruined; to keep a sccret which destroys his character for life ~ Oh,
good God, it’s too horrible! I can’t bear it!’

My aunt had risen from her chair, then suddenly sat down again.
She called to me faintly, and pointed to a little phial in her work-box.

*Quick!” she whispered. “Six drops, in water. Don’t let Rachel sec.”

Under other circumstances, I should have thought this strange.
There was no time now to think - therc was only time to give the
medicine. Dear Mr Godfrey unconsciously assisted me in concealing
what I was about from Rachel, by spcaking composing words to her
at the other end of the room.

‘Indecd, indeed, you cxaggerate,” [ heard him say. ‘My reputation
stands too high to be destroyed by a miscrable passing scandal like this.
It will be all forgotten in another week. Let us never speak of it again.”
She was perfectly inaccessible, even to such generosity as this. She
went on from bad to worsc.

‘I must and will stop it,” she said. *‘Mamma! hear what I say. Miss
Clack! hear what I say. I know the hand that took the Moonstone. I
know’ —she laid a strong emphasis on the words; she stamped her foot
in the rage that posscssed her - ‘T know that Godfrey Ablewhite is inno-
cent. Take me to the magistrate, Godfrey! Take me to the magistrate,
and I will swear it!”-

My aunt caught me by the hand, and whispered, ‘ Stand between us
for a minute or two. Don’t let Rachel sce me.” [ noticed a bluish tinge
in her face which alarmed me. She saw I was startled. “The drops will
put me right in a minute or two,” she said, and so closed her cyes, and
waited a lietle.

While this was going on, I heard dear Mr Godfrey still gently
remonstrating.

‘You must not appear publicly in such a thing as this,” he said. ‘Your
reputation, dearest Rachel, is something too pure and too sacred to be
trifled with.’

‘My reputation!” She burst out laughing. “Why, I'am accused, God-
frey, as well as you. The best detective officer in England declares that
I have stolen my own Diamond. Ask him what he thinks — and he will
tell you that I have pledged the Moonstone to pay my private debts!’
She stopped, ran across thé room - and fell on her knees at her
mother’s feet. ‘Oh, mamma! mamma! mamma! I must be mad -
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mustn’t I? — not to own the truth now?’ She was too vehement to
notice hiér mother’s condition - she was on her feet again, and back
with Mr Godfrey, in an instant. ‘I won’t let you - I won’t let any
innocent man be accused and disgraced through my fault. If you won't
take me before the magistrate, draw out a declaration of your inno-
cence on paper, and I will sign it. Do as I tell you, Godftey, or I'll
write it to the newspapers — I'll go out, and cry it in the streets!’

We will not say this was the language of remorse - we will say it
was the language of hysterics. Indulgent Mr Godfrey pacified her by
taking a sheet of paper, and drawing out the declaration. She signed
it in a feverish hurry. *Show it cverywhere - don’t think of sre,” she
said, as she gave it to him. ‘I am afraid, Godfrey, I have not done you
Justice, hitherto, in my thoughts. You are more unselfish — you are a
better man than I believed you to be. Come here when you can, and
I will try and repair the wrong I have done you.”

She gave him her hand. Alas, for our fallen nature! Alas, for Mr
Godfrey! He not only forgot himself so far as to kiss her hand - he
adopted a gentleness of tone in answering her which, in such a case,
was little better than a compromise with sin. ‘I will come, dearest,” he
said, ‘on condition that we don’t speak of this hateful subject again.’
Never had I secn and heard our Christian hero to less advantage than
on this occasion.

Before another word could be said by anybody, a thundering knock
at the street door startled us all. I looked through the window, and
saw the World, the Flesh, and the Devil waiting before the house - as
typified in a carriage and horses, a powdered footman, and three of the
most audaciously dressed women I ever beheld in my life.

Rachel started, and composed herself. She crossed the room to her
mother.

‘They have come to take me to the fower-show,’ she said. ‘One
word, mamma, before I go. T have not distressed you, have I?’

(Is the bluntness of moral feeling which could ask such a question as
that, after what had just happened, to be pitied or condemned? I like
to lcan towards mercy. Let us pity it.)

The drops had produced their effect. My poor aunt’s complexion
was like itself again. ‘No, no, my dear,” she said. “Go with our friends,
and enjoy yoursclf.’

Her daughter stooped, and kissed her. I had left the window, and
was near the door, when Rachel approached it to go out. Another
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change had come over her - she was in tears. I looked with interest at
the momentary softcning of that obdurate heart. I felt inclined to say
a few carnest words. Alas! my well-meant sympathy only gave
offence. “What do you mcan by pitying me?’ she asked, in a bitter
whisper, as she passed to the door. ‘Don’t you seec how happy I am?
I'm going to the flower-show, Clack; and I've got the prettiest bonnet
in London.” She completed the hollow mockery of that address by
blowing me a kiss - and so left the room.

I wish I could describe in words the compassion that I felt for this
miscrable and misguided girl. But I am almost as poorly provided
with words as with money. Permit me to say — my heart bled for her.

Returning to my aunt’s chair, I observed dear Mr Godfrey scarch-
ing for something softly, here and there, in different parts of the
room. Before I could offer to assist him, he had found what he wanted,
Hec came back to my aunt and me, with his declaration of innocence
in one hand, and with a box of matches in the other.

‘Dear aunt, a little conspiracy!” he said. ‘Dcar Miss Clack, a pious
fraud which even your high moral rectitude will excuse! Will you
leave Rachel to suppose that I accept the generous sclf-sacrifice which
has signed this paper ? And will you kindly bear witness that [ destroy
itin your presence, before Ilcave the housc?’ He kindled a match, and,
lighting the paper, laid it to burn in a plate on the table. ‘Any trifling
inconvenience that I may suffer is as nothing,” he remarked, ‘com-
pared with the importance of preserving that purc name from the con-
taminating contact of the world. There! We have reduced it to a little
harmless heap of ashes; and our dear impulsive Rachel will never
know what we have done! How do you feel? My precious friends,
how do you feel? For my poor part, I am as light-hearted as a boy!”

He beamed on us with his beautiful smile; he held out a hand to my
aunt, and a hand to me. [ was too deeply affccted by his noble conduct
to speak. I closed my cyes; I put his hand, in a kind of spiritual sclf-
forgetfulness, to my lips. He murmured a soft remonstrance. Oh, the
cestasy, the pure, uncarthly cestasy of that moment! I sat — T hardly
know on what - quitc lost in my own cxalted feclings. When I
opened my cyes again, it was like descending from heaven to carth.
There was nobody but my aunt in the room. He had gone.

1 should like to stop here - I should like to close my narrative with
the record of Mr Godfrey’s noble conduct. Unhappily, there is more,
much more, which the unrelenting pecuniary pressure of Mr Blake’s
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cheque obliges me to tell. The painful disclosures which were to re-
veal themselves in my presence, during that Tuesday’s visit to Mon-
tague Square, were not at an end yet.

Finding myself alonc with Lady Verinder, I turned naturally to the
subject of her health; touching delicately on the strange anxicty which
she had shown to conceal her indisposition, and the remedy applied to
it, from the observation of her daughter.

My aunt’s reply greatly surprised me.

‘Drusilla,” she said (if I have not alrcady mentioned that my Chris-
tian name is Drusilla, permit me to mention it now), ‘you are touch-
ing - quite innocently, T know — on a very distressing subject.”

I rose immediately. Delicacy left me but one alternative — the alter-
native, after first making my apologics, of takiug my leave. Lady
Verinder stopped me, and insisted on my sitting down again.

“You have surprised a sceret,’ she said, ‘which I had confided to my

sister Mrs Ablewhite, and to my lawyer, Mr Bruff; and to no onc

else. I can trust in their discretion; and I am sure, when I tell you the
circumstances, I can. trust in yours. Have you any pressing engage-
ment, Drusilla? or is your time your own this afternoon?’

It is needless to say that my time was entirely at my aunt’s disposal.

‘Keep me company then,” she said, *for another hour. I have some-
thing to tcll you which I believe you will be sorry to hear. And I shall
have a service to ask of you afterwards, if you don’t object to assist
me.’

It is again needless to say that, so far from objecting, I was all cager-
ness to assist her.

‘You can wait here,” she went on, ‘till Mr Bruff comcs at five. And
you can be one of the witnesscs, Drusilla, when I sign my Will.”

Her Will! I thought of the drops which I had scen in her work-box.
I thought of the bluish tinge which I had noticed in her complexion.
A light which was not of this world - a light shining prophetically
from an unmade grave — dawned on my mind. My aunt’s sccret was a
secret no longer.

CHAPTER I

CoNSIDERATION for poor Lady Verinder forbade me even to hint
that I had guessed the melancholy truth, before she opened her lips. I
waited her pleasure in silence; and, having privately arranged to say a
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few sustaining words at the first convenient opportunity, felt prepared
for any duty that could claim me, no matter how painful it might be.

‘I have been seriously ill, Drusilla, for some time past,” my aunt
began. ‘And, strange to say, without knowing it myself.’

I thought of the thousands and thousands of perishing human crea-
turcs who were all at that moment spiritually ill, without knowing it
themsclves. And I greatly feared that my poor aunt might be one of
the number. ‘Yes, dear,’ I said sadly. ‘Yes.”

‘I brought Rachel to London, as you know, for medical advice,” she
went on. ‘I thought it right to consult two doctors.’

Two doctors! And, oh me (in Rachel’s state), not one clergyman!
‘Yes, dear?’ I said once more. ‘Yes?’

*Onc of the two medical men,” proceeded my aunt, *was a stranger
to me. The other had been an old friend of my husband’s, and had
always felt a sincere’interest in me for my husband’s sake. After pre-
scribing for Rachel, he said he wished to speak to me privately in an-
other room. | expected, of course, to reccive some special directions
for the management of my daughter’s health. To my surprise, he took
me gravely by the hand, and said, *“I have been looking at you, Lady
Verinder, with a professional as well as a personal interest. You are, [
am afraid, far more urgently in need of medical advice than your
daughter.”” He put soimc questions to me, which I was at first inclined
to treat lightly enough, until I obscrved that my answers distressed
him. It ended in his making an appointment to come and sce me, ac-
companicd by a medical friend, on the next day, at an hour when
Rachel would not be at home. The result of that visit — most kindly
and gently conveyed to me - satisfied both the physicians that there
had becn precious time lost, which could never be regained, and that
my case had now passed beyond the reach of their art. For more than
two ycars I have been suffering under an insidious form of heart
discase, which, without any symptoms to alarm me, has, by little and
little, fatally broken me down. I may live for some months, or I may
dic before another day has passed over my head - the doctors cannot,
and dare not, speak more positively than this. It would be vain to say,
my dear, that I have not had some miscrable moments since my real
situation has been made known to me. But I am more resigned than
I was, and I am doing my best to sct my worldly affairs in order. My
one great anxiety is that Rachel should be kept in ignorance of the
teuth. If she knew it, she would at once attribute my broken health to
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anxiety about the Diamond, and would reproach herself bitterly, poor
child, for what is in no sense her fault. Both the doctors agree that the
mischief began two, if not three years since. I am sure you will keep
my sccret, Drusilla — for Iam sure I sce sincere sorrow and sympathy
for me in your face.’

Sorrow and sympathy! Oh, what Pagan emotions to expect from a
Christian Englishwoman anchored firmly on her faith!

Little did my poor aunt imagine what a gush of devout thankful-
ness thrilled through me as she approached the close of her melan-
choly story. Here was a carcer of usefulness opened before me! Here
was a beloved relative and perishing fellow-creature, on the eve of
the great change, utterly unprepared; and led, providentially led, to
reveal her situation to me! How can I describe the joy with which I
now remembered that the precious clerical friends on whom I could
rely, were to be counted, not by oncs or twos, but by tens and twen-
ties! I took my aunt in my arms - my overflowing tenderness was not
to be satisfied, now, with anything less than an embrace. ‘Oh!’ I said
to her fervently, ‘the indescribable interest with which you inspire
me! Oh! the good I mean to do you, dear, before we part!” After an-
other word or two of camnest prefatory waming, I gave her her choice
of three precious friends, all plying the work of mercy from morning
to night in her own neighbourhood; all equally inexhaustible in ex-
hortation; all affectionately ready to exercise their gifts at a word from
me. Alas! the result was far from encouraging. Poor Lady Verinder
looked puzzled and frightened, and met everything I could say to her
with the purely worldly objection that she was not strong cnough to
face strangers. 1 yielded - for the moment only, of course. My large
expericnce (as Reader and Visitor, under not less, first and last, than
fourtcen beloved clerical friends) informed me that this was another
case for preparation by books. I possessed a little library of works, all
suitable to the present emergency, all calculated to arouse, convinee,
prepare, cnlighten, and fortify my aunt. ‘You will read, dear, won’t
you?’ I'said, in my most winning way. ‘You will read, if I bring you
my own precious books? Turned down at all the right places, aunt.
And marked in pencil where you are to stop and ask yourself, *“Docs
this apply to me?””” Even that simple appeal - so absolutely heathen-
izing is the influence of the world - appeared to startle my aunt. She
said, ‘I will do what I can, Drusilla, to please you,” with a look of sur-
prise, which was at once instructive and terrible to see. Not a moment
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was to be lost. The clock on the mantelpicce informed me that I had
just time to hurry home; to provide myself with a first series of
sclected readings (say a dozen only); and to retumn in time to meet the
lawyer, and witness Lady Verinder’s Will. Promising faithfully to be
back by five o’clock, I left the house on my crrand of mercy.

‘When no interests but my own are involved, I am humbly content
to get from place to place by the omnibus. Permit me to give an idea
of my devotion to my aunt’s interest by recording that, on this occa-
sion, I committed the prodigality of taking a cab.

I drove home, sclected and marked my first series of readings, and
drove back to Montagu Square, with a dozen works in a carpet-bag,
the like of which, I firmly believe, arc not to be found in the literature
of any other country in Europe. I paid the cabman exactly his fare. He
received it with an oath; upon which I'instantly gave him a tract. If I
had presented a pistol at his head, this abandoned wretch could hardly
have exhibited greater consternation. He jumped up on his box, and,
with profanc cxclamations of dismay, drove off furiously. Quite use-
less, I am happy to say! I sowed the good sced, in spite of him, by
throwing a sccond tract in at the window of the cab.

The servant who answered the door - not the person with the cap-
ribbons, to my great relicf, but the footman - informed me that the
doctor had called, and was still shut up with Lady Verinder. Mr Bruff,
the lawyer, had arrived a minute since-and was waiting in the library.
I was shown into the library to wait too.

Mr Bruff looked surprised to see me. He is the family solicitor, and
we had met more than once, on previous occasions, under Lady Verin-
der’s roof. A man, I grieve to say, grown old and grizzled in the ser-
vice of the world. A man who, in his hours of busincss, was the chosen
prophet of Law and Mammon; and who, in his hours of leisure, was
equally capable of reading a novel and of tearing up a tract.

‘Have you come to stay here, Miss Clack ?” ic asked, with a look at
my carpet-bag.

To reveal the contents of my precious bag to such a person as this
would have been simply to invite an outburst of profanity. I lowered
myself to his own level, and mentioned my business in the house.

‘My aunt has informed me that she is about to sign her Will,” I
answered. ‘She has becn so good as to ask me to be one of the wit-

3
nesses.
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‘Aye? aye? Well, Miss Clack, you will do. You arc over twenty-
one, and you have not the slightest pecuniary interest in Lady Verin-
der’s Will.”

Not the slightest pecuniary interest in Lady Verinder’s Will. Oh,
how thankful I fele when I heard that! If my aunt, possessed of thou-
sands, had remembered poor me, to whoin five pounds is an object -
if my name had appeared in the Will, with a little comforting legacy
attached to it - my cnemies might have doubted the motive which had
loaded me with the choicest treasures of my library, and had drawn
upon my failing resources for the prodigal expenses of a cab. Not the
crucllcst scoffer of them all could doubt now. Much better as it was!
O, surely, surcly, much better as it was!

I was aroused from these consoling reflections by the voice of Mt
Bruff. My meditative silence appeared to weigh upon the spirits of this
worldling, and to force him, as it were, into talking to me against his
own will.

“Well, Miss Clack, what's the last news in the charitable circles?
How is your fricnd Mr Godfrcy Ablewhite, after the mauling he got
from the rogucs in Northumberland Street? Egad! they’re telling a
pretty story about that charitable gentleman at my club!’

I had passed over the manner in which this person had remarked
that I was more than twenty-onc, and that I had no pecuniary intercst
in my aunt’s Will. But the tonc in which he alluded to dear Mr God-
frey was too much for my forbearance. Feeling bound, after what had
passed in my presence that afternoon, to assert the innocence of my ad-
mirable fricnd, whenever [ found it called in question - I own to hav-
ing also felt bound to include in the accomplishment of this rightcous
purpose, a stinging castigation in the case of Mr Bruff.

‘I live very much out of the world,’ T said; “and I don’t possess the
advantage, sir, of belonging to a club. But I happen to know the story
to which you allude; and I also know that a viler falschood than that
story never was told.’ »

“Yes, yes, Miss Clack - you believe in your friend. Natural enough.
Mr Godfrey Ablewhite won't find the world in gencral quite so casy
to convince as a committee of charitable ladies. Appearances arc dead
against him. He was in the house when the Diamond was lost. And he
was the first person in the housc to go to London afterwards. Those
are ugly circumstances, ma’am, viewed by the light of later cvents.

I ought, I know, to have set him right before he went any farther.
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1 ought to have told him that he was speaking in ignorance of a testi-
mony to Mr Godfrey’s innocence, offered by the only person who
was undeniably competent to speak from a positive knowledge of the
subject. Alas! the temptation to lead the lawyer artfully on to his own
discomfiture was too much for me. [ asked what he meant by ‘later
events’ — with an appcarance of the utmost innocence.

‘ By later events, Miss Clack, I mean events in which the Indians arc
concerned,” procceded Mr Bruff, getting more and more supcerior to
poor me, the longer e went on. “What do the Indians do, the mo-
ment they are let out of the prison at Frizinghall? They go straight to
London, and fix on Mr Luker. What follows? Mr Luker fecls alarmed
for the safety of “a valuable of great price”, which he has got in the
house. He lodges it privately (under a gencral description) in his
bankers’ strong-room. Wonderfully clever of him; but the Indians are
just as clever on their side. They have their suspicions that the *“valu-
able of great price” is being shifted from one place to another; and
they hit on a singularly bold and complete way of clearing those sus-
picions up. Whom do they scize and scarch? Not Mr Luker only —
which would be intelligible enough — but Mr Godfrcy Ablewhite as
well. Why? Mr Ablewhitc’s explanation is, that they acted on blind
suspicion, after sccing him accidentally speaking to Mr Luker. Ab-
surd! Half a dozen other people spoke to Mr Luker that morning.
Why were they not followed home too, and decoyed into the trap?
No! no! The plain inference is, that Mr Ablewhite had his private in-
terest in the “valuable’” as well as Mr Luker, and that the Indians were
so uncertain as to which of the two had the disposal of it, that there
was no alternative but to scarch them both. Public opinion says that,
Miss Clack. And public opinion, on this occasion, is not casily refuted.’

He said those last words, looking so wonderfully wise in his own
worldly conceit, that I really (to my shame be it spoken) could not
resist leading him a little farther still, before I overwhelmed him with
the truth.

‘I don’t presume to argue with a clever lawyer like you,” I'said.
‘But is it quite fair, sir, to Mr Ablewhite to pass over the opinion of
the famous London police officer who investigated this case? Not the
shadow of a suspicion rested upon anybody but Miss Verinder, in the
mind of Sergcant Cuff.’

‘Do you mean to tell mc, Miss Clack, that you agree with the
Sergeant?’
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‘I judge nobody, sir, and I offer no opinion.’

‘And I commit both those cnormities, ma’am. I judge the Sergeant
to have been utterly wrong; and I offer the opinion that, if he had
known Rachel’s character as  know it, he would have suspected cvery-
body in the house, but /ier. I admit that she has her faults — she is secret,
and self~willed; odd and wild, and unlike other girls of her age. But
truc as steel, and high-minded and generous to a fault. If the plainest
cvidence in the world pointed one way, and if nothing but Rachel’s
word of honour pointed the other, I would take her word before the
cvidence, lawyer as I am! Strong language, Miss Clack; but I mean
it.”

‘Would you object to illustrate your meaning, Mr Bruff, so that
may be sure I understand it? Suppose you found Miss Verinder quite
unaccountably interested in what has happened to Mr Ablewhite and
Mr Luker? Suppose she asked the strangest questions about this dread-
ful scandal, and displayed the most ungovernable agitation when she
found out the turn it was taking?’

‘Suppose anything you please, Miss Clack, it wouldn’t shake my be-
licf in Rachel Verinder by a hair’s-breadth.’

‘She is so absolutely to be relied on as that?’

‘So absolutely to be relied on as that.’

“Then permit me to inform you, Mr Bruff, that Mr Godfrey Able-
white was in this house not two hours since, and that his entire inno-
cence of all concern in the disappearance of the Moonstone was pro-
claimed by Miss Verinder hersclf, in the strongest language I cver
heard used by a young lady in my life.”

I enjoyed the triumph - the unholy triumph, I fear, I must admit -
of sccing Mr Bruff utterly confounded and overthrown by a few plain
words from Me. He started to his fect, and stared at me in silence. I
kept my seat, undisturbed, and related the whole scene as it had oc-
curred. ‘And what do you say about Mr Ablewhite now?’ I asked,
with the utmost possible gentleness, as soon as I had done.

*If Rachel has testified to his innocence, Miss Clack, I don’t scruple
to say that I believe in his innocence as firmly as you do. I have been
misled by appearances, like the rest of the world; and I will make the
best atonement I can, by publicly contradicting the scandal which has
assailed your friend wherever I meet with it. In the meantime, allow
me to congratulate you on the masterly manner in which you have
opened the full fire of your batterics on me at the moment when I
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least expected it. You would have done great things in my profession,
ma’am, if you had happened to be a man.’

With those words he turned away from me, and began walking
irritably up and down the room.

I could sce plainly that the new light I had thrown on the subject
had greatly surprised and disturbed him. Certain expressions dropped
from his lips, as he became more and more absorbed in his own
thoughts, which suggested to my mind the abominable view that he
had hitherto taken of the mystery of the lost Moonstone. He had not
scrupled to suspect dear Mr Godfrey of the infamy of stealing the Dia-
mond, and to attribute Rachel’s conduct to a gencrous resolution to
conceal the crime. On Miss Verinder’s own authority - a perfectly un-
assailable authority, as you arc aware, in the estimation of Mr Bruff -
that explanation of the circumstances was now shown to be utterly
wrong. The perplexity into which I had plunged this high legal
authority was so overwhelming that he was quite unable to conceal it
from notice. “What a case!” Lheard him say to himself, stopping at the
window in his walk, and drumming on the glass with his fingers. ‘It
not only decfies explanation, it’s even beyond conjecture.’

There was nothing in these words which made any reply at all
needful, on my part - and yet, I answered them! It seems hardly cred-
ible that I should not have been able to let Mr Bruff alone, even now.
It seems almost beyond mere mortal perversity that I should have dis-
covered, in what he had just said, a new opportunity of making my-
sclf personally disagrecable to him. But - ah, my fricnds! nothing is
beyond mortal perversity; and anything is credible when our fallen
natures get the better of us!

‘Pardon e for intruding on your reflections,” I said to the unsus-
pecting Mr Bruff. ‘But surely there is a conjecture to make which has
not occurred to us yet.’

‘Maybe, Miss Clack. I own I don’t know what it is.”

‘ Before I was so fortunate, sir, as to convince you of Mr Ablewhite’s
innocence, you mentioned it as one of the reasons for suspecting him,
that he was in the house at the time when the Diamond was lost. Per-
mit me to remind you that Mr Franklin Blake was also in the house
at the time when the Diamond was lost.”

The old worldling left the window, took a chair exactly opposite to
niine, and looked at me steadily, with a hard and vicious smile.

‘You are not so good a lawyer, Miss Clack,” he remarked in a
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meditative manner, ‘as I supposed. You don’t know how to let well
alone.’

‘I'am afraid [ fail to follow you, Mr Bruff,’ I said modestly.

‘It won’t do, Miss Clack - it really won’t do a second time. Frank-
lin Blake is 2 prime favourite of minc, as you arc well aware. But that
doesn’t matter. I'll adopt your view, on this occasion, before you have
time to turn round on me. You're quite right, ma’am. I have suspected
Mt Ablewhite, on grounds which abstractedly justify suspecting Mr
Blake too. Very good - let’s suspect them together. It’s quite in his
character, we will say, to be capable of stealing the Moonstonc. The
only question is, whether it was his interest to do so.”

‘Mr Franklin Blake’s debts,” I remarked, ‘are matters of family
notoriety.”

‘And Mr Godfrey Ablewhite’s debts have not arrived at that stage
of development yet. Quite true. But there happen to be two difficul-
ties in the way of your theory, Miss Clack. I manage Franklin Blake’s
affairs, and I beg to inform you that the vast majority of his creditors
(knowing his father to be a rich man) arc quite content to charge in-
terest on their debts, and to wait for theit money. There is the first
difficulty - which is tough enough. You will find the sccond tougher
still. I have it, on the authority of Lady Verinder herself, that her
daughter was rcady to marry Franklin Blake, before that infernal In-
dian Diamond disappcared from the house. She had drawn him on
and put him off again, with the coquetry of a young girl. But she had
confessed to her mother that she loved cousin Franklin, and her mother
had trusted cousin Franklin with the secret. So there he was, Miss
Clack, with his creditors content to wait, and with the certain pros-
pect before him of marrying an heiress. By all means consider him a
scoundrcl; but tell me, if you please, why he should steal the Moon-
stonc?’

“The human heart is unsearchable,’ I said gently. *Who is to fathom
it?’

‘In other words, ma’am - though he hadn’t the shadow of a reason
for taking the Diamond - he might have taken it, nevertheless,
through natural depravity. Very well. Say he did. Why the devil - -’

‘I beg your pardon, Mr Bruff. If I hear the devil referred to in that
manner, I must leave the room.’

‘I beg your pardon, Miss Clack - I'll be more careful in my choice
of language for the future. All I meant to ask was this. Why - even

224



supposing he did take the Diamond - should Franklin Blake make
himself the most prominent person in the house, in trying to recover
it? You may tell me he cunningly did that to divert suspicion from
himself. I answer that he had no nced to divert suspicion - because no-
body suspected him. He first steals the Moonstone (without the slight-
est reason) through natural depravity; and he then acts a pare, in rela-
tion to the loss of the jewcl, which there is not the slightest necessity
to act, and which leads to his mortally offending the young lady who
would otherwise have married him. That is the monstrous proposition
which you are driven to assert, if you attempt to associate the dis-
appearance of the Moonstone with Franklin Blake. No, no, Miss
Clack! After what has passed here to-day, between us two, the dead-
lock, in this case, is complete. Rachel's own innocence is (as her
mother knows, and as [ know) beyond a doubt. Mr Ablewhite’s inno-
cence is equally certain - or Rachel would never have testified to it.
And Franklin Blake’s innocence, as you have just scen, unanswerably
asserts itself. On the one hand, we are morally certain of all these
things. And, on the other hand, we are equally surc that somebody
has brought the Moonstone to London, and that Mr Luker, or his
banker, is in private possession of it at this moment. What is the use
of my experience, what is the use of any person’s experience, in such
a case as that? It baffles me; it baffles you; it bafHles everybody.’

No - not everybody. It had not bafled Sergeant Cuff. I was about
to mention this, with all possible mildness, and with every necessary
protest against being supposed to cast a slur upon Rachel — when the
servant came in to say that the doctor had gone, and that my aunt was
waiting to receive us.

This stopped the discussion. Mr Bruff collected his papers, looking a
little exhausted by the demands which our conversation had made on
him. I took up my bagful of precious publications, fecling as if I could
have gone on talking for hours. We proceeded in silence to Lady
Verinder's room.

Permit me to add here, before my narrative advances to other
events, that I have not described what passed between the lawyer and
me, without having a dcfinite object in view. I am ordered to include
in my contribution to the shocking story of the Moonstone a plain
disclosure, not only of the turn which suspicion took, but even of the
names of the persons on whom suspicion rested, at the time when the
Indian Diamond was believed to be in London. A report of my
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conversation in the library with Mr Bruff appeared to me to be exactly
what was wanted to answer this purpose ~ while, at the same time, it
possessed the great moral advantage of rendering a sacrifice of sinful
self-csteem essentially necessary on my part. I have been obliged to
acknowledge that my fallen nature got the better of me. In making
that humiliating confession, I get the better of my fallen nature. The
moral balance is restored; the spiritual atmosphere feels clear once
more. Dear friends, we may go on again.

CHAPTER IV

THE signing of the Will was a2 much shorter matter than I had antici-
pated. It was hurried over, to my thinking, in indecent haste. Samuel,
the footman, was sent for to act as second witness - and the pen was
put at once into my aunt’s hand. I felt strongly urged to say a few
appropriate words on this solemn occasion. But Mr Bruff’s manner
convinced me that it was wisest to check the impulse while he was in
the rooni. In less than two minutes it was all over - and Samuel (un-
benefited by what I might have said) had gone downstairs again.

Mr Bruff folded up the Will, and then looked my way; apparently
wondering whether I did or did not mean to lcave him alone with my
aunt. I had my mission of mercy to fulfil, and my bag of precious pub-
lications ready on my lap. He might as well have expected to move St
Paul’s Cathedral by looking at it, as to move me. There was one merit
about him (due no doubt to his worldly training) which [ have no
wish to deny. He was quick at sceing things. I appeared to produce
almost the same impression on him which I had produced on the cab-
man. He too uttered a profane expression, and withdrew in a violent
hurry, and left me mistress of the ficld.

As soon as we were alonc, my aunt reclined on the sofa, and then
alluded, with some appearance of confusion, to the subject of her
Will.

‘T hope you won’t think yourself neglected, Drusilla,” she said. ‘I
mean to give you your little legacy, my dear, with my own hand.’

Here was a golden opportunity! I seized it on the spot. In other
words, [ instantly opened my bag, and took out the top publication.
It proved to be an early edition - only the twenty-fifth - of the famous
anonymous work (belicved to be by precious Miss Bellows), entitled
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The Serpent at Horne. The design of the book — with which the worldly
reader may not be acquainted - is to show how the Evil One lies in
wait for us in all the most apparently innocent actions of our daily
lives. The chapters best adapted to female perusal are “Satan in the
Hair-Brush’; “Satan’ behind the Looking-Glass’; ‘Satan under the
Tca-Table’; ‘Satan out of the Window’; - and many others.

‘Give your attention, dear aunt, to this precious book - and you
will give me all 1 ask.” With those words, I handed it to her open, ata
marked passage - one continuous burst of burning cloquence! Sub-
ject: Satan among the Sofa Cushions.

Poor Lady Verinder (reclining thoughtlessly on her own sofa
cushions) glanced at the book, and handed it back to me looking more
confused than ever.

‘I'm afraid, Drusilla,” she said, ‘I must wait till I am a little better,
before I can read that. The doctor - -’

The moment she mentioned the doctor’s name, I knew what was
coming. Over and over again in my past experience among my perish-
ing fellow-creatures, the members of the notoriously infidel profes-
sion of Medicine had stepped between me and my mission of mercy -
on the miserable pretence that the patient wanted quict, and that the
disturbing influence of all others which they most dreaded, was the
influence of Miss Clack and her Books. Precisely the same blinded
materialism (working treacherously behind my back) now sought to
rob me of the only right of property that my poverty could claim -
my right of spiritual property in my perishing aunt.

“The doctor tells me,” my poor misguided relative went on, ‘that [
am not so well to-day. He forbids me to see any strangers; and he
orders me, if I read at all, only to read the lightest and the most amus-
ing books. Do nothing, Lady Verinder, to weary your head, or to
quicken your pulse” - those were his last words, Drusilla, when he
left me to-day.’

There was no help for it but to yicld again - for the moment only,
as before. Any open assertion of the infinitely superior importance of
such a ministry as mine, compared with the ministry of the medical
man, would only have provoked the doctor to practise on the human
weakness of his patient, and to threaten to throw up the case. Happily,
there are more ways than one of sowing the good seed, and few per-
sons are better versed in those ways than myself.

“You might feel stronger, dear, in an hour or two,” I said. ‘Or you
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might wake, to-morrow morning, with a sense of something want-
ing, and even thisunpretending volume might be able to supplyit. You
will let me leave the book, aunt? The doctorcan hardly object to that!’

I'slipped it under the sofa cushions, half in and half out, close by her
handkerchief and her smelling-bottle. Every time her hand scarched
for cither of these, it would touch the book; and sooner or later (who
knows?) the book might touch her. After making this arrangement, I
thought it wise to withdraw. ‘Let me leave you to repose, dear aunt;
I will call again to-morrow.” I looked accidentally towards the win-
dow as I said that. Tt was full of flowers, in boxes and pots. Lady
Verinder was extravagantly fond of these perishable treasures, and had
a habit of rising every now and then, and going to look at them and
smell them. A new idea flashed across my mind. ‘Oh! may I take a
fower?’ I'said — and got to the window unsuspected, in that way. In-
stead of taking away a flower, I added one, in the shape of another
book from my bag, which I left, to surprise my aunt, among the
geraniums and roses. The happy thought followed, *Why not do the
same for her, poor dear, in every other room that she enters?* I imme-
diately said good-bye; and, crossing the hall, slipped into the library.
Samuel, coming up to let me out, and supposing I had gone, went
downstairs again. On the library table I noticed two of the ‘amusing
books’ which the infidel doctor had recommended. instantly covered
them from sight with two of my own precious publications. In the
breakfast-room I found my aunt’s favourite canary singing in his cage.
She was always in the habit of feeding the bird herself. Some ground-
scl was strewed on a table which stood immediately under the cage. I
put a book among the groundsel. In the drawing-room I found more
cheering opportunities of emptying my bag. My aunt’s favourite
musical pieces were on the piano. I'slipped in two more books among
the music. [ disposed of another in the back drawing-room, under
some unfinished embroidery, which I knew to be of Lady Verinder’s
working. A third little room opened out of the back drawing-room,
from which it was shut off by curtains instead of a door. My aunt’s
plain old-fashioned fan was on the chimney-piece. I opened my ninth
book at a very special passage, and put the fan in as a marker, to kecp
the place. The question then came, whether I should go higher still,
and try the bedroom floor — at the risk, undoubtedly, of being in-
sulted, if the person with the cap-ribbons happened to be in the upper
regions of the house, and to find me out. But oh, what of that? Itisa
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poor Christian that is afraid of being insulted. I went upstairs, pre-
pared to bear anything. All was silent and solitary - it was the ser-
vants’ teatime, I suppose. My aunt’s room was in front. The miniature
of my late dear uncle, Sir John, liung on the wall opposite the bed. It
seemed to smile at me; it seemed to say, ‘Drusilla! deposit a book.’
There were tables on cither side of my aunt’s bed. She was a bad
sleeper, and wanted, or thought she wanted, many things at night. I
put a book near the matches on one side, and a book under the box of
chocolate drops on the other. Whether she wanted a light, or whether
she wanted a drop, there was a precious publication to meet her eye,
or to meet her hand, and to say with silent eloquence, in cither case,
‘Come, try me! try me!” But one book was now left at the bottom of
my bag, and but one apartment was still unexplored - the bathroom,
which opened out of the bedroom. I peeped in; and the holy inner
voice that never deccives, whispered to me, ‘You have met her,
Drusilla, everywhere else; meet her at the bath, and the work is done.’
I obscrved a dressing-gown thrown across a chair. It had a pocket in
it, and in that pocket I put my last book. Can words express my ex-
quisite sense of duty done, when I had slipped out of the house, un-
suspected by any of them, and when I found mysclf in the street with
my empty bag under my arm? Oh, my worldly friends, pursuing the
phantom, Pleasure, through the guilty mazes of Dissipation, how easy
it is to be happy, if you will only be good!

When I folded up my things that night — when I reflected on the
trye riches which I had scattered with such a lavish hand, from top to
bottom of the house of my wealthy aunt - I declare I felt as frec from
all anxiety as if [ had been a child again. I was so light-hearted that I
sang a verse of the Evening Hymn. I was so light-hearted that 1 fell
asleep before I could sing another. Quite like a child again! quite like a
child again!

So I passed that blissful night. On rising the next morning, how
young I felt! I might add, how young I looked, if I were capable of
dwelling on the concerns of my own perishable body. But I am not
capable - and I add nothing.

Towards luncheon time - not for the sake of the creature~comforts,
but for the certainty of finding dear aunt - I put on my bonnet to go
to Montagu Square. Just as I was ready, the maid at the lodgings in
which I then lived looked in at the door, and said, ‘Lady Verinder’s
servant, to see Miss Clack.’
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I occupied the parlour-floor, at that period of my residence in Lon-
don. The front parlour was my sitting-room. Very small, very low in
the cciling, very pootly furnished ~ but, oh, so neat! I looked into the
passage to sce which of Lady Verinder’s scrvants had asked for me. It
was the young footman, Samucl - a civil, fresh-coloured person, with
a teachable look and a very obliging manner. I had always felt a
spiritual interest in Samuel, and a wish to try him with a few serious
words. On this occasion, [ invited him into my sitting-room.

He came in, with 2 large parcel under his arm. When he put the
parcel down, it appeared to frighten him. “My lady’s love, Miss; and
I was to say that you would find a letter inside.” Having given that
message, the fresh-coloured young footman surprised me by looking
as if he would have liked to run away.

I detained him to make a few kind inquiries. Could I see my aunt, if
I called in Montagu Square? Noj; she had gone out for a drive. Miss
Rachel had gone with her, and Mr Ablewhite had taken a seat in the
carriage, too. Knowing how sadly dear Mr Godfrey’s charitable work
was in arrear, I thought it odd that he should be going out driving,
like an idle man. I stopped Samuel at the door, and made a few more
kind inquiries. Miss Rachel was going to a ball that night, and Mt
Ablewhitc had arranged to come to coffee, and go with her. There
was a morning concert advertised for to-morrow, and Samuel was
ordered to take places for a large party, including a place for Mr Able-
white. ‘All the tickets may be gone, Miss,” said this innocent youth,
‘if I don’t run and get them at once!” He ran as he said the words ~ and
I found myself alone again, withsome anxious thoughts to occupy me.

We had a special meeting of the Mothers’ Small-Clothes-Conver-
sion Society that night, summoned expressly with a view to obtaining
Mr Godfrey’s advice and assistance. Instcad of sustaining our sister-
hood, under an overwhelming flow of Trousers which quite pros-
trated our little community, he had arranged to take coffee in Mon-
tagu Square, and to go to a ball afterwards! The afternoon of the next
day had been selected for the Festival of the British-Ladies’-Servants’-
Sunday-Sweetheart-Supervision Socicty. Instead of being present, the
life and soul of that struggling Institution, he had cngaged to make
one of a party of worldlings at a morming concert! I asked myself,
what did it mean? Alas! it mcant that our Christian hero was to reveal
himself to me in a new character, and to become associated in my
mind with one of the most awful back-slidings of modern times.
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To return, however, to the history of the passing day. On finding
myself alone in my room, I naturally turned my attention to the par-
cel which appeared to have so strangely intimidated the fresh-coloured
young footman. Had my aunt sent me my promised legacy ? and had
it taken the form of cast-off clothes, or worn-out silver spoons, or un-
fashionable jewcllery, or anything of that sort? Prepared to accept all,
and to resent nothing, I opened the parcel - and what met my view?
The twelve precious publications which I had scattered through the
house on the previous day; all returned to me by the doctor’s orders!
Well might the youthful Samuel shrink when he brought his parcel
into my room! Well might he run when he had performed his miser-
able errand! As to my aunt’s letter, it simply amounted, poor soul, to
this — that she dare not disobey her medical man.

What was to be done now? With my training and my principles,
I never had a moment’s doubt.

Once self~supported by conscicnce, once embarked on a career of
manifest uscfulness, the true Christian never yiclds. Neither public nor
private influences produce the slightest effect on us, when we have
once got our mission. Taxation may be the consequence of a mission;
riots may be the consequence of a mission; wars may be the conse-
quence of a mission: we go on with our work, irrespective of every
human consideration which moves the world outside uvs. We are
above recason; we are beyond ridicule; we sec with nobody’s eyes, we
hear with nobody’s cars, we feel with nobody’s hearts, but our own.
Glorious, glorious privilege! And how is it carned? Ah, my friends,
you may spare yourselves the useless inquiry! We are the only people
who can carn it - for we are the only people who are always right.

In the case of my misguided aunt, the form which pious persever-
ance was next to take revealed itself to mc plainly enough.

Preparation by clerical friends had failed, owing to Lady Verinder’s
own reluctance. Preparation by books had failed, owing to the doc-
tor’s infidel obstinacy. So be it! What was the next thing to try ? The
next thing to try was — Preparation by Little Notes. In other words,
the books themselves having been sent back, sclect extracts from the
books, copied by different hands, and all addressed as letters to my
aunt, were, some to be sent by post, and some to be distributed about
the house on the plan I had adopted on the previous day. As letters
they would excite no suspicion; as letters they would be opened - and,
once opened, might be read. Some of them I wrote myself. ‘Dear
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aunt, may I ask your attention to a few lines?” etc. ‘Dear aunt, I was
reading last night, and I chanced on the following passage,’ etc. Other
letters were written for me by my valued fellow-workers, the sister-
hood at the Mothers’ Small-Clothes. ‘Dear madam, pardon the in-
terest taken in you by a true, though humble friend.” ‘Dear madam,
may a scrious person surprise you by saying a few cheering words?’
Using these and other similar forms of courteous appeal, we reintro-
duced all my precious passages under a form which not even the doc-
tor’s watchful materialism could suspect. Before the shades of evening
had closed around us, I had a dozen awakening letters for my aunt, in-
stead of a dozen awakening books. Six I made immediate arrange-
ments for sending through the post, and six I kept in my pocket for
personal distribution in the house the next day.

Soon after two o’clock [ was again on the field of pious conflict,
addressing more kind inquirics to Samuel at Lady Verinder’s door.

My aunt had had a bad night. She was again in the room in which
I had witnessed her Will, resting on the sofa, and trying to get a little
sleep.

IEaid I would wait in the library, on the chance of seeing her. In the
fervour of my zcal to distribute the letters, it never occurred to me to
inquire about Rachel. The house was quict, and it was past the hour at
which the musical performance began. I took it for granted that she
and her party of pleasure-seekers (Mr Godfrey, alas! included) were
all at the concert, and eagerly devoted myself to my good work, while
time and opportunity were still at my own disposal.

My aunt’s correspondence of the moming - including the six
awakening letters which I had posted overnight — was lying unopened
on the library table. She had evidently not felt herself equal to dealing
with a large mass of letters — and she might be daunted by the number
of them, if she entered the library later in the day. I put one of my
second sct of six letters on the chimney-picce by itself; leaving it to
attract her curiosity, by means of its solitary position, apart from the
rest. A second letter I put purposcly on the floor in the-breakfast-
room. The first servant who went in after me would conclude that my
aunt had dropped it, and would be specially careful to restore it to her.
The ficld thus sown on the basement story, I ran lightly upstairs to
scatter my mercics next over the drawing-room floor.

Just as I entered the front room, I heard a double-knock at the street
door - a soft, fluttering, considerate little knock. Before I could think
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of slipping back to the library (in which I was supposed to be waiting),
the active young footman was in the hall, answering the door. It mat-
tered little, as I thought. In my aunt’s state of health, visitors in general
were not admitted. To my horror and amazement, the performer of
the soft little knock proved to be an exception to gencral rules.
Samuel’s voice below me (after apparently answering some questions
which I did not hear) said unmistakably, ‘ Upstairs, if you please, sir.”
The next moment I heard footsteps — a man’s footsteps — approaching
the drawing-room floor. Who could this favoured male visitor pos-
sibly be? Almost as soon as I asked myself the question, the answer
occurred to me. Who conld it be but the doctor?

In the case of any other visitor, I should have allowed myself to be
discovered in the drawing-room. There would have been nothing out
of the common in my having got tired of the library, and having gone
upstairs for a change. But my own self-respect stood in the way of my
meeting the person who had insulted me by sending me back my
books. I slipped into the little third room, which I have mentioned as
communicating with the back drawing-room, and dropped the cur-
tains which closed the open doorway. If I only waited there for a min-
ute or two, the usual result in such cases would take place. That is to
say, the doctor would be conducted to his patient’s room.

1 waited a minute or two, and more than a minute or two. I heard
the visitor walking restlessly backwards and forwards. I also heard him
talking to himself. I even thought I recognized the voice. Had I made
a mistake? Was it not the doctor, but somebody clse? Mr Bruff, for
instance ? No! an unerring instinct told me it was not Mr Bruff. Who-
ever lic was, hie was still talking to himsclf. I parted the heavy curtains
the least little morsel in the world, and listencd.

The words [ heard were, ‘Fll doit to-day!” And the voice that spoke
them was Mr Godfrey Ablewhite’s.

CHAPTER V

My hand dropped from the curtain. But don’t suppose - oh, don't
suppose — that the drcadful embarrassment of my situation was the
uppermost idea in my mind! So fervent still was the sisterly interest I
felt in Mr Godfrey, that I never stopped to ask-myself why he was not
at the concert. No! I thought only of the words - the startling words -
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which had just fallen from his lips. He would do it to-day. He had said,
ina tonc of terrible resolution, he would do it to-day. What, oh what,
would he do! Something even more deplorably unworthy of him
than what he had donc alrcady ? Would he apostatize from the faith?
Would he abandon us at the Mothers” Small-Clothes? Had we seen
the last of his angelic smile in the committee-room ? Had we heard the
last of his unrivalled eloquence at Exeter Hall? I was so wrought up by
the barc idea of such awful eventualities as these in connexion with
such a man, that I believe I should have rushed from my place of con-
cealment, and implored him in the name of all the Ladies” Commit-
tees in London to explain himself - when I suddenly heard another
voice in the room. It penetrated through the curtains; it was loud, it
was bold, it was wanting in every female charm. The voice of Rachel
Verinder!

“Why have you comc up here, Godfrey ?” she asked. “Why didn’t
you go into the library ?’

Hec laughed softly, and answered, *Miss Clack is in the library.’

“Clack in the library!” She instantly seated herself on the ottoman
in the back drawing-room. “You are quite right, Godfrey. We had
much better stop here.”

I had been in a burning fever, a moment since, and in some doubt
what to do next. I became extremely cold now, and felt no doubt
whatever. To show myself, after what 1 had heard, was impossible. To
retreat — except into the fireplace - was equally out of the question. A
martyrdom was before me. In justice to myself, I noiselessly arranged
the curtains so that I could both see and hear. And then I met my
martyrdom, with the spirit of a primitive Christian.

‘Don’t sit on the ottoman,” the young lady proceeded. ‘Bring a
chair, Godfrey. I like people to be opposite to me when I talk to
them.’

He took the nearest scat. It was a low chair. He was very tall, and
many sizes too large for it. I never saw his legs to such disadvantage
before.

‘Well?’ she went on. *What did you say to them?’

*Just what you said, dear Rachel, to me.’

“That mamma was not at all well to-day? And that I didn’t quite
like leaving her to go to the concert?’

‘Those were the words. They were gricved to lose you at the con-
cert, but they quite understood. All sent their love; and all expressed a
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checring belief that Lady Verinder’s indisposition would soon pass
away.’

‘You don’t think it’s serious, do you, Godfrey?’

‘Far from it! In a few days, [ fecl quite sure, all will be well again.’

‘I think so, too. I was a little frightened at first, but I think so too.
It was very kind to go and make my excuses for me to people who are
almost strangers to you. But why not have gonc with them to the
concert? It seems very hard that you should miss the music too.’

‘Don't say that. Rachel! If you only knew how much happier I am -
here, with you!’

He clasped his hands, and looked at her. In the position which he
occupied, when he did that, he turned my way. Can words describe
how I sickened when I noticed exactly the same pathetic expression on
his face, which had charmed me when he was pleading for destitute
millions of his fellow-creatures on the platform at Excter Hall!

‘It’s hard to get over onc’s bad habits, Godfrey. But do try to get
over the habit of paying compliments - do, to pleasc me.’

‘I never paid you a compliment, Rachel, in my life. Successful love
may sometimes use the language of flattery, I admit. But hopeless love,
dearest, always speaks the truth.’

He drew his chair close, and took her hand, when he said “hopeless
love’. There was a momentary silence. He, who thrilled everybody,
had doubtless thrilled her. 1 thought I now understood the words
which had dropped from him when he was alonc in the drawing-
room, ‘I'll do it to-day’. Alas! the most rigid propriety could hardly
have failed to discover that he was doing it now.

‘Have you forgotten what we agreed on, Godfrey, when you spoke
to me in the country? We agreed that we were to be cousins, and
nothing more.’

‘I break the agreement, Rachel, every time I see you.’

*Then don’t sce me.’

*Quite useless! I break the agreement every time I think of you. Oh,
Rachel! how kindly you told me, only the other day, that my place in
your cstimation was a higher place than it had ever been yet! Am 1
mad to build the hopes I do on those dear words? Am I'mad to dream
of some future day when your hcart may soften to me? Don't tell me
5o, if [am! Leave me my delusion, dearest! I must have ¢hat to cherish,
and to comfort me, if I have nothing clse!’

His voice trembled, and he put his white handkerchief to his eyes.
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Exeter Hall again! Nothing wanting to complete the parallel but the
audience, the cheers, and the glass of water.

Even her obdurate nature was touched. I saw her lean a little nearer
to him. I heard a new tone of interest in her next words.

‘Are you really sure, Godfrey, that you are so fond of me as that?’

‘Sure! You know what I was, Rachel. Let me tell you what I am.
I have lost every interest in life, but my interest in you. A transforma-
tion has come over me which I can’t account for, mysclf. Would you
believe it? My charitable business is an unendurable nuisance to me;
and when I sec a Ladies’ Committec now, I wish myself at the utter-
most ends of the earth!’

If the annals of apostasy offer anything comparable to such a declara-
tion as that, [ can only say that the case in point is not producible from
the stores of my reading. I thought of the Mothers’ Small-Clothes. I
thought of the Sunday-Sweetheart-Supervision. I thought of the other
Societies, too numerous to mention, all built up on this man as on a
tower of strength. I thought of the struggling Female Boards, who, so
to speak, drew the breath of their business-life through the nostrils of
Mr Godfrey - of that same Mr Godfrey who had just reviled our good
work as a ‘nuisance’ - and just declared that he wished he was at the
uttermost ends of the carth when he found himself in our company!
My young female friends will feel encouraged to persevere, when [
mention that it tried even my discipline before I could devour my own
righteous indignation in silence. At the same time, it is only justice to
myself to add, that I didn’t lose a syllable of the conversation. Rachel
was the next to speak.

“You have made your confession,’ she said. ‘I wonder whether it
would cure you of your unhappy attachment to me, if [ made mine?’

He started. I confess [ started too. He thought, and I thought, that
she was about to divulge the mystery of the Moonstone.

‘Would you think, to look at me,’ she went on, ‘that I am the
wretchedest girl living? It’s true, Godfrey. What greater wretched-
ness can there be than to live degraded in your own estimation? That
is my life now.’ '

‘My dear Rachel! it’s impossible you can have any reason to speak
of yourself in that way!’

‘How do you know I have no reason?’

‘Can you ask me the question! I know it, because I know you. Your
silence, dearest, has never lowered you in the estimation of your true

236



friends. The disappearance of your precious birthday gift may seem
strange; your uncxplained connexion with that event may seem
stranger still - -’

‘Are you speaking of the Moonstone, Godfrey?’

‘I certainly thought that you referred — -

‘I referred to nothing of the sort. I can hear of the loss of the Moon-
stone, let who will speak of it, without fecling degraded in my own
estimation. If the story of the Diamond cver comes to light, it will be
known that I accepted a dreadful responsibility; it will be known that
Linvolved myselfin the keeping of a miserable secret - but it will be as
clear as the sun at noonday that I did nothing mean! You have mis-
understood me, Godftrey. It’s my fault for not speaking more plainly.
Cost me what it may, I will be plainer now. Suppose you were not in
love with me? Suppose you were in love with some other woman?’

‘Yes?’

‘Suppose you discovered that woman to be utterly unworthy of
you? Suppose you were quite convinced that it was a disgrace to you
towaste another thought on her? Suppose the bare idea of ever marry-
ing such a person made your face bumn, only with thinking of it?’

“Yes?’

‘And, suppose, in spitc of all that — you couldn’t tear her from your
heart? Suppose the fecling she had roused in you (in the time when
you believed in her) was not a feeling to be hidden? Suppose the love
this wretch had inspired in you - ~? Oh, how can I find words to say
it in! How can I make a man understand that a feeling which horrifics
me at myself, can be a fecling that fascinates me at the same time? It’s
the breath of my life, Godfrey, and it’s the poison that kills me - both
in one! Go away! I must be out of my mind to talk as I am talking
now. No! you mustn’t lcave me — you mustn’t carry away a wrong
impression. I must say, what is to be said in my own defence. Mind
this! He doesn’t know - he never will know, what I have told you. I
will never see him - I don’t carc what happens — I will never, never,
never see him again! Don’t ask me his name! Don’t ask me any more!
Let’s change the subject. Arc you doctor enough, Godfrey, to tell me
why I feel as if I was stifling for want of breath? Is there a form of
hysterics that bursts into words instead of tears? I dare say ! What does
it matter? You will get over any trouble I have caused you, easily
enough now. I have dropped to my right place in your cstimation,
haven’t 12 Don’t notice me! Don’t pity me! For God’s sake, go away!”
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She turned round on a sudden, and beat her hands wildly on the
back of the ottoman. Her head dropped on the cushions; and she burst
out crying. Before I had time to feel shocked at this, I was horror-
struck by an entirely uncxpected proceeding on the part of Mr God-
frey. Will it be eredited that he fell on his knees at her feet? — on both
knees, I solemnly declare! May modesty mention that he put his arms
round her neck ? And may reluctant admiration acknowledge that he
clectrified her with two words?

‘Noble creature!’

No more than that! But he did it with one of the bursts which have
made his fame as a public speaker. She sat, either quite thunderstruck,
or quite fascinated - I don’t know which - without even making an
cffort to put his arms back where his arms ought to have been. As for
me, my sense of propriety was completely bewildered. I was so pain-
fully uncertain whether it was my first duty to close my eyes, or to
stop my cars, that I did neither. I attribute my being still able to hold
the curtain in the right position for looking and listening, entirely to
suppressed hysterics. In suppressed hysterics, it is admitted, even by the
doctors, that one must hold something.

“Yes,” he said, with all the fascination of his own cvangelical voice
and manner, ‘you arc a noble creature! A woman who can speak the
trath, for the truth’s own sake — a woman who will sacrifice her pride,
rather than sacrifice an honest man who loves her - is the most price-
less of all treasures. When such 2 woman marrics, if her husband only
wins her esteemn and regard, he wins cnough to ennoble his whole life.
You have spoken, dearest, of your place in my estimation. Judge what
that place is — when I implorc you, on my knees, to let the cure of
your poor wounded heart be my care. Rachel! will you honour me,
will you bless me, by being my wife?’

By this time I should certainly have decided on stopping my ears,
if Rachel had not encouraged me to keep them open, by answering
him in the first sensible words I had ever heard fall from her lips.

‘Godfrey!” she said, ‘you must be mad!’

‘I never spoke morec reasonably, dearest ~ in your interests, as well
as in mine. Look for a moment to the future. Is your happiness to be
sacrificed to a man who has never known how you feel towards him,
and whom you are resolved never to see again? Is it not your duty to
forget this ill-fated attachment? and is forgetfulness to be found in the
life you are leading now ? You have tried that life, and you are weary-
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ing of it already. Surround yoursclf with nobler interests than the
wretched interests of the world. A heart that loves and honours you;
a home whose peaceful claims and happy dutics win gently on you
day by day - try the consolation, Rachel, which is to be found there!
[ don’t ask for your love - I will be content with your affection and
regard. Let the rest be left, confidently left, to your husband’s devo-
tion, and to Time that heals even wounds as deep as yours.”

She began to yield already. Oh, what a bringing-up she must have
had! Oh, how differently I should have acted in her place!

‘Don’t tempt me, Godfrey,’ she said; ‘I am wretched enough and
reckless enough as it is. Don’t tempt me to be more wretched and
more reckless still!’

‘One question, Rachel. Have you any personal objection to me?’

‘111 always liked you. After what you have just said to me, Ishould
be inscnsible indeed if I didn’t respect and admire you as well.’

‘Do you know many wives, my dear Rachel, who respect and ad-
mire their husbands? And yet they and their husbands get on very
well. How many brides go to the altar with hearts that would bear
inspection by the men who take them there? And yet it doesn’t end
unhappily - somehow or other the nuptial establishment jogs on. The
truth is, that women try marriage as a Refuge, far more numerously
than they are willing to admit; and, what is more, they find that mar-
riage has justified their confidence in it. Look at your own case once
again. At your age, and with your attractions, s it possible for you to
sentence yourself to a single life? Trust my knowledge of the world -
nothing is less possible. It is merely a question of time. You may marry
some other man, some years hence. Or you may marry the man,
dearest, who is now at your fect, and who prizes your respect and ad-
miration above the love of any other woman on the face of the carth.’

‘Gently, Godftey! you are putting somcthing into my head which
I never thought of before. You are tempting me with a new prospect,
when all my other prospects arc closed before me. I tell you again, 1
am miserable enough and desperate enough, if you say another word,
to marry you on your own terms. Take the warning, and go!”

‘I won't even rise from my knees till you have said yes!’

‘If I say yes you will repent, and I shall repent, when it is too late!’

‘We shall both bless the day, darling, when I pressed, and when you
viclded.’

‘Do you feel as confidently as you speak?’
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“You shall judge for yoursclf. I speak from what I have seen in my
own family. Tell me what you think of our houschold at Frizinghall.
Do my father and mother live unhappily together?’

‘Far from it - so far as I can scc.’

“When my mother was a girl, Rachel (it is no secret in the family),
she had loved as you love - she had given her heart to a man who was
unworthy of her. She married my father, respecting him, admiring
him, but nothing more. Your own eyes have seen the result. Is there
no encouragement in it for you and for me?’ *

*You won't hurry me, Godfrey?’

‘My time shall be yours.’

“You won't ask nic for more than I can give?’

‘My angel! I only ask you to give me yourself.’

“Take me!”

In those two words she accepted him!

He had another burst - a burst of unholy rapture this time. He drew
ler nearer and nearer to him till her face touched his; and then — - No!
I really cannot prevail upon mysclf to carry this shocking disclosure
any farther. Let me only say, that I tried to close my eyes before it
happened, and that I was just one moment too late. T had calculated,
you see, on her resisting. She submitted. To every right-feeling person
of my own sex, volumes could say no more.

Even my innocence in such matters began to see its way to the end
of the interview now. They understood each other so thoroughly by
this time, that [ fully expected to see them walk off together, arm-in-
arm, to be marricd. There appeared, however, judging by Mr God-
frey’s next words, to be one more trifling formality which it was neces-
sary to obscrve. He seated himself — unforbidden this time - on the
ottoman by her side. ‘Shall I spcak to your dear mother?’ he asked.
*Or will you?”’

She declined both alternatives.

*Let my mother hear nothing from either of us, until she is better. I
wish it to be kept asccret for the present, Godfrey. Go now, and come
back thisevening. Wehavebeen herealone together quitelong enough.”

She rose, and, in rising, looked for the first time towards the little
room in which my martyrdom was going on.

“Who has drawn thosc curtains?” she exclaimed. ‘The room is close
enough, as it is, without keeping the air out of it in that way.’

* See Betteredge’s Narrative, Chapter VIIL

240



She advanced to the curtains. At the moment when she laid her
hand on them - at the moment when the discovery of me appeared to
be quite inevitable ~ the voice of the fresh-coloured young footman,
on the stairs, suddenly suspended any further proceedings on her side
or on mine. It was unmistakably the voice of a man in great alarm.

‘Miss Rachel!’ he called out, ‘where are you, Miss Rachel ?’

She sprang back from the curtains, and ran to the door.

The footman came just inside the room. His ruddy colour was all
gone. He said, ‘Plcase to come downstairs, Miss! My lady has fainted,
and we can’t bring her to again.’

In a moment more I was alone, and free to go downstairs in my
turn, quite unobserved.

Mr Godfrey passed me in the hall, hurrying out, to fetch the doctor.
‘Go in, and help them!" he said, pointing to the room. I found Rachel
on her knees by the sofa, with her mother's head on her bosom. One
look at my aunt’s face (knowing what I knew) was enough to warn
me of the dreadful truth. I kept my thoughts to mysclf till the doctor
came in. It was not long before he arrived. He began by sending
Rachel out of the room - and then he told the rest of us that Lady
Verinder was no more. Serious persons, in search of proofs of hard-
encd scepticism, may be intcrested in hearing that he showed no signs
of remorse when he looked at me.

At a later hour I peeped into the breakfast-room, and the library.
My aunt had died without opening one of the letters which I had ad-
dressed to her. I was so shocked at this, that it never occurred to mc,
until some days afterwards, that she had also died without giving me
my little legacy.

CHAPTER VI

(r.) Miss Crack presents her compliments to Mr Franklin Blake;
and, in sending him the fifth chapter of her humble narrative, begs to
say that she fecls quite uncqual to cnlarge as she could wish on an event
so awful, under the circumstances, as Lady Verinder’s death. She has,
therefore, attached to her own manuscript, copious Extracts from pre-
cious publications in her possession, all bearing on this terrible subject.
And may those Extracts (Miss Clack fervently hopes) sound as the
blast of a trumpet in the cars of her respected kinsman, Mr Franklin
Blake.
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(2.) Mr Franklin Blake presents his compliments to Miss Clack, and
begs to thank her for the fifth chapter of her narrative. In retuming the
Extracts sent with it, he will refrain from mentioning any personal
objection which he may entertain to this species of literature, and will
merely say that the proposed additions to the manuscript are not
necessary to the fulfilment of the purpose that he has in view.

(3.) Miss Clack begs to acknowledge the return of her Extracts. She
affectionately reminds Mr Franklin Blake that she is a Christian, and
that it is, therefore, quite impossible for him to offend her. Miss C.
persists in feeling the decpest interest in Mr Blake, and pledges herself,
on the first occasion when sickness may lay him low, to offer him the
usc of her Extracts for the second time. In the mecanwhile she would be
glad to know, before beginning the final chapters of her narrative,
whethier she may be permitted to make her humble contribution com-
plete, by availing hersclf of the light which later discoverics have
thrown on the mystery of the Moonstone.

(4.) Mr Franklin Blake is sorry to disappoint Miss Clack. He can
only repeat the instructions which he had the honour of giving her
when she began her narrative. She is requested to limit herself to her
own individual experience of persons and cvents, as recorded in her
diary. Later discoverics she will be good enough to leave to the pens
of thosc persons who can write in the capacity of actual witnesses.

(s.) Miss Clack is cxtremely sorry to trouble Mr Franklin Blake
with another letter. Her Extracts have been returned, and the expres-
sion of her matured views on the subject of the Moonstone has been
forbidden. Miss Clack is painfully conscious that she ought (in the
worldly phrase) to fecl herself put down. But, no — Miss C. has learnt
Perscverance in the School of Adversity. Her object in writing is to
know whether Mr Blake (who prohibits cverything else) prohibits
the appearance of the present correspondence in Miss Clack’s narra-
tive ? Some explanation of the position in which Mr Blake’s interfer-
ence has placed her as an authoress, scems due on the ground of com-
mon justice. And Miss Clack, on her side, is most anxious that her
letters should be produced to speak for themselves.

(6.) Mr Franklin Blake agrees to Miss Clack’s proposal, on the
understanding that she will kindly consider this intimation of his con-
sent as closing the correspondence between them.

(7.) Miss Clack feels it an act of Christian duty (before the corre-
spondence closes) to inform Mr Franklin Blake that his last letter ~
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evidently intended to offend her - has not succeeded in accomplishing
the object of the writer. She affectionately requests Mr Blake to retire
to the privacy of his own room, and to consider with himsclf whether
the training which can thus elevate a poor weak woman above the
reach of insult, be not worthy of greater admiration than he is now
disposed to feel for it. On being favoured with an intimation to that
effect, Miss C. solemnly pledges herself to send back the complete
series of her Extracts to Mr Franklin Blake.
[To this letter no answer was reccived. Comment is necdless.
(Signed)  Drusicra Crack.]

CHAPTER VII

THue foregoing correspondence will sufficiently explain why no
choice is left to me but to pass over Lady Verinder's dcath with the
simple announcement of the fact which ends my fifth chapter.

Keeping myself for the future strictly within the limits of my own
personal experience, I have next to relate that a month clapsed from
the time of my aunt’s deccasc before Rachel Verinder and I met again.
That meeting was the occasion of my spending a few days under the
same roof with her. In the course of my visit, something happened,
relating to her marriage-cngagement with Mr Godfrey Ablewhite,
which is important cnough to require special notice in these pages.
When this last of many painful family circumstances has been dis-
closed, my task will be completed; for I shall then have told all that I
know, as an actual (and most unwilling) witness of events.

My aunt’s remains were removed from London, and were buried
in the little cemetery attached to the church in her own park. T was
invited to the funcral with the rest of the family. But it was impossible
(with my religious vicws) to rouse mysclf in a few days only from the
shock which this dcath had caused me. 1 was informed, moreover, that
the rector of Frizinghall was to read the service. Having myself in past
times scen this clerical castaway making onc of the players at Lady
Verinder’s whist-table, I doubt, even if T had been fit to travel, whether
I should have felt justified in attending the ccremony.

Lady Verinder’s death left her daughter under the care of her
brother-in-law, Mr Ablewhite the clder. He was appointed guardian
by the Will, until his nicce married, or came of age. Under these
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circumstances, Mr Godfrey informed his father, Isupposc, of the new
relation in which he stood towards Rachel. At any rate, in ten days
from my aunt’s death, the sccret of the marriage-cngagement was no
sccret at all within the circle of the family, and the grand question for
Mr Ablewhite senior — another confirmed castaway! — was how to
'make himsclf and his authority most agrecable to the wealthy young
lady who was going to marry his son.

Rachel gave him some trouble at the outset, about the choice of a
place in which she could be prevailed upon to reside. The house in
Montagu Square was associated with the calamity of her mother’s
death, The house in Yorkshire was associated with the scandalous
affairs of the lost Moonstone. Her guardian’s own residence at Frizing-
hall was open to ncither of thesc objections. But Rachel’s presence in
it, after her recent bercavement, operated as a check on the gaictics of
her cousins, the Miss Ablewhites - and she hersclf requested thae her
visit might be deferred to a more favourable opportunity. It ended in
a proposal, emanating from old Mr Ablewhite, to try a furnished
house at Brighton. His wife, an invalid daughter, and Rachel were to
inhabit it together, and were to cxpect him to join them later in the .
season. They would sce no socicty but a few old friends, and they
would have his son Godfrey, travelling backwards and forwards by
the London train, always at their disposal.

[ describe this aimless flitting about from one place of residence to
another - this insatiatc restlessness of body and appalling stagnation of
soul — merely with the view to arriving at results. The event which
(under Providence) proved to be the means of bringing Rachel Verin-
der and mysclf together again, was no other than the hiring of the
housc at Brighton.

My aunt Ablewhite is a large, silent, fair-complexioned woman,
with onc noteworthy point in her character. From the hour of her
birth she has never been known to do anything for herself. She has
gone through life, accepting cverybody’s help, and adopting every-
body’s opinions. A more hopeless person, in a spiritual point of view,
I have never met with — there is absolutely, in this perplexing case, no
obstructive material to work upon. Aunt Ablewhite would listen to
the Grand Lama of Thibet exactly as she listens to me, and would
reflect his views quite as readily as she reflects mine. She found the
furnished house at Brighton by stopping at a hotel in London, com-
posing hersclf on a sofa, and sending for her son. She discovered the
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necessary servants by breakfasting in bed onc morming (still at the
hotel), and giving hrer maid a holiday on condition that the girl ‘ would
begin enjoying herself by fetching Miss Clack’. I found her placidly
fanning herself in her dressing-gown at cleven o’clock. ‘Drusilla, dear,
I want some scrvants. You arc so clever - please get them for me.”
looked round the untidy room. The church-bells were going for a
weck-day service; they suggested a word of affectionate remonstrance
on my parct. “Oh, aunt!” I said sadly. ‘Is this worthy of a Christian
Englishwoman? Is the passage from tinie to cternity to be made in
this manner?” My aunt answered, ‘I'll put on my gown, Drusilla, if
you will be kind cnough to help me.” What was to be said after that?
I have donc wonders with murderesses — 1 have never advanced an
inch with Aunt Ablewhite. ‘ Wherec is the list,” I asked, ‘ of the servants
wlom you require?” My aunt shook her head; she hadn’t even energy
cnough to kecp the list. ‘Rachel has got it, dear,’ she said, ‘in the next
room.’ I went into the next room, and so saw Rachel again, for the
first time since we had parted in Montagu Square.

She looked pitiably small and thin in her deep mourning. If I at-
tached any serious importance to such a perishable triflc as personal
appearance, I might be inclined to add that hers was one of those un-
fortunate complexions which always suffers when not relicved by a
border of white next the skin. But what are our complexions and our
looks ? Hindrances and pitfalls, dear girls, which beset us on our way
to higher things! Greatly to my surprise, Rachel rosc when I entered
the room, and came forward to meet me with outstretched hand.

‘Iam glad to scc you,” she said. ‘Drusilla, I have been in the habit of
speaking very foolishly and very rudely to you, on former occasions.
I beg your pardon. I hope you will forgive me.’

My face, I suppose, betrayed the astonishment I felt at this. She
coloured up for a moment, and then proceeded to explain hersclf.

‘In my poor mother’s lifctime,” she went on, *her friends were not
always my friends, too. Now I have lost her, my heart turns for com-
fort to the people she liked. She liked you. Try to be friends with nic,
Drusilla, if you can.’ '

To any rightly-constituted mind, the motive thus acknowledged
was simply shocking. Here in Christian England was a young woman
in a state of bercavement, with so little idea of where to look for true
comfort, that she actually expected to find it among her mother’s
fricnds! Herc was a relative of mine, awakened to a sense of her short-
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comings towards others, under the influence, not of conviction and
duty, but of sentiment and impulse! Most deplorable to think of - but
still, suggestive of something hopeful, to a person of my experience in
plying the good work. There could be no harm, I thought, in asccr-
taining the extent of the change which the loss of her mother had
wrought in Rachel’s character. I decided, as a useful test, to probe her
on the subject of her marriage-engagement to Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

Having first met her advances with all possible cordiality, I sat by
her on the sofa, at her own request. We discussed family affairs and
future plans - always excepting that one future plan which was to cnd
in her marriage. Try as I might to turn the conversation that way, she
resolutely declined to take the hint. Any open reference to the ques-
tion, on my part, would have been premature at this carly stage of our
reconciliation. Besides, T had discovered all I wanted to know. She was
no longer the reckless, defiant creature whom I had heard and seen, on
the occasion of my martyrdom in Montagu Square. This was, of it-
self, enough to encourage me to take her future conversion in hand -
beginning with a few words of carnest warning directed against the
hasty formation of the marriage tie, and so getting on to higher things.
Looking at her, now, with this new interest — and calling to mind the
headlong suddenness with which she had met Mr Godfrey’s matri-
monial views - I felt the solemn duty of interfering, with a fervour
which assured me that I should achieve no common results. Rapidity
of proceeding was, as I believed, of importance in this case. I went
back at once to the question of the servants wanted for the furnished
house.

‘“Where is the list, dear?’

Rachel produced it.

‘Cook, kitchen-maid, housemaid, and footman,’ I read. ‘My dear
Rachel, these servants are only wanted for a term - the term during
which your guardian has taken the house. We shall have great diffi-
culty in finding persons of character and capacity to accept a tem-
porary engagement of that sort, if we try in London. Has the housc in
Brighton becen found yet?’

*Yes. Godfrey has taken it; and persons in the house wanted him to
hire them as servants. He thought they would hardly do for us, and
came back having settled nothing.’

‘And you have no experience yourself in these matters, Rachel?’

‘None whatever.’
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‘And Aunt Ablewhite won't exert herself 2’

‘No, poor dear. Don’t blame her, Drusilla. T think she is the only
rcally happy woman I have ever met with.”

“There are degrees in happiness, darling. We must have a little talk,
some day, on that subject. In the mecantime I will undertake to meet
the difficulty about the servants. Your aunt will write a letter to the
people of the house - =

*She will sign a letter, if [ write it for her, which comes to the same
thing.’

‘Quite the same thing. Ishall get the letter, and I will go to Brighton

;
to-morrow.

‘How extremely kind of you! We will join you as soon as you arc
rcady for us. And you will stay, T hope, as my gucst. Brighton is so
lively; you are surc to enjoy it.’

In those words the invitation was given, and the glorious prospect
of interference was opened before me.

It was then the middle of the week. By Saturday afternoon the
house was ready for them. In that short interval I had sifted, not the
characters only, but the rcligious views as well, of all the disengaged
scrvants who applied to me, and had succceded in making a selection
which my conscience approved. 1 also discovered, and called on, two
scrious friends of mine, residents in the town, to whom I knew I could
confide the pious object which had brought me to Brighton. One of
them - a clerical friend - kindly helped me to take sittings for our
lictle party in the church in which he himself ministered. The other - a
single lady, like mysclf - placed the resources of her library (composed
throughout of precious publications) entirely at my disposal. T bor-
rowed halfa dozen works, all carefully chosen with a view to Rachel.
When these had been judiciously distributed in the various rooms she
would be likely to occupy, I considered that my preparations were
complete. Sound doctrine in the scrvants who waited on her; sound
doctrine in the minister who prcached to her; sound doctrine in the
books that lay on her table - such was the treble welcome which my
zeal had prepared for the motherless girl! A heavenly composure filled
my mind, on that Saturday afternoon, as I sat at the window waiting
the arrival of my relatives. The giddy throng passed and repassed be-
fore my cyes. Alas! how many of them felt my exquisite sense of duty
donc? An awful question. Let us not pursue it.

Between six and seven the travellers arrived. To my indescribable
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surprise, they were escorted, not by Mr Godfrey (as  had anticipated),
but by the lawyer, Mr Bruff.

‘How do you do, Miss Clack?” he said. ‘I mean to stay this time.’

That reference to the occasion on which I liad obliged him to post-
ponc his business to mine, when we were both visiting in Montagu
Square, satisfied me that the old worldling had come to Brighton with
some object of his own in view. I had prepared quite a little Paradise
for my beloved Rachel - and here was the Scrpent already!

‘Godfrey was very much vexed, Drusilla, not to be able to come
with us,” said my aunt Ablewhite. ‘There was something in the way
which kept him in town. Mr Bruff volunteered to take his place, and
make a holiday of it till Monday moming. By the bye, Mr Bruff, I'm
ordcred to take cxercisc, and I don't like it. That,” added Aunt Able-
white, pointing out of window to an invalid going by in a chair on
wheels, drawn by a man, ‘is my idea of cxercise. If it’s air you want,
you get it in your chair. And if it’s fatigue you want, I am surc it’s
fatiguing enough to look at the man.’

Rachel stood silent, at a window by hersclf, with her eyes fixed on
the sea.

“Tired, love?’ I inquired.

‘No. Only a little out of spirits,” she answered. ‘I have often scen
the sea, on our Yorkshire coast, with that light on it. And I was think-
ing, Drusilla, of the days that can never come again.’

Mr Bruff remainced to dinner, and staycd through the evening. The
more I saw of him, the more certain I felt that he had some private
end to serve in coming to Brighton. I watched him carefully. He
maintained the same appearance of case, and talked the same godless
gossip, hour after hour, until it was time to take leave. As he shook
hands with Rachel, I caught his hard and cunning eye resting on her
for a moment with a peculiar interest and attention. She was plainly
concerned in the object that he had in view. He said nothing out of
the common to her or to any onc on lcaving. He invited himsclf to
luncheon the next day, and then he went away to his hotel.

It was impossible the ncxt morning to get my aunt Ablewhite out
of her dressing-gown in time for church. Her invalid daughter (suffer-
ing from nothing, in my opinion, but incurable lazincss, inherited
from her mother) announced that slte meant to remain in bed for the
day. Rachel and I went alonc together to church. A magnificent ser-
mon was preached by my gifted friend on the heathen indifference of
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the world to the sinfulness of little sins. For more than an hour his elo-
quence (assisted by his glorious voice) thundered through the sacred
edifice. I said to Rachel, when we came out, ‘Has it found its way to
vour heart, dear?” And she answered, ‘Noj it has only made my head
ache.” This might have been discouraging to some people; but, once
cmbarked on a carecr of manifest uscfulness, nothing discourages me.

We found Aunt Ablewhite and Mr Bruff at luncheon. When Rachel
declined cating anything, and gave as a reason for it that she was
suffering from a headache, the lawyer’s cunning instantly saw, and
seized, the chance that she had given him.

“There is only onc remedy for a headache,’ said this horrible old
man. ‘A walk, Miss Rachel, is the thing to cure you. I am entircly at
your service, if you will honour me by accepting my arm.’

‘With the greatest pleasure. A walk is the very thing I was longing
for.’

‘It’s past two,” I gently suggested. ‘And the afternoon service,
Rachel, begins at three.’

‘How can you expect me to go to church again,” she asked petu-
lantly, ‘with such a headache as mine?’

Mr Bruff officiously opened the door for her. In another minute
more they were both out of the house. I don’t know when I have fclt
the solemn duty of interfering so strongly as I felt it at that moment.
But what was to be done? Nothing was to be done but to interfere at
the first opportunity, later in the day.

On my return from the afternoon service I found that they had just
ot back. One look at them told me that the lawyer had said what he
wanted to say. I had never before seen Rachel so silent and so thought-
ful. I had never before seen Mr Bruff pay her such devoted attention,
and look at her with such marked respect. He had (or pretended that
lic had) an engagement to dinner that day — and he took an carly leave
of us all; intending to go back to London by the first train the next
morning,.

‘Arc you sure of your own resolution?” he said to Rachel at the
door.

*Quite sure,” she answered - and so they parted.

The moment his back was turned, Rachel withdrew to her own
room. She never appcared at dinner. Her maid (the person with the
cap-tibbons) was sent downstairs to announce that her headache had
returncd. I ran up to her and made all sorts of sisterly offers through
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the door. It was locked, and she kept it locked. Plenty of obstructive
material to work on here! I felt greatly cheered and stimulated by her
locking the door. When her cup of tea went up to her the next morn-
ing, I followed it in. I sat by her bedside and said a few earnest words.
She listened with languid civility. I noticed my serious friend’s pre-
cious publications huddled together on a table in a corner. Had she
chanced to look in them? ~ T asked. Yes - and they had not interested
her. Would she allow me to read a few passages of the deepest inter-
est, which had probably escaped her eye? No, not now - she had
other things to think of. She gave these answers, with her attention
apparently absorbed in folding and refolding the frilling of her night-
gown. [t was plainly necessary to rousc her by some reference to those
worldly interests which she still hhad at heart.

‘Do you know, love,’ I said, ‘I had an odd fancy, yesterday, about
Mr Bruff ? I thought, when Isaw you after your walk with him, that
he had been telling you some bad news.’

Her fingers dropped from the frilling of her nightgown, and her
fierce black eyes flashed at me.

*Quite the contrary!” she said. ‘It was news I was interested in hear-
ing - and I am decply indebted to Mr Bruff for telling me of it.”

*Yes?’ I said, in a tone of gentle interest.

Her fingers went back to the frilling, and she turned her head sul-
lenly away from me. I had been met in this manner, in the course of
plying the good work, hundreds of times. She merely stimulated me
to try again. In my dauntless zeal for her welfare, I ran the great risk,
and openly alluded to her marriage-engagement.

‘News you were interested in hearing ?’ I repeated. ‘I suppose, my
dear Rachel, that must be news of Mr Godfrey Ablewhite?’

She started up in the bed, and turned deadly pale. It was evidently
on the tip of her tongue to retort on me with the unbridled insolence
of former times. She checked herself - laid her head back on the pillow
— considered a minute - and then answered in these remarkable
words:

‘I shall never marry Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.”

It was my turn to start at that.

“What can you possibly mean?’ I exclaimed. “The marriage is con-
sidered by the whole family as a settled thing!’

‘Mr Godfrey Ablewhite is expected here to-day,” she said doggedly.
“Wait till he comes ~ and you will scc.”
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‘But, my dear Rachel - -’

She rang the bell at the head of her bed. The person with the cap-
ribbons appeared.

‘Penclope! my bath.’

Let me give her her due. In the state of my feclings at that moment,
I do sincerely believe that she had hit on the only possible way of
forcing me to leave the room.

By the mere worldly mind my position towards Rachel might have
been viewed as presenting difficulties of no ordinary kind. I had
reckoned on leading her to higher things by mcans of a little earnest
cxhortation on the subject of her marriage. And now, if she was to be
believed, no such event as her marriage was to take place at all. But
ah, my friends! a working Christian of my experience (with an evan-
gelizing prospect before her) takes broader views than these. Suppos-
ing Rachel really broke off the marriage, on which the Ablewhites,
father and son, counted as a scttled thing, what would be the resule?
It could only end, if she held firm, in an exchanging ol hard words and
bitter accusations on both sides. And what would be the effect on
Rachel when the stormy interview was over? A salutary moral de-
pression would be the effect. Her pride would be exhausted, her stub-
bornness would be exhausted, by the resolute resistance which it was
in her character to make under the circumstances. She would turn for
sympathy to the nearest person who had sympathy to offer. And I was
that nearest person — brimful of comfort, charged to overflowing with
scasonable and reviving words. Never had the evangclizing prospect
looked brighter, to my eves, than it looked now.

She came down to breakfast, but she ate nothing, and hardly uttered
a word.

After breakfast she wandered listlessly from room to room - then
suddenly roused herself, and opened the piano. The music she selected
to play was of the most scandalously profane sort, associated with per-
formances on the stage which it curdles onc’s blood to think of. It
would have been premature to interfere with her at such a time as this.
I privately ascertained the hour at which Mr Godfrey Ablewhite was
expected, and then I escaped the music by leaving the house.

Being out alone, I took the opportunity of calling upon my two
resident friends. It was an indescribable luxury to find myself indulg- -
ing in earnest conversation with serious persons. Infinitely encouraged
and refreshed, I turned my steps back again to the house, in excellent
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time to await the arrival of our expected visitor. T entered the dining-
room, always cmpty at that hour of the day, and found myself face to
face with Mr Godfrey Ablewhite!

He made no attempt to fly the place. Quite the contrary. He ad-
vanced to meet me with the utmost cagerness.

‘Dear Miss Clack, I have been only waiting to see yon! Chance sct
me free of my London engagements to-day sooncr than I had ex-
pected, and T have got here, in consequence, carlier than my appointed
time.

Not the slightest embarrassment encumbered his explanation,
though this was his first mecting with mec after the scene in Montagu
Square. He was not aware, it is truc, of my having been a witness of
that scene. But he knew, on the other hand, that my attendances at the
Mothers’” Small-Clothes, and my rclations with friends attached to
other charities, must have informed me of his shameless neglect of his
Ladics and of his Poor. And yet there he was before me, in full posses-
sion of his charming voice and his irresistible smile!

‘Have you seen Rachel yet?’ T asked.

He sighed gently, and took me by the hand. T should certainly have
snatched my hand away, if the manner in which he gave his answer
had not paralysed me with astonishment.

‘T have seen Rachel,” he said, with perfect tranquillity. ‘“You arc
aware, dear friend, that she was engaged to me? Well, she has taken a
sudden resolution to break the cngagement. Reflection has convinced
her that she will best consult her welfare and mire by retracting a rash
promiise, and leaving me free to make some happier choice clsewhere.
That is the only reason she will give, and the only answer she will
make to cvery question that T can ask of her.”

“What have you done on your side?’ I inquired. ‘Have you sub-
mitted ?’

“Yes,” he said, with the most unruffled composure, ‘I have sub-
mitted.”

His conduct, under the circumstances, was so utterly inconceivable,
that I stood bewildered with my hand in his. It is a piece of rudeness
to starc at anybody, and it is an act of indclicacy to stare at a gentle-
man. I committed both those improprictics. And I said, as if in a
dream, “What does it mean?’

‘Permit me to tell you,” he replied. *And suppose we sit down?’

He led me to a chair. I have an indistinct remembrance that he was
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very affectionate. I don’t think he put his arm round my waist to sup-
port me — but I am not sure. I was quite helpless, and his ways with
ladies were very endearing. At any rate, we sat down. I can answer for
that, if T can answer for nothing more.

CHAPTER VIII

‘I nAvE lost a beautiful girl, an excellent social position, and a hand-
somc income,” Mr Godfrey began; ‘and [ have submitted to it with-
out a struggle. What can be the move to such extraordinary conduct
as that? My precious friend, there is no motive.’

‘No motive?’ I repeated.

‘Let me appeal, my dear Miss Clack, to your experience of chil-
dren,” he went on. ‘A child pursues a certain course of conduct. You
arc greatly struck by it, and you attempt to get at the motive. The
dear little thing is incapable of telling you its motive. You might as
well ask the grass why it grows, or the birds why they sing. Well! in
this matter, I am like the dear little thing - like the grass - like the
birds. I don’t know why I made a proposal of marriage to Miss Verin-
der. I don’t know why I have shamefully neglected my dear Ladics. [
don’t know why I have apostatized from the Mothers’ Small-Clothes.
You say to the child, Why have you been naughty? And the little
angel puts its finger into its mouth, and doesn’t know. My case exact-
ly, Miss Clack! I couldn’t confess it to anybody else. I feel impelled to
confess it to you!’

I began to recover mysclf. A mental problem was involved here. |
am deeply interested in mental problems - and I am not, it is thought,
without some skill in solving them.

‘Best of friends, exert your intellect, and help me,” he procceded.
‘Tell me - why does a time come when these matrimonial proceedings
of mine begin to look like somcthing done in a dream? Why does it
suddenly occur to me that my true happiness is in helping my dear
Ladies, in going my modest round of useful work, in saying my few
carnest words when called on by my Chairman? What do I want with
a position? I have got a position. What do I want with an income? [
can pay for my bread and cheese, and my nice little lodging, and my
two coats a year. What do I want with Miss Verinder? She has told
me with her own lips (this, dear lady, is between ourselves) that she
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loves another man, and that her only idea in marrying me is to try and
put that other man out of her head. What a horrid union is this! Oh,
dear me, what a horrid union is this! Such arc my reflections, Miss
Clack, on my way to Brighton. I approach Rachel with the fecling of
a criminal who is going to reccive his sentence. When I find that she
has changed her mind too — when I hear her proposc to break the en-
gagement — I experience (there is no sort of doubt about it) a most
overpowering sense of relicf. A month ago I was pressing her rap-
turously to my bosom. An hour ago, the happiness of knowing that
I shall never press her again, intoxicates me like strong liquor. The
thing scems impossible - the thing can’t be. And yet there arc the facts
as I had the honour of stating them when we first sat down together
in these two chairs. I have lost a beautiful girl, an excellent social posi-
tion, and a handsome income; and 1 have submitted to it without a
struggle. Can yon account for it, dear friend? It’s quite beyond me.’

His magnificent head sank on his breast, and he gave up his own
mental problem in despair.

1 was deeply touched. The case (if I may speak as a spiritual physi-
clan) was now quite plain to mc. It is no uncommon cvent, in the ex-
perience of us all, to sec the possessors of exalted ability occasionally
humbled to the level of the most pootly-gifted people about them.
The object, no doubt, in the wisc cconomy of Providence, is to remind
greatness that it is mortal, and that the power which has conferred it
can also take it away. It was now - to my mind - casy to discern one
of thesesalutary humiliations in the deplorable proceedings ondear Mr
Godftey’s part, of which [ had been the unscen witness. And it was
cqually easy to recognize the welcome reappearance of his own finer
nature in the horror with which he recoiled from the idea of a marri-
age with Rachel, and in the charming eagerness which he showed to
rcturn to his Ladies and his Poor.

I put this view before him in a few simple and sisterly words. His
joy was beautiful to sce. He compared himself, as T went on, to a lost
man cmerging from the darkness into the light. When I answered for
a loving reception of him at the Mothers’ Small-Clothes, the grateful
heart of our Christian hero overflowed. He pressed my hands alter-
nately to his lips. Overwhelmed by the exquisite triumph of having
got him back among us, I let him do what he liked with my hands. I
closed my eyes. I felt my head, in an ecstasy of spiritual self-forgetful-
ness, sinking on his shoulder. In a moment more I should certainly
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have swooned away in his arms, but for an interruption from the
outer world, which brought me to myself again. A horrid rattling of
knives and forks sounded outside the door, and the footman came in
to lay the table for luncheon.

Mr Godfrey started up, and looked at the clock on the mantelpicce.

‘How time flics with you!” he exclaimed. ‘I shall barely catch the
train.’

I ventured on asking why he was in such a hurry to get back to
town. His answer reminded mc of family difficulties that were still to
be reconciled, and of family disagrecments that were yet to come.

‘I have heard from my father,” he said. ‘Business obliges him to
lcave Frizinghall for London to-day, and he proposes coming on here,
cither this cvening or to-morrow. I must tell him what has happencd
between Rachel and me. His heart is sct on our marriage - there will
be great difficulty, I fear, in reconciling him to the breaking-off of the
cngagement. I must stop him, for all our sakes, from coming here till
he is reconciled. Best and dearest of friends, we shall meet again!’

‘With those words he hurried out. In equal haste on my side, I ran
upstairs to composc myself in my own room before mecting Aunt
Ablewhitc and Rachel at the luncheon-table.

I am well aware - to dwell for 2 moment yet on the subject of Mr
Godfrey - that the all-profaning opinion of the world has charged
him with having his own privatc reasons for relcasing Rachel from her
engagement, at the first opportunity she gave him. It has also reached
my ears, that his anxiety to recover his place in my cstimation has been
attributed, in certain quarters, to a mercenary cagerness to make his
peace (through me) with a venerable committee-woman at the
Mothers” Small-Clothes, abundantly blessed with the goods of this
world, and a beloved and intimate friend of my own. I only notice
these odious slanders for the sake of declaring that they never had a
moment’s influence on my mind. In obedience to my instructions, I
have exhibited the fluctuations in my opinion of our Christian hero,
exactly as I find them recorded in my diary. In justice to myself, let
me here add that, once reinstated in his place in my estimation, my
gifted friend never lost that place again. I write with the tears in my
cyes, bumning to say more. But no -~ I am cruelly limited to my actual
cxperience of persons and things. In less than a month from the time
of which I am now writing, events in the money-market (which
diminished even my miserable little income) forced me into foreign

255



cxile, and left me with nothing but a loving remembrance of Mr God-
frey which the slander of the world has assailed, and assailed in vain.

Let me dry my eyes and return to my narrative.

I went downstairs to luncheon, naturally anxious to see how Rachcl
was affected by her release from her marriage-cngagement.

It appeared to me — but I own I am a poor authority in such matters
~ that the recovery of her freedom had set her thinking again of that
other man whom she loved, and that she was furious with herself for
not being able to control a revulsion of fecling of which she was
secretly ashamed. Who was the man? [ had my suspicions — but it was
needless to waste time in idle specnlation. When I had converted her,
she would, as a matter of course, have no concealments from me. I
should hear all about the man; I should hear all about the Moonstonc.
If T had had no higher objcct in stirring her up to a sense of spiritual
things, the motive of relicving her mind of its guilty sccrets would
have been enough of itsclf to encourage me to go on.

Aunt Ablewhite took her exercise in the afternoon in an invalid
chair. Rachel accompanied her. ‘I'wishIcould drag thechair,’ she brokc
out recklessly. ‘T wish I could fatigue myself till I was ready to drop.’

She was in the same humour in the evening. I discovered in one of
my friend’s precious publications ~ the Life, Letters, and Labours of
Miss Jane Ann Stamper, forty-fourth edition - passages which bore
with a marvellous appropriateness on Rachel’s present position. Upon
my proposing to read them, slie went to the piano. Conceive how
little she must have known of serious people, if she supposed that my
paticnce was to be exhausted in that way! I kept Miss Jane Ann Stam-
per by me, and waited for events with the most unfaltering trust in the
future. '

Old Mr Ablewhite never made his appearance that night. But I
knew the importance which his worldly greed attached to his son’s
marriage with Miss Verinder — and 1 felt a positive conviction (do
what Mr Godfrey might to prevent it) that we should sec him the next
day. With his interference in the matter, the 'storm on which I had
counted would certainly come, and the salutary exhaustion of
Rachel’s resisting powers would as certainly follow. Tam not ignorant
that old Mr Ablewhite has the reputation generally (especially among
his inferiors) of being a remarkably good-natured man. According to
my observation of him, he deserves his reputation as long as e has his
own way, and not a moment longer.
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The next day, exactly as I had forescen, Aunt Ablewhite was as ncar
to being astonished as her nature would permit, by the sudden ap-
pearance of her husband. He had barely been a minute in the house,
before he was followed, to my astonishment this time, by an un-
expected complication, in the shape of Mr Bruff.

Incver remember fecling the presence of the lawyer to be more un-
welcome than I felt it at that moment. He looked ready for anything
in the way of an obstructive proceeding — capable cven of keeping the
peace, with Rachel for onc of the combatants!

“This is a pleasant surprisc, sir,” said Mr Ablewhite, addressing him-
sclf with his deceptive cordiality to Mr Bruff. “When I left your office
yesterday, I didn’t expect to have the honour of secing you at Brighton
to-day.’

‘I turned over our conversation in my mind, after you had gone,’
replied Mr Bruff. ‘And it occurred to me that I might perhaps be of
some usc on this occasion. I was just in time to catch the train, and I
lad no opportunity of discovering the carriage in which you were
travelling.

Having given that explanation, he seated himself by Rachel. T re-
tired modestly to a corer — with Miss Jane Ann Stamper on my lap,
in case of cmergency. My aunt sat at the window, placidly fanning
hersclf as usual. Mr Ablewhite stood up in the middle of the room,
with his bald head much pinker than [ had ever seen it yet, and ad-
dressed himself in the most affectionate manner to his nicce.

‘Rachel, my dear,” he said, ‘I have heard some very extraordinary
news from Godfrey. And I am here to inquire about it. You have a
sitting-room of your own in this house. Will you honour me by
showing me the way to it.’

Rachel never moved. Whether she was determined to bring matters
to a crisis, or whether she was prompted by some private sign from
Mr Bruff, is more than I'can tell. She declined doing old Mr Able-
white the honour of conducting him into her sitting-room.

‘Whatever you wish to say to me,” she answered, ‘ can be said here -
in the presence of my relatives, and in the presence” (she looked at Mr
Bruff) ‘of my mother’s trusted old friend.’

‘Just as you please, my dear,” said thc amiable Mr Ablewhite. He
took a chair. The rest of them looked at his face — as if they expected
it, after scventy vears of worldly training, to speak the truth. I'looked
at the top of his bald head; having noticed on other occasions that the
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temper which was really in him had a habit of registering itself
there.

‘Some weeks ago,” pursucd the old gentleman, *my son informed
me that Miss Verinder had done hin the honour to engage herself to
marry him. Is it possible, Rachel, that he can have misinterpreted - or
presumed upon - what you really said to him?’

‘Certainly not,” she replied. ‘I did engage myself to marry
him.’

‘Very frankly answered!” said Mr Ablewhite. ‘And most satisfac-
tory, my dear, so far. In respect to what happened some wecks since,
Godfrey has made no mistake. The error is cvidently in what hc told
me yesterday. I begin to scc it now. You and he have had a lovers’
quarrel — and my foolish son has interpreted it seriously. Ah! I should
lhave known better than that at his age.’

The fallen nature in Rachel ~ the mother Eve, so to speak — began
to chafc at this.

‘Pray let us understand cach other, Mr Ablewhite,” she said. ‘Noth-
ing in the least like a quarrcl took place yesterday between your son
and me. If hc told you that I proposed breaking off our marriage-
engagement, and that he agreed on his side - he told you the truth.

The self-registering thermometer, at the top of Mr Ablewhitc’s
bald lcad, began to indicate a risc of temper. His face was more
amiable than ever - but there was the pink at the top of his face, a shade
decper alrcady!

‘Come, come, my dear!” hicsaid, in his most soothing manner, ‘now
don’t be angry, and don’t be hard on poor Godfrey! He has cvidently
said some unfortunatc thing. He was always clumsy from a child - but
he means well, Rachel, he means well!’

‘Mr Ablewhite, I have cither cxpressed myself very badly, or you
are purposcly mistaking me. Once for all, it is a settled thing between
your son and myself that we remain, for the rest of our lives, cousins
and nothing more. Is that plain enough?’

The tone in which she said those words madc it impossible, even for
old Mr Ablewhite, to mistake her any longer. His thermometer went
up another degree, and his voice, when he next spoke, ceased to be the
voice which is appropriate to a notoriously good-natured man.

‘I am to understand then,” he said, ‘that your marriage-engagement
is broken off ?’

“You are to understand that, Mr Ablewhite, if you please.’
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‘Iam also to take it as a matter of fact that the proposal to withdraw
from the engagement came, in the first instance, from you?’

‘It came, in the first instance, from me. And it met, as I have told
you, with your son’s consent and approval.’

The thermometer went up to the top of the register. I mean, the
pink changed suddenly to scarlet.

My son is a mean-spirited hound!” cricd this furious old worldling.
‘In justice to myself as his father - not in justice to him — I beg to ask
you, Miss Verinder, what complaint you have to make of Mr Godfrey
Ablewhite?’

Here Mr Bruff interfered for the firse time.

“You are not bound to answer that question,’ he said to Rachel.

Old Mr Ablcwhitc fastened on him instantly.

‘Don’t forget, sir,” he said, ‘that you are a sclf-invited guest herc.
Your mrcrfcrcncc would lmvc come with a better grace 1f you had
waited until it was asked for.’

Mr Bruff took no notice. The smooth vamish on his wicked old
face never cracked. Rachel thanked him for the advice he had given
to her, and then turned to old Mr Ablewhite — preserving her com-
posure in a manner which (having regard to her age and her sex) was
simply awful to scc.

*Your son put the same question to me which you have just asked,’
she said. ‘T had only one answer for him, and I have only onc answer
for you. I proposed that we should releasc cach other, because reflec-
tion had convinced me that I should best consult his welfare and mine
by retracting a rash promise, and leaving him frec to make his choice
clsewhere.

“What has my son done?” persisted Mr Ablewhite. ‘I have a right
to know that. What hias my son done?’

She persisted just as obstinately on her side.

‘You have had the only cxplanation which I think it necessary to
give to you, or to him,” she answered.

‘In plain English, it’s your sovercign will and pleasure, Miss Verin-
der, to jilt my son?’

Rachel was silent for a moment. Sitting close behind her, 1
heard her sigh. Mr Bruff took her hand, and gave it a little squeeze.
She recovered herself, and answered Mr Ablewhite as boldly as
ever.

‘I have exposed myself to worse misconstruction than that,” she
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said. “And I have bornc it paticntly. The time has gone by, wlhen you
could mortify me by calling me a jilt.’

She spoke with a bitterness of tone which satisfied me that the
scandal of the Moonstone had been in some way recalled to her mind.
‘I have no more to say,” she added wearily, not addressing the words
to any onc in particular, and looking away from us all, out of the win-
dow that was nearest to her.

Mr Ablewhite got upon his feet, and pushed away his chair so
violently that it toppled over and fell on the floor.

‘I have something more to say on my side,” he announced, bringing
down the flat of his hand on the table with a bang. ‘I have to say that
if my son doesn’t feel this insult, I do!’

Rachel started, and looked at him in sudden surprise.

*Insult?’ she repcated. *What do you mean?’

‘Insule!” reiterated Mr Ablewhite. ‘I know your motive, Miss
Verinder, for breaking your promise to my son! I know it as certainly
asif you had confessed it in so many words. Your cursed family pride
is insulting Godfrey, as it insulted me when I married your aunt. Her
family - her beggarly family - turned their backs on her for marry-
ing an honest man, who had made his own place and won his own
fortunc. I had no ancestors. [ wasn't descended from a set of cut-throat
scoundrels who lived by robbery and murder. I couldn’t point to the
time when the Ablewhitcs hadn’t a shirt to their backs, and couldn’t
sign their own names. Ha! ha! I wasn’t good enough for the Hemn-
castles, when I married. And, now it comes to the pinch, my son isn’t
good enough for you. I suspected it all along. You have got the Hern-
castle blood in you, my young lady! I suspected it all along.’

‘A very unworthy suspicion,” remarked Mr Bruff. ‘I am astonished
that you have the courage to acknowledge it.’

Before Mr Ablewhite could find words to answer in, Rachel spoke
in a tone of the most exasperating contempt.

*Surely,” she said to the lawyer, ‘this is bencath notice. If he can
think in that way, let us leave him to think as he pleases.’

From scarlet, Mr Ablewhite was now becoming purple. He gasped
for breath; he looked backwards and forwards from Rachel to Mt
Bruffin such a frenzy of rage with both of them that he didn’t know
which to attack first. His wife, who had sat impenetrably fanning her-
self up to this time, began to be alarmed, and attempted, quite use-
lessly, to quiet him. I had, throughout this distressing interview, felt
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more than one inward call to interfere with a few earnest words, and
had controlled myself under a dread of the possible results, very un-
worthy of a Christian Englishwoman who looks, not to what is
meanly prudent, but to what is morally right. At the point at which
matters had now arrived, I rose supcrior to all considerations of mere
expediency. If I had contemplated interposing any remonstrance of
my own humble devising, I might possibly have still hesitated. But
the distressing domestic emergency which now confronted me, was
most marvellously and beautifully provided for in the Correspond-
ence of Miss Janc Ann Stamper - Letter one thousand and one, on
‘Peace in Familics’. 1 rose in my modecst corner, and I opened my
precious book.

‘Dear Mr Ablewhite,” I said, ‘one word!”

When T first attracted the attention of the company by rising, 1
could sce that he was on the point of saying something rude to me.
My sisterly form of address checked him. He stared at me in heathen
astonishment.

‘As an affcctionate well-wisher and friend,” I proceeded, *and as one
long accustomed to arouse, convince, prepare, enlighten, and fortify
others, permit me to take the most pardonable of all liberties - the
liberty of composing your mind.’

He began to recover himself; he was on the point of breaking out -
he wonld have broken out, with anybody else. But my voice (habitu-
ally gentle) posscsses a high note or so, in emergencics. In this emer-
gency, I felt imperatively called upon to have the highest voice of the
two.

I held up my precious book before him; ¥ rapped the open page im-
pressively with my forefinger. ‘Not my words!’ T exclaimed, in a
burst of fervent interruption. *Oh, don’t supposc that I claim attention
for my humble words! Manna in the wilderness, Mr Ablewhite! Dew
on the parched earth! Words of comfort, words of wisdom, words of
love - the blessed, blessed, blessed words of Miss Jane Ann Stamper!’

I'was stopped there by a momentary impediment of the breath. Be-
fore I could recover myscelf, this monster in human form shouted out
furiously:

‘Miss Janc Ann Stamper be - -1’

It is impossible for me to write the awful word, which is here repre-
sented by a blank. I shricked as it passed his lips; I flew to my little bag
on the side table; I shook out all my tracts; I scized the one particular
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tract on profanc swearing, entitled, ‘Hush, for Heaven’s Sake!’; I
handed it to him with an cxpression of agonized entreaty. He tore it in
two, and threw it back at me across the table. The rest of them rose in
alarm, not knowing what might happen next. I instantly sat down
again in my corner. There had once been an occasion, under some-
what similar circumstances, when Miss Jane Ann Stamper had been
taken by the two shoulders and turncd out of a room. I waited, in-
spired by her spirit, for a repetition of her martyrdom.

But no - it was not to be. His wife was the next person whom he
addressed. * Who - who — who,” he said, stammering with rage, ‘asked
this impudent fanatic into the house? Did you?’

Before Aunt Ablewhite could say a word, Rachel answered for her.

‘Miss Clack is here,” she said, ‘as my guest.’

Those words had a singular cffcct on Mt Ablewhite. They suddenly
changed him from a man in a state of red-hot anger to 2 man in a state
of icy-cold contempt. It was plain to everybody that Rachel had said
something - short and plain as her answer had been — which gave him
the upper hand of her at last.

‘Oh!” he said. “Miss Clack is here as your guest - in my house?’

It was Rachel’s turn to losc her temper at that. Her colour rose, and
her eyes brightened ficreely. She turned to the lawyer, and, pointing
to Mr Ablewhite, asked haughtily, *What does he mecan?’

Mr Bruffinterfered for the third time.

“You appear to forget,” he said, addressing Mr Ablewhite, *that you
took this house as Miss Verinder’s guardian, for Miss Verinder's use.”

‘Not quite so fast,” interposed Mr Ablewhite. ‘I have a last word to
say, which 1 should have said some time since, if this’ - he looked my
way, pondering what abominable name he should call me - “if this
Rampant Spinster had not interrupted vs. I beg to inform you, sir,
that, if my son is not good enough to be Miss Verinder’s husband, I
cannot presume to consider his father good enough to be Miss Verin-
der’s guardian. Understand, if you please, that I refuse to accept the
position which is offered to me by Lady Verinder’s Will. In your legal
phrasc, I decline to act. This house has necessarily been hired in my
name. [ take the entire responsibility of it on my shoulders. It is my
house. I can keep it, or let it, just as I please. I have no wish to hurry
Miss Verinder. On the contrary, 1 beg her to remove her guest and
her luggage, at her own entire convenience.” He made a low bow, and
walked out of the room.
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That was Mr Ablewhite’s revenge on Rachel, for refusing to marry
his son!

The instant the door closed, Aunt Ablewhite exhibited a pheno-
menon which silenced us all. She became endowed with encergy
enough to cross the room!

My dear,’ she said, taking Rachel by the hand, ‘Ishould be ashamed
of my husband, if [ didn’t know that it is his temper which has spoken
to you, and not himself. You,’ continued Aunt Ablewhite, turning on
me in my corner with another endowment of energy, in her looks
this time instead of her limbs - *you are the mischicvous person who
irritated him. I hope I shall never see you or your tracts again.” She
went back to Rachel and kissed her. ‘I beg your pardon, my dear,” she
said, ‘in my husband’s name. What can I do for you?’

Consistently perverse in everything - capricious and unreasonable in
all the actions of her life - Rachel mclted into tears at those common-
place words, and returned her aunt’s kiss in silence.

‘If I may be permitted to answer for Miss Verinder,” said Mr Bruff,
‘might [ ask you, Mrs Ablewhite, to send Penclope down with her
muistress’s bonnet and shawl. Leave us ten minutes together,” he added,
in a lower tone, ‘and you may rely on my setting matters right, to
your satisfaction as well as to Rachel’s.”

The trust of the family in this man was something wonderful to sce.
Without a word more, on her side, Aunt Ablewhite left the room.

‘ALY’ said MrBruff, looking after her. ‘The Hemcastle blood has its
drawbacks, Iadmit. Butthereissomething in good breeding, after all!’

Having made that purely worldly remark, he looked hard at my
cormner, as if he expected me to go. My interest in Rachel - an infinitely
higher intcrest than his - riveted me to my chair.

Mr Bruff gave it up, exactly as he had given it up at Aunt Verinder's,
in Montagu Squarc. He led Rachel to a chair by the window, and
spoke to her there.

‘My dear young lady,’ he said, ‘Mr Ablewhite’s conduct has natur-
ally shocked you, and taken you by surprise. If it was worth while to
contest the question with such a man, we might soon show him that
le is not to have things all his own way. But it isn’t worth while. You
werc quite right in what you said just now; he is beneath our notice.’

He stopped, and looked round at my corner. I sat there quite im-
movable, with my tracts at my clbow, and with Miss Jane Ann Stam-
per on my lap.
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*You know,’ he resumed, turning back again to Rachel, ‘that it was
part of your poor mother’s fine naturc always to sec the best of the
people about her, and never the worst. She named her brother-in-law
your guardian because she belicved in him, and because she thought
it would please her sister. I had never liked Mr Ablewhite myself, and
Iinduced your mother to let me inscrt a clause in the Will, empower-
ing her exccutors, in certain events, to consult with me about the ap-
pointment of a new guardian. One of thosc cvents has happened to-
day; and I find myself in a position to end all these dry business de-
tails, T hope agreeably, with a message from my wife. Will you honour
Mrs Bruff by becoming her guest? And will you remain under my
roof, and be one of my family, until we wise people have laid our
heads together, and have settled what is to be done next?’

At those words, I rose to intetferc. Mr Bruff had done exactly what
I had dreaded he would do, when he asked Mrs Ablewhite for Rachel’s
bonnet and shawl.

Before I could interpose a word, Rachel had accepted his invitation
in the warmest terms. € suffered the arrangement thus made between
them to be carricd out - if she once passed the threshold of Mr Bruff’s
door - farewell to the fondest hope of my life, the hope of bringing
my lost sheep back to the fold! The barc idea of such a calamity as this
quite overwhelmed me. 1 cast the miscrable trammels of worldly dis-
cretion to the winds, and spoke with the fervour that filled me, in the
words that came first.

‘Stop!” I said - “stop! I must be heard. Mr Bruff! you are not re-
lated to her, and I am. I invite her - I summon the executors to ap-
point me guardian. Rachel, dearest Rachel, 1 offer you my modest
home; come to London by the next train, love, and share it with
me!’

Mr Bruff said nothing. Rachel looked at me with a crucl astonish-
ment which she made no cffort to conceal.

“You arc very kind, Drusilla,” she said. ‘I shall hope to visit you
whenever I happen to be in London. But I have accepted Mr Bruft's
invitation, and I think it will be best, for the present, if | remain under
Mr Bruff’s care.’

*Oh, don’t say so!” I pleaded. ‘I can’t part with you, Rachel - T can’t
part with you!’

I tried to fold her in my arms. But she deew back. My fervour did
not communicate itself; it only alarmed her.

2064



‘Surcly,’ she said, “this is a very unnecessary display of agitation? I
don’t understand it

‘No more do I,” said Mr Bruff.

Their hardness - their hideous, worldly hardness - revolted me.

‘O Rachel! Rachel!” T burst out. ‘Haven’t you seen pet, that my
heart ycarns to make a Christian of you? Has no inner voice told you
that I am trying to do for pou, what I was trying to do for your dcar
mother when death snatched her out of my hands?’

Rachel advanced a step nearer, and looked at me very strangely.

‘I don’t understand your reference to my mother,’ she said. ‘Miss
Clack, will you have the goodness to explain yourself ?’

Before I could answer, Mr Bruff came forward, and offering his arm
to Rachel, tricd to Icad her out of the room.

“You had better not pursue the subject, my dear,’ he said. ‘And Miss
Clack had better not explain herself.’

If T had been a stock or a stone, such an interference as this must have
roused me into testifying to the truth. I put Mr Bruff aside indignantly
with my own hand, and, in solemn and suitable language, I stated the
view with which sound doctrine does not scruple to regard the awful
calamity of dying unprepared.

Rachel started back from me - I blush to write it — with a scream of
horror. »

*Come away!’ she said to Mr Bruff. ‘Come away, for God’s sake,
before that woman can say any more! Oh, think of my poor mother’s
harmless, uscful, beautiful life! You were at the funeral, Mr Bruff;
you saw how everybody loved her; you saw the poor helpless people
crying at her grave over the loss of their best friend. And that wretch
stands there, and tries to make me doubt that my mother, who was an
angel on earth, is an angcl in heaven now! Don'’t stop to talk about it!
Come away! It stifles mc to breathe the same air with her! It frightens
me to fee! that we are in the same room together!”

Deaf to all remonstrance, she ran to the door.

At the same moment, her maid entered with her bonnet and shawl.
She huddled them on anyhow. ‘Pack my things,” she said, ‘and bring
them to Mr Bruff’s.” I attempted to approach her — I was shocked and
gricved, but, it is needless to say, not offended. I only wished to say to
her, ‘May your hard heart be softened! I freely forgive you!” She
pulled down her veil, and tore her shawl away from my hand, and
hurrying out, shut the door in my face. I bore the insult with my
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customary fortitude. I remember it now with my customary superi-
ority to all feeling of offence.

Mr Bruff had his parting word of mockery for me, before he too
hurried out, in his turn.,

“You had better not have cxplained yourself, Miss Clack,” he said,
and bowed, and left the room.

The person with the cap-ribbons followed.

‘It’s casy to sec who has sct them all by the ears together,” she said.
‘F'm only a poor servant - but I declare I'm ashamed of you!” She too
went out, and banged the door after her.

I was left alone in the room. Reviled by them all, desctted by them
all, T was left alonc in the room.

Is there more to be added to this plain statement of facts - to this
touching picture of a Christian persecuted by the world? No! my
diary reminds me that one morc of the many chequered chapters in
my life ends here. From that day forth, I never saw Rachel Verinder
again. She had my forgivencss at the time when she insulted me. She
has had my praycrful good wishes cver since. And when I dic - to
complete the return on my part of good for evil - she will have the
Life, Letters, and Labours of Miss Jane Anu Stamper left her as a legacy
by my will.
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SECOND NARRATIVE

Contributed by Mathew Bruff, Solicitor,
of Gray's Inn Square

CHAPTER 1

MY fair friend, Miss Clack, having laid down the pen, there are two
reasons for my taking it up next, in my turn.

In the first place, I am in a position to throw the necessary light on
certain points of interest which have thus far been left in the dark.
Miss Verinder had her own private reason for breaking her marriage-
engagement ~ and I was at the bottom of it. Mr Godfrey Ablewhite
had his own private reason for withdrawing all claim to the hand of
his charming cousin - and I discovered what it was.

In the second place, it was my good or ill fortunc, I hardly know
which, to find myself personally involved - at the period of which 1
am now writing — in the mystery of the Indian Diamond. I had the
honour of an interview, at my own office, with an Oriental stranger
of distinguished manners, who was no other, unquestionably, than the
chicf of the three Indians. Add to this, that I met with the celebrated
traveller, Mr Murthwaite, the day afterwards, and that I held a
conversation with him on the subject of the Moonstone, which has
a very important bearing on later cvents. And there you have the
statement of my claims to fill the position which I occupy in these
pages.

The true story of the broken marriage-engagement comes first in
point of time, and must therefore take the first place in the present
narrative. Tracing my way back along the chain of events, from onc
end to the other, I find it necessary to open the scene, oddly cnough as
vou will think, at the bedside of my excellent client and friend, the latc
Sir John Verinder. )

Sir John had his share ~ perhaps rather a large share - of the more
harmless and amiable of the weaknesses incidental to humanity.
Among these,] may mention as applicable to the matter in hand, an in-
vincible reluctance ~ so long as he enjoyed his usual good health - to
face the responsibility of making his Will. Lady Verinder exerted her
influence to rouse him to a sense of duty in this matter; and I exerted
my influence. He admitted the justice of our views — but he went no
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further than that, until he found himsclf afflicted with the illness which
ultimately brought him to his grave. Then, I was sent for at last, to
take my client’s instructions on the subject of his Will. They proved to
be the simplest instructions I had cever reccived in the whole of my
professional career.

Sir John was dozing when I entered the room. He roused himself at
the sight of me.

‘How do you do, Mr Bruff ?” he said. ‘I shan’t be very long about
this. And then I'll go to slecp again.” He looked on with great interest
while T collected pens, ink, and paper. ‘Arc you ready?” he asked. I
bowed, and took a dip of ink, and waited for my instructions.

‘Tleave everything to my wife,” said Sir John. *That’s all.” He turned
round on his pillow, and composed himsclf to slecp again.

I was obliged to disturb him.

‘Am I to understand,’ I asked, ‘ that you leave the whole of the pro-
perty, of every sort and description, of which you die possessed, abso-
lutely to Lady Verinder?’

“Yes,” said Sir John. ‘Only I put it shorter. Why can’t you put it
shorter, and let me go to slecp again? Everything to my wife. That’s
my Will.’

His property was entircly at his own disposal, and was of two kinds.
Property in land (I purposely abstain from using technical language),
and property in money. In the majority of cases, I am afraid I should
have felt it my duty to my client to ask him to reconsider his Will. In
the case of Sir John, I knew Lady Verinder to be, not only worthy of
the unreserved trust which her husband had placed in her (all good
wives are worthy of that) - but to be also capable of properly ad-
minstering a trust (which, in my experience of the fair sex, not one in
a thousand of them is competent to do). In ten minutes, Sir John’s
Will was drawn, and exccuted, and Sir John himself, good man, was
finishing his interrupted nap.

Lady Verinder amply justified the confidence which her husband
had placed in her. In the first days of her widowhood, she sent for me,
and made her Will. The view she took of her position was so thor-
oughly sound and sensible, that [ was relicved of all necessity for ad-
vising her. My responsibility began and ended with shaping her in-
structions into the proper legal form. Before Sir John had been a fort-
night in his grave, the future of his daughter had been most wisely and
most affectionately provided for.
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The Will remained in its fireproof box at my office, through more
years than I like to reckon up. It was not till the summer of cightcen
hundred and forty-cight that I found occasion to look at it again under
very melancholy circumstances.

At the date I have mentioned, the doctors pronounced the sentence
on poor Lady Verinder, which was literally a sentence of death. I'was
the first person whom she informed of her situation; and I found her
anxious to go over her Will again with me.

It was impossible to improve the provisions relating to her daugh-
tcr. But, in the lapse of time, her wishes in regard to certain minor
legacices, left to different relatives, had undergone some modification;
and it became necessary to add three or four Codicils to the original
document. Having donc this at onc, for fear of accidents, I obtained
her ladyship’s permission to embody her recent instructions in a
sccond Will. My object was to avoid certain inevitable confusions and
repetitions which now disfigured the original document, and which,
to own the truth, grated sadly on my professional scnse of the fitness
of things.

The exccution of this sccond Will has been described by Miss Clack,
who was so obliging as to witness it. So far as regarded Rachel Verin-
der’s pecuniary interests, it was, word for word, the exact counter-
part of the first Will. The only changes introduced related to the ap-
pointment of a guardian, and to certain provisions concerning that
appointment, which were made under my advice. On Lady Verin-
der’s death, the Will was placed in the hands of my proctor to be
‘proved’ (as the phrase is) in the usual way.

In about three weeks from that time — as well as I can remember -
the first warning reached me of something unusual going on under
the surface. I happened to be looking in at my friend the proctor’s
office, and T observed that he received me with an appearance of
greater interest than usual.

‘I have some news for you,” he said. *What do you think I heard at
Doctors’ Commons this morning? Lady Verinder’s Will has been
asked for, and examined, already!’

This was news indeed! There was absolutely nothing which could
be contested in the Will; and there was nobody I could think of who
had the slightest interest in examining it. (I shall perhaps do well if T
explain in this place, for the benefit of the few people who don’t know
it alrcady, that the law allows all Wills to be examined at Doctors’
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Comimons by anybody who applies, on the payment of a shilling
fee.)

‘Did you hear who asked for the Will?’ I asked.

*Yos; the clerk had no hesitation in telling me. Mr Smalley, of the
firm of Skipp and Smalley, asked for it. The Will has not been copicd
yet into the great Folio Registers. So there was no alternative but to
depart from the usval course, and to let him sec the original docu-
ment. He looked it over carefully, and madc a note in his pocket-
book. Have you any idca of what he wanted with it?’

I shook my head. ‘I shall find out,” I answered, ‘before I am a day
older.” With that I went back at once to my own office.

If any other firm of solicitors had been concerned in this unaccount-
able cxamination of my deccased client’s Will, I might have found
some difficulty in making the necessary discovery. But I had a hold
over Skipp and Smalley which made my course in this matter a com-
paratively easy one. My common-law clerk (a most competent and
cxcellent man) was a brother of Mr Smalley’s; and, owing to this sort
of indircct connexion with me, Skipp and Smalley had, for somc
years past, picked up the crumbs that fcll from my table, in the shape
of cases brought to my office, which, for various reasons, I did not
think it worth while to undertake. My professional patronage was, in
this way, of some importance to the firm. I intended, if necessary, to
remind them of that patronage, on the present occasion.

The moment I got back I spoke to my clerk; and, after telling him
what had happened, I sent him to his brother’s office, ‘ with Mr Bruff’s
compliments, and he would be glad to know why Messts Skipp and
Smalley had found it necessary to examine Lady Verinder’s Will.’

This message brought Mr Smalley back to my office, in company
with his brother. He acknowledged that he had acted under instruc-
tions received from a client. And then he put it to me, whether it
would not be a breach of professional confidence on his part to say
more.

We had a smart discussion upon that. He was right, no doubt; and
I was wrong. The truth is, I was angry and suspicious — and I insisted
on knowing more. Worse still, I declined to consider any additional
information offered me, as a secret placed in my keeping; I claimed
perfect freedom to use my own discretion. Worse even than that, 1
took an unwarrantable advantage of my position. ‘ Choose, sir,” I said
to Mr Smalley, ‘between the risk of losing your client’s business and
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the risk of losing mine.” Quite indefensible, I admit - an act of tyranny,
and nothing less. Like other tyrants, I carricd my point. Mr Smalley
chose his alternative, without a moment’s hesitation. He smiled re-
signedly, and gave up the name of his client:

Mr Godfrey Ablewhite. ’

That was cnough for me ~ I wanted to know no more.

Having rcached this point in my narrative, it now becomes necessary
to place the reader of thesc lines - so far as Lady Verinder’s Will is
concerned - on a footing of perfect equality, in respect of information,
with mysclf.

Let me state, then, in the fewest possible words, that Rachel Verin-
der had nothing but a life-interest in the property. Her mother’s ex-
cellent sense, and my long expericnee, had combined to relieve her of
all responsibility, and to guard her from all danger of becoming the
victim in the future of some ncedy and unscrupulous man. Neither
she, nor her husband (if she married), could raise sixpence, cither on
the property in land, or on the property in money. They would have
the houscs in London and in Yorkshire to live in, and they would have
the handsonic income - and that was all.

When [ came to think over what I had discovered, I was sorely per-
plexed what to do next.

Hardly a week had passed since had heard (to my surprise and dis-
tress) of Miss Verinder’s proposed marriage. I had the sincerest ad-
miration and affection for her; and I had been inexpressibly grieved
when I heard that she was about to throw herself away on Mr God-
frey Ablewhite. And now, here was the man - whom I had always
belicved to be a smooth-tongued impostor ~ justifying the very worst
that 1 had thought of him, and plainly revealing the mercenary object
of the marriage, on his side! And what of that? - you may reply - the
thing is done every day. Granted, my dear sir. But would you think
of it quite as lightly as you do, if the thing was done (let us say) with
your own sistcr ?

The first consideration which now naturally occurred to me was
this. Would Mr Godfrey Ablewhite hold to his ecngagement, after
what his lawyer had discovered for him?

It depended entircly on his pecuniary position, of which I knew
nothing. If that position was not a desperate one, it would be well
worth his while to marry Miss Verinder for her income alone. If, on

'
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the other hand, he stood in urgent need of realizing a large sum by a
given time, then Lady Verinder’s Will would exactly meet the case,
and would preserve her daughter from falling into a scoundrel’s
hands.

In the latter event, there would be no need for me to distress Miss
Rachel, in the first days of her mourning for her mother, by an imme-
diate revelation of the truth. In the former event, if I remained silent,
I should be conniving at a marriage which would make her miserable
for life.

My doubts ended in my calling at the hotel in London, at which I
knew Mrs Ablewhite and Miss Verinder to be staying. They informed
me that they were going to Brighton the next day, and that an un-
expected obstacle prevented Mr Godfrey Ablewhite from accom-
panying them. I at once proposed to take his place. While I was only
thinking of Rachel Verinder, it was possible to hesitate. When T actu-
ally saw her, my mind was made up directly, come what might of it,
to tell her the truth.

[ found my opportunity, when I was out walking with her, on the
day after my arrival.

‘May I speak to you,’ I asked, ‘about your marriage-engagement:’

“Yes,” she said indifferently, “if you have nothing more intcresting
to talk about.”

‘Will you forgive an old friecnd and servant of your family, Miss
Rachel, if T venture on asking whether your heart is set on this
marriage?’

‘I am marrying in despair, Mr Bruff - on the chance of dropping
into some sort of stagnant happiness which may reconcile me to my
life.’

Strong language! and suggestive of something below the surface,
in the shape of a romance. But I had my own object in view, and I
declined (as we lawyers say) to pursue the question into its side
issues. ‘

‘Mr Godfrey Ablewhite can hardly be of your way of thinking,’ I
said. ‘His heart must be set on the marriage, at any rate?’

‘He says so, and I suppose I ought to belicve him. He would hardly
marry me, after what I have owned to him, unless he was fond of me.”

Poor thing! the barc idea of a man marrying her for his own selfish
and mereenary ends had never entered her head. The task I had set
myself began to look like a harder task than I had bargained for.
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‘It sounds strangely,” I'went on, ‘in my old-fashioned ears — -

“What sounds strangely ?” she asked.

“To hear you speak of your future husband as if you were not quite
sure of the sincerity of his attachment. Are you conscious of any rca-
son in your own mind for doubting him?’

Her astonishing quickness of perception detected a change in my
voice, or my manner, when | put that question, which warned her
that [ had been speaking all along with some ultcrior object in view.
She stopped, and taking her arm out of mine, looked me searchingly
in the face.

*Mr Bruff,” she said, ‘you have something to tell me about Godfrey
Ablewhite. Tell it

I knew her well enough to take her at her word. I told it.

She put her arm again into mine, and walked on with me slowly.
I felt her hand tightening its grasp mechanically on my arm, and I'saw
her getting paler and paler as I went on - but not a word passed her
lips while I was spcaking. When I had done, she still kept silence. Her
head drooped a little, and she walked by my side, unconscious of my
presence, unconscious of everything about her; lost - buried, I might
almost say - in her own thoughts.

I made no attempt to disturb her. My experience of her disposition
watned me, on this, as on former occasions, to give her time.

The first instinct of girls in general, on being told of anything which
interests them, is to ask a multitude of questions, and then to run off,
and talk it all over with some favourite fricnd. Rachel Verinder’s first
instinct, under similar circumstances, was to shut herself up in her own
mind, and to think it over by herself. This absolute sclf-dependence is
a great virtue in a man. In a woman it has the serious drawback of
morally separating her from the mass of her scx, and so exposing her
to misconstruction by the gencral opinion. I strongly suspect myself
of thinking as the rest of the world think in this matter — except in the
case of Rachel Verinder. The sclf-dependence in fer character was one
of its virtucs in my estimation; partly, no doubt, because I sincerely
admired and liked her; partly, because the view I took of her con-
nexion with the loss of the Moonstone was based on my own special
knowledge of her disposition. Badly as appearances might look, in the
matter of the Diamond - shocking as it undoubtedly was to know that
she was associated in any way with the mystery of an undiscovered
theft - I was satisfied nevertheless that she had done nothing unworthy
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of her, because I was also satisfied that she had not stirred a step in the
business, without shutting herself up in her own mind, and thinking it
over first.

We had walked on, for nearly a mile, I should say, before Rachel
roused herself. She suddenly looked up at me with a faint reflection of
her smile of happier times - the most irrcsistible smile 1 have ever seen
on a woman'’s face.

‘I owe much already to your kindness,” she said. “And I feel more
decply indebted to it now than ever. If you hear any rumours of my
marriage when you get back to London, contradict them at once, on
my authority.’

‘Have you resolved to break your engagement?” T asked.

‘Can you doubt it?’ she returned proudly, ‘after what you have
told me!’

‘My dear Rachel, you arc very young - and you may find more
difficulty in withdrawing from your present position than you antici-
pate. Have you no one ~ I mean a lady, of course —~ whom you could
consult?’

‘No one,’ she answered.

It distressed me, it did indeed distress me, to hear her say that. She
was so young and so loncly - and she bore it so well! The impulse to
help her got the better of any sense of my own unfitness which [
might have felt under the circumstances; and I stated such ideas on the
subject as occurred to me on the spur of the moment, to the best of
my ability. I have advised a prodigious number of clients, and have
dealt with some exceedingly awkward difficulties, in my time. But
this was the first occasion on which I had ever found myself advising a
young lady how to obtain her release from a marriage-engagement.
The suggestion I offered amounted briefly to this. I recommended her
to tell Mr Godfrey Ablewhite - at a private interview, of course — that
he had, to her certain knowledge, betrayed the mercenary nature of
the motive on his side. She was then to add that their marriage, after
what she had discovered, was a simple impossibility - and she was to
put it to him, whether he thought it wisest to secure her silence by
falling in with her views, or to force her, by opposing them, to make
the motive under which she was acting generally known. If he at-
tempted to defend himself, or to deny the facts, she was, in that event,
to refer him to nre.

Miss Verinder listened attentively till I had done. She then thanked
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me very prettily for my advice, but informed mec at the same time that
it was impossible for her to follow it.

‘May 1 ask,” I said, ‘what objection you sce to following it?’

She hesitated - and then met me with a question on her side.

‘Suppose you were asked to express your opinion of Mr Godfrey
Ablewhite’s conduct?’ she began.

“Yes?’

‘What would you call it?’

‘I should call it the conduct of a meanly deceitful man.’

‘Mr Bruff! I have belicved in that man. I have promised to marry
that man. How can I tell him he is mean, how can I tell him he has
deccived me, how can I disgracc him in the eyes of the world aftcr
that? I have degraded myself by ever thinking of him as my husband.
If I say what you tell me to say to him - I am owning that I have de-
graded myself to his face. I can’t do that. After what has passed be-
tween us, I can’t do that! The shame of it would be nothing to him.
But the shame of it would be unendurable to me.’

Here was another of the marked peculiarities in her character dis-
closing itsclf to me without reserve. Here was her sensitive horror of
the bare contact with anything mecan, blinding her to every considera-
tion of what she owed to hersclf, hurrying her into a false position
which might compromise her in the estimation of all her friends! Up
to this time, I had been a little diffident about the propriety of the ad-
vice I had given to her. But, after what she had just said, Thad no sort
of doubt that it was the best advice that could have been offered; and
I felt no sort of hesitation in pressing it on her again.

She only shook her head, and repeated her objection in other words.

‘He has been intimate enough with me to ask me to be his wife. He
has stood high enough in my estimation to obtain my consent. I can’t
tell him to his face that he is the most contemptible of living creatures
after that!”

‘But my dear Miss Rachel,” I remonstrated, ‘it’s equally impossible
for you to tell him that you withdraw from your engagement without
giving some reason for it.’

‘I shall say that I have thought it over, and that I am satisficd it will
be best for both of us if we part.’

‘No morc than that?’

‘No more.’

‘Have you thought of what he may say, on his side?’
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‘He may say what he pleases.’

It was impossible not to admire her delicacy and her resolution, and
it was equally impossible not to feel that she was putting herself in the
wrong. I entreated her to consider her own position. I reminded her
that she would be exposing herself to the most odious misconstruc-
tion of her motives. ‘ You can’t brave public opinion,’ I said, ‘at the
command of private fecling.’

‘I can,” she answered. ‘T have done it alrcady.’

‘What do you mean?’

“You have forgotten the Moonstone, Mr Bruff. Have I not braved
public opinion, there, with my own private rcasons for it?’

Her answer silenced me for the moment. Tt set me trying to trace
the explanation of her conduct, at the time of the loss of the Moon-
stone, out of the strange avowal which had just escaped her. I might
perhapshavedoneit whenIwasyounger. Icertainly couldn’tdoit now.

I tried a last remonstrance before we returned to the house. She was
just as immovable as cver. My mind was in a strange conflict of fecl-
ings about her when I left her that day. She was obstinate; she was
wrong. She was interesting; she was admirable; she was deeply to be
pitied. I made her promise to write to me the moment she had any
news to send. And I went back to my business in London with a mind
cxceedingly il at ease.

On the evening of my return, before it was possible for me to re-
ceive my promised letter, T was surprised by a visit from Mr Able-
white the elder, and was informed that Mr Godfrey had got his dis-
missal — and had accepted it - that very day.

With the view I already took of the case, the bare fact stated in the
words that I have underlined, revealed Mr Godfrey Ablewhite’s
motive for submission as plainly as if he had acknowledged it himself.
He needed a large sum of money; and he needed it by a given time.
Rachel’s income, which would have helped him to anything elsc,
would not help him here; and Rachel had accordingly released herself,
without encountering a moment’s serious opposition on his part. If I
am told that this is a mere speculation, I ask, in my tum, What other
theory will account for his giving up a marriage which would have
maintained him in splendour for the rest of his life?

Any exultation I might otherwise have felt at the lucky turn which
things had now taken, was effectually checked by what passed at my
interview with old Mr Ablewhite.
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He came, of course, to know whether I could give him any explana-
tion of Miss Verinder's extraordinary conduct. It is needless to say
that I was quite unable to afford him the information he wanted. The
annoyance which I thus inflicted, following on the irritation produced
by a recent interview with his son, threw Mr Ablewhite off his guard.
Both his looks and his language convinced me that Miss Verinder
would find him a merciless man to deal with, when he joined the
ladics at Brighton the next day.

I had a restless night, considering what I ought to do next. How
my reflections cnded, and how thoroughly well-founded my distrust
of Mr Ablewhite proved to be, are items of information which (as I
am told) have alrcady been put tidily in their proper places, by that
exemplary person, Miss Clack. I have only to add - in completion of
her narrative - that Miss Verinder found the quiet and repose which
she sadly needed, poor thing, in my house at Hampstead. She honour-
cd us by making a long stay. My wife and daughters were charmed
with her; and, when the executors decided on the appointment of a
new guardian, I feel sincere pride and pleasure in recording that my
guest and my family parted like old friends, on cither side.

CHAPTER II

THE next thing I have to do, is to present such additional informa-
tion as I possess on the subject of the Moonstone, or, to speak more
correctly, on the subject of the Indian plot to steal the Diamond. The
little that I have to tell is (as I think I have already said) of some im-~
portance, nevertheless, in respect of its bearing very remarkably on
events which are still to come.

About a week or ten days after Miss Verinder had left us, one of my
clerks entered the private room at my office, with a card in his hand,
and informed mec that a gentleman was below, who wanted to speak
to me.

Ilooked at the card. There was a foreign name written on it, which
has escaped my memory. It was followed by a line written in English
at the bottom of the card, which I remember perfectly well:

‘Recommended by Mr Septimus Luker.’

The audacity of a person in Mr Luker’s position presuming to re-
comniend anybody to me, took me so completcly by surprise, that I
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sat silent for the moment, wondcring whether my own eyes had not
deceived me. The clerk, obscrving my bewilderment, favoured me
with the result of his own obscrvation of the stranger who was waiting
downstairs.

‘He is rather a remarkable-looking man, sir. So dark in the com-
plexion that we all set him down in the office for an Indian, or some-
thing of that sort.’

Associating the clerk’s idca with the line inscribed on the card in my
hand, I thought it possible that the Moonstone might be at the bottom
of Mr Luker’s recommendation, and of the stranger’s visit at my office.
To the astonishment of my clerk, I at once decided on granting an
interview to the gentleman below.

In justification of the highly unprofessional sacrifice to mere

curiosity which I thus made, permit me to reniind anybody who may
read thesc lines, that no living person (in England, at any rate) can
claim to have had such an intimate conncxion with the romance of the
Indian Diamond as mine has been. T was trusted with the secret of
Colonel Herncastle’s plan for escaping assassination. I received the
Colonel’s letters, periodically reporting himself a living man. I drew
his Will, leaving the Moonstone to Miss Verinder. I persuaded his
executor to act, on the chance that the jewel might prove to be a valu-
able acquisition to the family. And, lastly, I combated Mr Franklin
Blake's scruples, and induced him to be the means of transporting
the Diamond to Lady Verinder's house. If any one can claim a
prescriptive ight of interest in the Moonstone, and in everything
connected with it, T think it is hardly to be denied that I am the
man. :
- The moment my mysterious client was shown in, I felt an inner
conviction that I was in the presence of one of the three Indians — prob-
ably of the chicf. He was carcfully dressed in European costume. But
his swarthy complexion, his long lithe figure, and his grave and grace-
ful politencss of manncr were enough to betray his Oriental origin to
any intelligent eyes that looked at him.

I pointed to a chair, and begged to be informed of the nature of his
business with me.

After first apologizing - in an excellent selection of English words -
for the liberty which he had taken in disturbing me, the Indian pro-
duced a small parcel, the outer covering of which was of cloth of gold.
Removing this and a sccond wrapping of some silken fabric, he placed
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a litde box, or casket, on my table, most beautifully and richly inlaid
in jewcls, on an ebony ground.

‘Thave come, sir,” he said, ‘ to ask you to lend me some money. And
I leave this as an assurance to you that my debt will be paid back.’

I pointed to his card. ‘And you apply to me,” I rejoined, ‘at Mr
Luker’s rccommendation ?’

The Indian bowed.

‘May 1 ask how it is that Mr Luker himsclf did not advance the
moncy that you require?’

‘Mr Luker informed me, sir, that he had no money to lend.’

‘And so he recommended you to come to me?’

The Indian, in his turn, pointed to the card. ‘It is written there,” he
said.

Briefly answered, and thoroughly to the purposc! If the Moon-
stone had been in my posscssion, this Oriental gentlernan would have
murdered me, I am well aware, without 2 moment’s hesitation. At the
same time, and barring that slight drawback, I am bound to testify
that he was the perfect model of a client. He might not have respected
my life. But he did what none of my own countrymen had ever done,
in all my experience of them - he respected my time.

‘Iam sorry,’ I said, ‘ that you should have had the trouble of coming
to me. Mr Luker is quite mistaken in sending you here. I am trusted,
like other men in my profession, with money to lend. But I never lend
it to strangers, and I never lend it on such a security as you have pro-
duced.’

Far from attempting, as other people would have done, to induce
me to rclax my own rules, the Indian only made me another bow, and
wrapped up his box in its two coverings without a word of protest.
He rose — this admirable assassin rose to go, the moment I had answer-
ed him!

‘Wil your condescension towards a stranger excuse my asking onc
question,” he said, ‘before I take my leave?’

I bowed on my side. Only onc question at parting! The average in
my experience was fifty.

“Supposing, sir, it had been possible (and customary) for you to lend
me the money,” he said, ‘in what space of time would it have been
possible (and customary) for e to pay it back?’

‘According to the usual course pursued in this country,’ I answered,
‘you would have been entitled to pay the money back (if you liked)
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in one year’s time from the date at which it was first advanced to
you.'

The Indian made mec a last bow, the lowest of all - and suddenly and
softly walked out of the room.

It was done in a moment, in a noiseless, supple, cat-like way, which
a little startled me, [ own. As soon as [ was composed cnough to think,
[ arrived at one distinet conclusion in reference to the otherwise in-
comprchensible visitor who had favoured me with a call.

His face, voice, and manner - while I was in his company - were
under such perfect control that they st all scrutiny at defiance. But he
had given me one chance of looking under the smooth outer surface
of him, for all that. He had not shown the slightest sign of attempting
to fix anything that I had said to him in his mind, until I mentioned
the time at which it was customary to permit the carliest repayment,
on the part of a debtor, of moncy that had been advanced as a loan.
When I gave him that picce of information he looked me straight in
the face, while I was speaking, for the first tiine. The inference I drew
from this was — that he had a special purpose in asking me his last
question, and a special interest in hearing my answer to it. The more
carcfully I reflected on what had passed between us, the more shrewd-
ly I suspected the production of the casket, and the application for the
loan, of having been mere formalitics, designed to pave the way for
the parting inquiry addressed to me.

I had satisfied myself of the correctness of this conclusion — and was
trying to get on a step further, and penctrate the Indian’s motives next
— when a letter was brought to me, which proved to be from no less a
person than Mr Septimus Luker himself. He asked my pardon in
terms of sickening scrvility, and assured me that he could explain
matters to my satisfaction, if I would honour him by consenting to a
personal interview.

I made another unprofessional sacrifice to mere curiosity. [honour-
ed him by making an appointment at my office, for the next day.

Mr Luker was, in every respect, such an inferior creature to the In-
dian - he was so vulgar, so ugly, so cringing, and so prosy - that he is
quite unworthy of being reported, at any length, in these pages. The
substance of what he had to tell me may be fairly stated as follows:

The day before I had reccived the visit of the Indian, Mr Luker had
been favoured with a call from that accomplished gentleman. In spite
of his European disguise, Mr Luker had instantly identified his visitor
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with the chief of the three Indians, who had formerly annoyed him by
loitering about his house, and who had Ieft him no alternative but to
consult a magistrate. From this startling discovery he had rushed to
the conclusion (naturally cnough I own) that he must certainly be in
the company of onc of the three men, who had blindfolded him,
gagged him, and robbed him of his banker’s receipt. The result was
that he became quite paralysed with terror, and that he firmly believed
his last hour had come.

On his side, the Indian preserved the character of a perfect stranger.
He produced the little casket, and made exactly the same application
which he had afterwards made to me. As the specdiest way of getting
rid of him, Mr Luker had at once declared that he had no money. The
Indian had thereupon asked to be informed of the best and safest per-
son to apply to for the loan he wanted. Mr Luker had answered that
the best and safest person, in such cases, was usually a respectable solici-
tor. Asked to name some individual of that character and profession,
Mr Luker had mentioned me - for the onc simple reason that, in the
extremity of his terror, mine was the first name which occurred to
him. *The perspiration was pouring off me like rain, sir,” the wretched
creaturc concluded. ‘I didn’t know what I was talking about. And 1
hope you'll look over it, Mr Bruff, sir, in consideration of my having
been really and truly frightened out of my wits.”

I excused the fellow graciously enough. It was the readiest way of
releasing mysclf from the sight of him. Before he left me, I detained
him to make one inquiry. Had the Indian said anything noticeable, at
the moment of quitting Mr Luker’s house?

Yes! The Indian had put preciscly the same question to Mr Luker, at
parting, which he had put to me; receiving, of course, the same answer
as the answer which I had given him.

What did it mcan? Mr Luker’s explanation gave mc no assistance
towards solving the problem. My own unaided ingenuity, consulted
next, proved quite uncqual to grapple with the difficulty. I had a din-
ner engagement that cvening; and I went upstairs, in no very genial
frame of mind, little suspecting that the way to my dressing-room and
the way to discovery meant, on this particular occasion, one and the
same thing.
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CHAPTER 111

THE prominent personage among the guests at the dinner-party |
found to be Mr Murthwaite.

On his appearance in England, after his wanderings, socicty had
been greatly interested in the traveller, as 2 man who had passed
through many dangerous adventures, and who had escaped to tell the
tale. He had now announced his intention of retumning to the scene of
his exploits, and of penetrating into regions left still unexplored. This
magnificent indifference to placing his safety in peril for the second
time, revived the flagging interest of the worshippers in the hero. The
law of chances was clearly against his escaping on this occasion. It is
not every day that we can meet an eminent person at dinner, and feel
that there is a reasonable prospect of the news of his murder being the
news that we hear of him next.

When the gentlemen were left by themselves in the dining-room,
I found mysclf sitting next to Mr Murthwaite. The guests present be-
ing all English, it is ncedless to say that, as soon as the wholesome
check cxercised by the presence of the ladies was removed, the con-
versation turned on politics as a necessary result.

In respect to this all-absorbing national topic, I happen to be one of
the most un-English Englishmen living. As a general rule, political
talk appears to me to be of all talk the most dreary and the most pro-
fitless. Glancing at Mr Murthwaite, when the bottles had made their
first round of the table, I found that he was apparently of my way of
thinking. He was doing it very dexterously — with all possible con-
sideration for the feelings of his host — but it is not the less certain that
he was composing himself for a nap. It struck me as an experiment
worth attempting, to try whether a judicious allusion to the subject of
the Moonstone would keep him awake, and, if it did, to sce what Je
thought of the last new complication in the Indian conspiracy, as re-
vealed in the prosaic precincts of my office.

‘If T am not mistaken, Mr Murthwaite,” I began, ‘you were ac-
quainted with the late Lady Verinder, and you took some interest in
the strange succession of events which ended in the loss of the Moon-
stone?’

The eminent traveller did me the honour of waking up in an in-
stant, and asking me who I was.

I informed him of my professional connexion with the Herncastle

282



family, not forgetting the curious position which I had occupied to-
wards the Colonel and his Diamond in the bygone time.

Mr Murthwaite shifted round in his chair, so as to put the rest of the
company bchind him (Conservatives and Liberals alike), and concen-
trated his whole attention on plain Mr Bruff, of Gray’s Inn Squarc.

‘Have you heard anything lately of the Indians?” he asked.

‘I have every reason to believe,” [ answered, ‘that one of them had
an interview with me in my office yesterday.’

Mr Murthwaite was not an easy man to astonish; but that lasc

‘answer of mine completely staggered him. I described what had hap-
pened to Mr Luker, and what had happened to mysclf, exactly as I
have described it here. ‘It is clear that the Indian’s parting inquiry had
an object,’ I added. * Why should he be so anxious to know the time
at which a borrower of money is usually privileged to pay the money
back?’

‘Is it possible that you don’t see his motive, Mr Bruff?’

‘I am ashamed of my stupidity, Mr Murthwaite — but I certainly
don’t sec it.’

The great traveller became quite interested in sounding the im-
mense vacuity of my dullness to its lowest depths.

‘Let me ask you onc question,” he said. ‘In what position docs the
conspiracy to seize the Moonstone now stand ?’

‘I can’t say,” I answered. ‘The Indian plot is 2 mystery to me.’

*“The Indian plot, Mr Bruff, can only be a mystery to you, because
you have never seriously examined it. Shall we run it over togcther,
from the time when you drew Colonel Herncastle’s Will, to the time
when the Indian called at your office? In your position, it may be of
very serious importance to the interests of Miss Verinder, that you
should be able to take a clear view of this matter in casc of need. Tell
me, bearing that in mind, whether you will penetrate the Indian’s
motive for yoursclf ? or whether you wish me to save you the trouble
of making any inquiry into it?’

It is ncedless to say that I thoroughly appreciated the practical pur-
pose which I now saw that he had in view, and that the first of the
two alternatives was the alternative I chosc.

‘Very good,’ said Mr Murthwaite. “We will take the question of
the ages of the three Indians first. T can testify that they all look much
about the same age - and you can decide for yourself, whether the
man whom you saw was, or was not, in the prime of life. Not forty,

283



vou think ? My idea too. We will say not forty. Now look back to the
time when Colonel Herncastle came to England, and when you were
concerned in the plan he adopted to preserve his life. I don’t want you
to count the years. I will only say, it is clear that these present Indians,
at their age, must be the successors of three other Indians (high caste
Brahmins all of them, Mr Bruff, when they left their native country!)
who followed the Colonel to these shores. Very well. These present
men of ours have succeeded to the men who were here before them.
1f they had only donc that, the matter would not have been worth in-
quiring into. But they have done more. They have succeeded to the
organization which their predecessors established in this country.
Don'’t start! The organization is a very trumpery affair, according to
our ideas, I have no doubt. I should reckon it up as including the com-
mand of money; the services, when nceded, of that shady sort of
Englishman, who lives in the byways of foreign life in London; and,
lastly, the secret sympathy of such few men of their own country, and
(formerly, at least) of their own religion, as happen to be employed in
ministering to some of the multitudinous wants of this great city.
Nothing very formidable, as you see! But worth notice at starting,
because we may find occasion to refer to this nmodest little Indian or-
ganization as we go on. Having now cleared the ground, I am going
to ask you a question; and I expect your experience to answer it. What
was the event which gave the Indians their first chance of seizing the
Diamond ?’

I understood the allusion to my experience.

*The first chance they got,’ I replied, ‘was clearly offered to them
by Colonel Herncastle’s death. They would be aware of his death, I
supposc, as a matter of course?’

‘As a matter of course. And his death, as you say, gave them their
first chance. Up to that time the Moonstone was safe in the strong-
room of the bank. You drew the Colonel’s Will leaving his jewel to
his niece; and the Will was proved in the usual way. As a lawyer, you
can be at no Joss to know what course the Indians would take (under
English advice) after that.’

*They would provide themselves with a copy of the Will from
Doctors’ Commons,’ I said.

* Exactly. One or other of those shady Englishmen to whom I have
alluded would get them the copy you have described. That copy
would inform them that the Moonstone was bequeathed to the daugh-
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ter of Lady Verinder, and that Mr Blake the elder, or some person ap-
pointed by him, was to place it in her hands. You will agree with me
that the necessary information about persons in the position of Lady
Verinder and Mr Blake would be perfectly easy information to ob-
tain. The onc difficulty for the Indians would be to decide, whether
they should make their attempt on the Diamond when it was in
course of removal from the keeping of the bank, or whether they
should wait until it was taken down to Yorkshire to Lady Verinder’s
house. The second way would be manifestly the safest way - and
there you have the cxplanation of the appearance of the Indians at
Frizinghall, disguiscd as jugglers, and waiting their time. In London,
it is needless to say, they had their organization at their disposal to
keep them informed of events. Two men would do it. One to follow
anybody who went from Mr Blake’s house to the bank. And one to
treat the lower men-servants with beer, and to hear the news of the
house. These commonplace precautions would readily inform them
that Mr Franklin Blake had been to the bank, and that Mr Franklin
Blake was the only person in the house who was going to visit Lady
Verinder. What actually followed upon that discovery, you remem-
ber, no doubt, quite as correctly as I do.’

I remembered that Franklin Blake had detected one of the spies in
the street — that he had, in conscquence, advanced the time of his arri-
val in Yorkshire by some hours - and that (thanks to old Bettcredge’s
excellent advice) he had lodged the Diamond in the bank at Frizing-
hall, before the Indians werc so much as prepared to see him in the
neighbourhood. All perfectly clear so far. But, the Indians being ig-
norant of the precaution thus taken, how was it that they had made no
attempt on Lady Verinder’s house (in which they must have supposed
the Diamond to be) through the whole of the interval that elapsed
before Rachel’s birthday?

In putting this difficulty to Mr Murthwaite, I thought it right to add
that I had heard of the little boy, and the drop of ink, and the rest ofit,
and that any explanation based on the theory of chirvoyance was an
explanation which would carry no conviction whatever with it, to
my mind.

‘Nor to mine either,’ said Mr Murthwaite. ‘The clairvoyance in this
case is simply a development of the romantic side of the Indian char-
acter. It would be a refreshment and an encouragement to those men
- quite inconceivable, I grant you, to the English mind - to surround
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their wearisome and perilous crrand in this country with a certain halo
of the marvellous and the supernatural. Their boy is unquestionably a
sensitive subject to the mesmeric influence - and, under that influence,
lic has no doubt reflected what was already in the mind of the person
mesmerising him. I have tested the theory of clairvoyance — and 1
have never found the manifestations get beyond that point. The In-
dians don’t investigate the matter in this way; the Indians look upon
their boy as 2 Seer of things invisible to their eyes ~ and, I repeat, in
that marvel they find the source of a new interest in the purposc that
unites them. I only notice this as offering a curious view of human
character, which must be quitc new to you. We have nothing what-
ever to do with clairvoyance, or with mesmerism, or with anything
clse that is hard of belicf to a practical man, in the inquiry that we are
now pursuing. My object in following the Indian plot, step by step, is
to trace results back, by rational means, to natural causes. Have I suc-
ceeded to your satisfaction so far?’

‘Not a doubt of it, Mr Murthwaite! [ am waiting, however, with
soine anxiety, to hear the rational explanation of the difficulty which
I have just had the honour of submitting to you.’

Mr Murthwaite smiled. ‘It's the easicst difficulty to deal with of all,’
he said. ‘Permit me to begin by admitting your statement of the case
as a perfectly correct one. The Indians were undoubtedly not aware of
what Mr Franklin Blake had done with the Diamond - for we find
them making their first mistake, on the first night of Mr Blake’s
arrival at his aunt’s house.’

Their first mistake?’ I repeated.

‘Certainly! The mistake of allowing themselves to be surprised,
lurking about the terrace at night, by Gabriel Betteredge. However,
they had the merit of secing for themsclves that they had taken a false
step - for, as you say, again, with plenty of time at their disposal, they
never came near the house for wecks afterwards.’

‘Why, Mr Murthwaite? That’s what I want to know! Why?’

‘Because no Indian, Mr Bruff, ever runs an unnecessary risk. The
clause you drew in Colonel Hemcastle’s Will, informed them (didn’t
it?) that the Moonstone was to pass absolutely into Miss Verinder’s
possession on her birthday. Very well. Tell me which was the safest
course for men in their position. To make their attempt on the Dia-
mond while it was under the control of Mr Franklin Blake, who had
shown already that he could suspect and outwit them? Or to wait till
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the Diamond was at the disposal of a young girl, who would inno-
cently delight in wearing the magnificent jewel at every possible op-
portunity ? Perhaps you want a proof that my theory is correct ? Take
the conduct of the Indians themselves as the proof. They appceared at
the house, after waiting all those wecks, on Miss Verinder’s birthday;
and they were rewarded for the patient accuracy of their caleulations
by seeing the Moonstone in the bosom of her dress! When I heard the
story of the Colonel and the Diamond, later in the evening, I felt so
sure about the risk Mr Franklin Blake had run (they would have cer-
tainly attacked him, if he had not happened to ride back to Lady
Verinder’s in the company of other people); and I was so strongly
convinced of the worse risks still, in store for Miss Verinder, that I re-
commended following the Colonel’s plan, and destroying the identity
of the gem by having it cut into separate stones. How its extraordin-
ary disappearance, that night, made my advice uscless, and utterly de-
feated the Hindoo plot - and how all further action on the part of the
Indians was paralysed the next day by their confinement in prison as
rogues and vagabonds - you know as well as I do. The first act in the
conspiracy closes there. Before we go on to the sccond, may I ask
whether I have met your difficulty, with an explanation which s satis-
factory to the mind of a practical man?’

It was impossible to deny that he had met my difficulty fairly;
thanks to his superior knowledge of the Indian character - and thanks
to his not having had hundreds of other Wills to think of since Colonel
Hermncastle’s time!

*So far, so good,” resumed Mr Murthwaite. “The first chance the
Indians had of seizing the Diamond was a chance lost, on the day when
they were committed to the prison at Frizinghall. When did the
second chance offer itsclf ? The second chance offered itself - as T am
in a condition to prove ~ while they were still in confinement.’

He took out his pocket-book, and opened it at a particular Jeaf, be-
fore he went on.

‘I'was staying,” he resumed, ‘with some friends at Frizinghall, at the
time. A day or two before the Indians were set free (on a Monday, 1
think), the governor of the prison came to me with a letter. It had
been left for the Indians by one Mrs Macann, of whom they had hired
the lodging in which they lived; and it had been delivered at Mrs
Macann’s door, in ordinary course of post, on the previous morning.
The prison authorities had noticed that the postmark was ““Lambeth”,
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and that the address on the outside, though expressed in correct Eng-
lish, was, in form, oddly at variance with the customary method of
directing a letter. On opening it, they had found the contents to be
written in a foreign language, which they rightly guessed at as Hin-
dustani. Their object in coming to me was, of course, to have the let-
ter translated to them. I 'took a copy in iy pocket-book of the origi-
nal, and of my translation - and there they arc at your service.’

He handed me the open pocket-book. The address on the letter was
the first thing copied. It was all written in one paragraph, without any
attempt at punctuation, thus: ‘To the three Indian men living with
the lady called Macann at Frizinghall in Yorkshire.” The Hindoo char-
acters followed; and the English translation appcared at the end, ex-
pressed in these mysterious words:

In the name of the Regent of the Night, whose scat is on the Antelope,
whose arms embrace the four corners of the ecarth.

Brothers, turn your faces to the south, and come to me in the street
of many noises, which leads down to the muddy river.

The reason is this.

My own eyes have scen it.

There the letter ended, without cither date or signature. T handed it
back to Mr Murthwaite, and owncd that this curious specimen of
Hindoo correspondence rather puzzled me.

‘T can explain the first sentence to you,” he said; ‘and the conduct of
the Indians themselves will explain the rest. The god of the moon is
represented, in the Hindoo mythology, as a four-armed deity, seated
on an antelope; and onc of his titles is the regent of the night. Here,
then to begin with, is something which looks suspiciously like an in-
direct reference to the Moonstone. Now, let us see what the Indians
did, after the prison authoritics had allowed them to receive their let-
ter. On the very day when they were set frec they went at once to the
railway station, and took their places in the first train that started for
London. We all thought it a pity at Frizinghall that their proceedings
were not privately watched. But, after Lady Verinder had dismissed
the police officer, and had stopped all further inquiry into the loss of
the Diamond, no one elsc could presume to stir in the matter. The In-
dians were free to go to London, and to London they went. What was
the next news we heard of them, Mr Bruff?’

*They were annoying Mr Luker,” I answered, ‘by loitering about
the house at Lambeth.’
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‘Did you rcad the report of Mr Luker’s application to the magis-
trate?’

“Yes.’

‘In the coursc of his statement he referred, if you remember, to a
forcign workman in his employment, whom he had just dismisscd on
suspicion of attcmpted theft, and whom he also distrusted as possibly
acting in collusion with the Indians who had annoyed him. The in-
ference is pretty plain, Mr Bruff, as to who wrote that letter which
puzzled you just now, and as to which of Mr Luker’s Oricntal trea-
sures the workman had attempted to steal.”

The inference (as I hastened to acknowledge) was too plain to need
being pointed out. I had never doubted that the Moonstonc had found
its way into Mr Luker’s hands, at the time Mt Murthwaite alluded to.
My only question had been, How had the Indians discovered the cir-
cumstance? This question (the most difficult to deal with of all, as I
had thought) had now received its answer, like the rest. Lawyer as 1
was, I began to feel that I might trust Mr Murthwaite to lead me blind-
fold through the last windings of the labyrinth, along which he had
guided me thus far. I paid him the compliment of telling him this,
and found my little concession very graciously reccived.

“You shall give me a picce of informnation in your turn before we
go on,” he said. ‘Somebody must have taken the Moonstonc from
Yorkshire to London. And somebody must have raised money on it,
or it would never have been in Mr Luker’s possession. Has there becn
any discovery made of who that person was?’

‘None that I know of.

‘There was a story (was thete not?) about Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.
I am told he is an eminent philanthropist ~ which is decidedly against
him, to begin with.’

[ heartily agreed in this with Mr Murthwaite. At the same time, 1
felt bound to inforin him (without, it is necdless to say, mentioning
Miss Verinder’s name) that Mr Godfrey Ablewhite had been cleared
of all suspicion, on evidence which I could answer for as cntirely be-
yond dispute.

‘Very well,” said Mr Murthwaite quictly, ‘let us leave it to time to
clear the matter up. In the meanwhile, Mr Bruff, we must get back
again to the Indians, on your account. Their journey to London simp-
ly ended in their becoming the victims of another defeat. The loss of
their second chance of seizing the Diamond is mainly attributable, as
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I think, to the cunning and foresight of Mr Luker — who doesn’t stand
at the top of the prosperous and ancient profession of usury for noth-
ing! By the prompt dismissal of the man in his employment, he de-
prived the Indians of the assistance which their confederate would
have rendered them in getting into the housc. By the prompt trans-
port of the Moonstonc to his banker’s, he took the conspirators by
surprisc before they were prepared with a new plan for robbing him.
How the Indians, in this latter case, suspected what he had done, and
how they contrived to posscss themselves of his banker’s receipt, are
cvents too recent to need dwelling on. Let it be enough to say that
they know the Moonstone to be once more out of their reach; de-
posited (under the general description of ““a valuable of great price’™)
in a banker’s strong-room. Now, Mr Bruff, what is their third chance
of scizing the Diamond ? and when will it come?’

As the question passed his lips, I penetrated the motive of the In-
dian’s visit to my office at last!

‘I sce it!” I exclaimed. ‘The Indians take it for granted, as we do,
that the Moonstone has been pledged; and they want to be certainly
informed of the earliest period at which the pledge can be redeemed -
because that will be the earliest period at which the Diamond can be
removed from the safe keeping of the bank !’

‘I told you you would find it out for yourself, Mr Bruff, if I only
gave you a fair chance. In a year from the time when the Moonstone
was pledged, the Indians will be on the watch for their third chance.
Mr Luker’s own lips have told them how long they will have to wait,
and your respectable authority has satisficd them that Mr Luker has
spoken the truth. When do we suppose, at a rough guess, that the
Diamond found its way into the money-lender’s hands?’

*Towards the end of last June,” I answered, ‘as well as I can reckon

it.
‘And we are now in the year "forty-cight. Very good. If the un-
known person who has pledged the Moonstone can redeem it in a
year, the jewel will be in that person’s possession again at the end of
June, forty-nine. I shall be thousands of miles away from England and
English news at that date. But it may be worth your while to take a
note of it, and to arrange to be in London at the time.”

“You think something serious will happen?” I said.

‘I think I shall be safer,” he answered, ‘among the fiercest fanatics of
Central Asia than I should be if I crossed the door of the bank with the
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Moonstone in my pocket. The Indians have been defeated twice run-
ning, Mr Bruff. It’s my firm belief that they won’t be defeated a third
time.”

Those were the last words he said, on the subject. The coffee came
in; the guests rose, and dispersed themsclves about the room; and we
joined the ladics of the dinner-party upstairs.

Imade a notc of the date, and it may not be amiss if T close my narra-
tive by repeating that note here:

June, “forty-nine. Expect news of the Indians towards the end of the
month.

And that done, I hand the pen, which T have now no further claim
to use, to the writer who follows me next.
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THIRD NARRATIVE
Contribuited by Franklin Blake

CHAPTER 1

I~ the spring of the year cightcen hundred and forty-nine I was wan-
dering in the East, and had then recently altered the travelling plans
which I had laid out some months before, and which I had communi-
cated to my lawyer and my banker in London.

This change made it necessary for me to send onc of my servants to
obtain my letters and remittances from the English consul in a certain
city, which was no longer included as one of my resting-places in my
new travelling scheme. The man was to join me again at an appointed
place and time. An accident, for which he was not responsible, de-
layed him on his errand. For a week I and my people waited, en-
camped on the borders of a desert. At the end of that time the missing
man made his appearance, with the money and the letters, at the en-
trance of my tent.

‘I am afraid 1 bring you bad news, sir,” he said, and pointed to one
of the letters, which had a mourning border round it, and the address
on which was in the handwriting of Mr Bruff.

I know nothing, in a case of this kind, so unendurable as suspense.
The letter with the mourning border was the letter that I opened
first.

It informed me that my father was dead, and that I was heir to his
great fortune. The wealth which had thus fallen into my hands
brought its responsibilities with it; and Mr Bruff entreated me to lose
no time in returning to England.

By daybreak the next morning I was on my way back to my own
country.

The picture presented of me, by my old friend Betteredge, at the time
of my departure from England, is (as I think) a little overdrawn. He
has, in his own quaint way, interpreted seriously one of his young
mistress’s many satirical references to my foreign education; and has
persuaded himself that he actually saw those French, German, and
Italian sides to my character, which my lively cousin only professed to
discover in jest, and which never had any rcal existence, except in our
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good Betteredge’s own brain. But barring this drawback, I am bound
to own that he has stated no more than the truth in representing me as
wounded to the heart by Rachel’s treatment, and as leaving England
in the first keenness of suffering causced by the bitterest disappointment
of my life. '

I went abroad, resolved -~ if change and absence could help me - to
forget her. It is,  am persuaded, no true view of human nature which
denics that change and absence do help a man under these circum-
stances: they force his attention away from the exclusive contempla-
tion of his own sorrow. I never forgot her; but the pang of remen-
brance lost its worst bittcrness, little by little, as time, distance, and
novelty interposed themselves more and more effectually between
Rachel and me.

On the other hand, it is no less certain that, with the act of tuming
homeward, the remedy which had gained its ground so steadily, began
now, just as steadily, to drop back. The nearer I drew to the country
which she inhabited, and to the prospect of seeing her again, the more
irresistibly her influence began to recover its hold on me. On leaving
England, she was the last person in the world whose name 1 would
have suffered to pass my lips. On returning to England, she was the
first person I inquired after, when Mr Bruff and I met again.

1 was informed, of course, of all that had happened in my absence;
in other words, of all that has been related here in continuation of Be-
teredge’s narrative — one circumstance only being excepted. Mr Bruft
did not, at that time, feel himself at liberty to inform me of the mo-
tives which had privately influcnced Rachel and Godfrey Ablewhite
in recalling the marriage promise, on either side. I troubled him with
no embarrassing questions on this delicate subject. It was relicf enough
to me, after the jealous disappointment caused by hearing that she had
ever contemplated being Godfrey’s wife, to know that reflection had
convinced her of acting rashly, and that she had effected her own re-
lease from her marriage-cngagement.

Having heard the story of the past, my next inquiries (still inquirics
after Rachel!) advanced naturally to the present time. Under whose
carc had she been placed after leaving Mr Bruft’s house? and where
was she living now?

She was living under the care of 2 widowed sister of the late Sir
John Verinder - one Mrs Merridew — whom her mother’s executors
had requested to act as guardian, and who had accepted the proposal.
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They were reported to mic as getting on together admirably well, and
as being now established, for the scason, in Mrs Merridew’s house in
Portland Place.

Half an hour after receiving this information, I was on my way to
Portland Placc - without having had the courage to own it to Mr
Bruff!

The man who answered the door was not surc whether Miss Verin-
der was at home or not. I'sent him upstairs with my card, as the speedi-
cst way of setting the question at rest. The man came down again with
an impenctrable face, and informed me that Miss Verinder was out.

I might have suspected other people of purposcly denying them-
selves to me. But it was impossible to suspect Rachel. I left word that
I would call again at six o’clock that evening.

Atsix o’clock I was informed for the second time that Miss Verinder
was not at home. Had any message been left for me? No message had
been left for me. Had Miss Verinder not received My card ? The set-
vant begged my pardon - Miss Verinder had reccived it.

The inference was too plain to be resisted. Rachel declined to sec
me,

On my side, I declined to be treated in this way, without making an
attempt, at least, to discover a reason for it. I sent up my name to Mrs
Merridew, and requested her to favour me with a personal intcrview
at any hour which it might be most convenient to her to name.

Mrs Merridew made no difficulty about receiving me at once. I was
shown into a comfortable little sitting-room, and found myself in the
prescnce of a comfortable little clderly lady. She was so good as to feel
great regret and much surprise, entirely on my account. She was at the
same time, however, not in a position to offer me any explanation, or
to press Rachel on a matter which appeared to relate to a question of
private feeling alone. This was said over and over again, with a polite
patience that nothing could tire; and this was all T gained by applying
to Mrs Merridew.

My last chance was to writc to Rachel. My servant took a letter to
ler the next day, with strict instructions to wait for an answer.

The answer came back, literally in one sentence.

*Miss Verinder begs to decline entering into any correspondence
with Mr Franklin Blake.’

Fond as I was of her, I felt indignantly the insult offered to me in
that reply. Mr Bruff came in to spcak to me on business, before I had
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recovered possession of myself. I dismissed the business on the spot,
and laid the whole case before him. He proved to be as incapable of
enlightening mc as Mrs Merridew herself. I asked him if any slander
had been spoken of me in Rachel’s hearing. Mr Bruff was not awarc
of any slander of which I was the object. Had she referred to me in any
way, while she was staying under Mr Bruff’s roof ? Never. Had she
not so much as asked, during all my long absence, whether I was living
or dead? No such question had ever passed her lips. I took out of my
pocket-book the letter which poor Lady Verinder had written to me
from Frizinghall, on the day when I left her house in Yorkshire. And
I pointed Mr Bruff’s attention to these two sentences in it:

*The valuable assistance which you rendered to the inquiry after the
lost jewel is still an unpardoned offence, in the present dreadful state of
Rachel’s mind. Moving blindfold in this matter, you have added to
the burden of anxicty which she has had to bear, by innocently threat-
ening her secret with discovery through your exertions.’

‘Is it possible,” I asked, “that the feeling towards me which is there
described, is as bitter as ever against me now?’

M Bruff looked unaffectedly distressed.

‘If you insist on an answer,” he said, ‘I own I can place no other
interpretation on her conduct than that.

I rang the bell, and directed my servant to pack my portmantecau,
and to send out for a railway guide. Mr Bruff asked, in astonishment,
what I was going to do.

‘I am going to Yorkshire,” I answered, ‘by the next train.”

‘May I ask for what purpose?’

‘Mr Bruff, the assistance I innocently rendered to the inquiry after
the Diamond was an unpardoned offence, in Rachel’s mind, nearly a
year since; and it remains an unpardoned offence still. I won’t accept
that position! I am determined to find out the secret of her silence to-
wards her mother, and her enmity towards me. If time, pains, and
money can do it, I will lay my hand on the thief who took the Moon-
stone!”

The worthy old gentleman attempted to remonstrate — to induce
me to listen to reason — to do his duty towards me, in short. I was deaf
to cverything that he could urge. No carthly consideration would, at
that moment, have shaken the resolution that was in me.

‘I shall take up the inquiry again,” I went on, ‘at the point where I
dropped it; and I shall follow it onwards, step by step, till I come to
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the present time. There are missing links in the evidence, as I left i,
which Gabricl Betteredge can supply, and to Gabricl Betteredge I go!’

Towards sunset, that evening, I stood again on the well-remem-
bered terrace, and looked once more at the peaceful old country house.
The gardencr was the first person whom I'saw in the descreed grounds.
He had left Bettcredge, an hour since, sunning himsclf in the custom-
ary corncr of the back yard. I knew it well; and I said I would go and
scek him myself.

I walked round by the familiar paths and passages, and looked in at
the open gate of the yard.

There he was - the dear old friend of the happy days that were
never to come again — there he was in the old corner, on the old bec-
hive chair, with his pipe in his mouth, and his Robinson Crusoe on his
lap, and his two friends, the dogs, dozing on cither side of him! In the
position in which I'stood, my shadow was projected in front of me by
the last slanting rays of the sun. Either the dogs saw it, or their keen
scent informed them of my approach: they started up with a growl.
Starting in his turn, the old man quicted them by a word, and then
shaded his failing eyes with his hand, and looked inquiringly at the
figure at the gate.

My own eyes were full of tears. I was obliged to wait for a moment
before I could trust myself to speak to him.

CHAPTER II

‘BeTTEREDGE!’ I 5aid, pointing to the well-remembered book on his
knce, ‘has Robinson Crusoc informed you, this cvening, that you might
cexpect to sec Franklin Blake?’

‘By the lord Harry, Mr Franklin!” cried the old man, ‘that’s exactly
what Robinson Crusoe has done!”

He struggled to his fect with my assistance, and stood for a moment,
looking backwards and forwards between Robinson Crusoe and me,
apparently at a loss to discover which of us had surprised him most.
The verdict cnded in favour of the book. Holding it open before him
in both hands, he surveyed the wonderful volume with a stare of un-~
utterable anticipation - as if he expected to see Robinson Crusoe him-
self walk out of the pages, and favour us with a personal interview.

‘Here's the bit, Mr Franklin!” he said, as soon as he had recovered
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the use of his speech. ‘As I live by bread, sir, here’s the bit I was read-
ing, the moment before you came in! Page one hundred and fifty-six
as follows: ““I stood like one Thunderstruck, or as if I had scen an
Apparition.” If that isn’t as much as to say: “Expect the sudden ap-
pearance of Mr Franklin Blake” - there’s no mecaning in the English
language!” said Betteredge, closing the book with a bang, and getting
onc of his hands free at last to take the hand which I offered him.

I had expected him, naturally cnough under the circumstances, to
overwhelm me with questions. But no - the hospitable impulse was
the uppermost impulsc in the old servant’s mind, when a member of
the family appeared (no matter how!) as a visitor at the house.

“Walk in, Mr Franklin,” he said, opening the door behind him, with
his quaint old-fashioned bow. ‘Tll ask what brings you herc after-
wards — I must make you comfortable first. There have been sad
changes since you went away. The house is shut up, and the scrvants
are gone. Never mind that! I'll cook your dinner; and the gardener’s
wife will make your bed - and if there’s a bottle of our famous Latour
claret left in the cellar, down your throat, Mr Franklin, that bottle
shall go. I bid you welcome, sir! I bid you heartily welcome!” said the
poor old fellow, fighting manfully against the gloom of the deserted
house, and recciving me with the sociable and courtcous attention of
the bygone time.

It vexed me to disappoint him. But the house was Rachel’s housc
now. Could I eat in it, or sleep in it, after what had happened'in Lon-
don? The commonest sense of sclf-respect forbade me - properly for-
bade me - to cross the threshold.

I took Betteredge by the arm, and led him out into the garden.
There was no help for it. I was obliged to tell him the truth. Between
his attachment to Rachel, and his attachment to me, he was sorely
puzzled and distressed at the turn things had taken. His opinion, when
he expressed it, was given in his usual downright manner, and was
agreeably redolent of the most positive philosophy I know - the
philosophy of the Betteredge school.

“‘Miss Rachel has her faults - I've never denied it,” he began. ‘And
riding the high horse, now and then, is one of them. She has been try-
ing to ride over you —and you have put up with it. Lord, Mr Franklin,
don’t you know women by this time better than that? You have
heard me talk of the late Mrs Betteredge?’

I had heard him talk of the late Mrs Betteredge pretty often -
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invariably producing her as his one undeniable example of the inbred
frailty and perversity of the other sex. In that capacity he exhibited her
now.

‘Very well, Mr Franklin. Now listen to me. Different women have
different ways of riding the high horse. The late Mrs Bettcredge took
her exercise on that favourite female animal whenever I happened to
deny her anything that she had sct her heart on. So sure as I came
home from my work on thesc occasions, so sure was my wife to call
to me up the kitchen stairs, and to say that, after my brutal treatment
of her, she hadn’t the heart to cook me my dinner. I put up with it for
some time, just as you are putting up with it now from Miss Rachel.
At last my paticnce wore out. I went downstairs, and I took Mrs Bet-
teredge — affectionatcly, you understand — up in my arms, and carried
her, holus-bolus, into the best parlour, where she received her com-
pany. I said, “That’s the right place for you, my dear,” and so went
back to the kitchen. I locked myself in, and took off my coat, and
turned up my shirt sleeves, and cooked my own dinner. When it was
done, I served it up in my best manner, and enjoyed it most heartily.
I had my pipe and my drop of grog afterwards; and then I cleared the
table, and washed the crockery, and cleancd the knives and forks, and
put the things away, and swept up the hearth. When things werc as
bright and clean again, as bright and clean could be, I opened the
door, and let Mrs Betteredge in. “I've had my dinner, my dear,”
said; ““and I hope you will find that I have left the kitchen all that your
fondest wishes can desire.” For the rest of that woman’s life, Mr
Franklin, I never had to cook my dinner again! Moral: You have put
up with Miss Rachel in London; don’t put up with her in Yorkshire.
Come back to the house.’

Quite unanswerable! [ could only assure my good friend that even
his powers of persuasion were, in this case, thrown away on me.

‘It’s a lovely cvening,’ I said. ‘I shall walk to Frizinghall, and stay
at the hotel, and you must come to-morrow morning and breakfast
with me. I have something to say to you.’

Betteredge shook his head gravely.

‘I'm heartily sorry for this,” he said. ‘I had hoped, Mr Franklin, to
hear that things were all smooth and pleasant again between you and
Miss Rachel. If you must have your own way, sir,” he continued, after
a moment’s reflection, ‘there is no need to go to Frizinghall to-night
for a bed. It’s to be had nearcr than that. There’s Hotherstone’s Farm,
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barely two miles from here. You can hardly object to that on Miss
Rachel’s account,” the old man added slily. “Hotherstone lives, Mt
Franklin, on his own frechold.’

I remembered the place the moment Betteredge mentioned it. The
farm-housc stood in a sheltered inland valley, on the banks of the
pretticst strcam in that part of Yorkshire; and the farmer had a spare
bedroom and parlour, which he was accustomed to let to artists,
anglers, and tourists in general. A more agrecable place of abode,
during my stay in the neighbourhood, I could not have wished to
find.

‘Are the rooms to let?’ I inquired.

‘Mirs Hotherstone hersclf, sir, asked for my good word to recom-
mend the rooms, yesterday.’

‘I'll take them, Betteredge, with the greatest pleasure.”

We went back to the yard, in which [ had left my travelling-bag.
After putting a stick through the handle, and swinging the bag over
his shoulder, Betteredge appeared to relapse into the bewilderment
which my sudden appearance had caused, when I surprised him in the
beehive chair. He looked incredulously at the house, and then he
wheeled about, and looked more incredulously still at me.

‘I've lived a goodish long time in the world,” said this best and
deacest of all old scrvants - “but the like of this, [ never did expect to
see. There stands the house, and here stands Mr Franklin Blake - and,
Damme, if one of them isn’t turning his back on the other, and going
to sleep in a lodging !’

He led the way out, wagging his head and growling ominously.
“There’s only one more miracle that can happen,” he said to me, over
his shoulder. “The next thing you'll do, Mr Franklin, will be to pay
me back that seven-and-sixpence you borrowed of me when you were
a boy.’

This stroke of sarcasm put him in a better humour with himsclf and
with me. We left the house, and passcd through the lodge gates. Once
clear of the grounds, the dutics of hospitality (in Betteredge’s code of
morals) ceased, and the privileges of curiosity began.

He dropped back, so as to let me get on a level with him. “Finc
evening for a walk, Mr Franklin,” he said, as if we had just accidentally
encountered each other at that moment. ‘Supposing you had gone to
the hotel at Frizinghall, sir?’

*Yes?’
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‘I should have had the honour of breakfasting with you to-morrow
morning.’

‘Come and breakfast with me at Hotherstone’s Farm instead.’

‘Much obliged to you for your kindness, Mr Franklin. But it wasn’t
cxactly breakfast that I was driving at. I think you mentioned that yon
had something to say to me? Ifit’s no secret, sir,” said Bettcredge, sud-
denly abandoning the crooked way, and taking the straight one, ‘I'm
burning to know what’s brought you down here, if you please, in this
sudden way.’

“What brought me here before?’ I'asked.

‘The Moonstone, Mr Franklin. But what brings you now, sir?’

‘The Moonstonc again, Betteredge.’

The old man suddenly stood still, and looked at me in the grey twi-
light as if he suspected his own ears of decciving him.

‘If that’s a joke, sir,” he said, ‘I'm afraid I'm getting a little dull in
my old age. I don’t take it.’

“It’s no joke,” I answered. ‘I have come here to take up the inquiry
which was dropped when I left England. I have come here to do what
nobody has done yet - to find out who took the Diamond.’

‘Let the Diamond be, Mr Franklin! Take my advice, and let the
Diamond be! That cursed Indian jewel has misguided everybody who
has come near it. Don’t waste your money and your temper - in the
fine spring-time of your life, sir - by meddling with the Moonstone.
How can you hope to succeed (saving your presence), when Sergeant
Cuff himself made a mess of it? Sergeant Cuff!” repeated Betteredge,
shaking his forcfinger at me sternly. *The greatest policeman in Eng-
land!’

‘My mind is made up, my old friend. Even Sergeant Cuff doesn’t
daunt me. By the bye, I may want to speak to him, sooner or later.
Have you heard anything of him lately ?’

*The Sergeant won't help you, Mr Franklin.”

“Why not?’

*There has been an event, sir, in the police circles, since you went
away. The great Cuff has retired from business. He has got a little cot-
tage at Dorking; and he's up to his eyes in the growing of roses. I
have it in his own handwriting, Mr Franklin. He has grown the white
moss rose, without budding it on the dog rose first. And Mr Begbie
the gardencr is to go to Dorking, and own that the Sergeant has
beaten him at last.’
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‘It doesn’t much matter,’ I said. ‘I must do without Sergeant Cuff’s
help. And I must trust to you, at starting.’

It is likely cnough that I spoke rather carelessly. At any ratc, Better-
edge seemed to be piqued by something in the reply which I had just
made to him. *You might trust to worse than me, Mr Franklin - I can
tell you that,” he said a little sharply.

The tone in which he retorted, and a certain disturbance, after he
had spoken, which I detected in his manner, suggested to me that he
was possessed of some information which he hesitated to communi-
cate.

‘I expect you to help me,’ I said, ‘in picking up the fragments of
evidence which Sergeant Cuff has left behind him. I know you can do
that. Can you do no more?’

*What more can you expect from me, sir?” asked Betteredge, with
an appearance of the utmost humility.

‘I expect more — from what you said just now.’

‘Mere boasting, Mr Franklin,’ returned the old man obstinately.
‘Some people are born boasters, and they never get over it to their
dying day. I'm one of them.’

There was only onc way to take with him. I appealed to his interest
in Rachel, and his interest in me.

‘Betteredge, would you be glad to hear that Rachel and I were good
friends again?’

‘I have scrved your family, sir, to mighty little purpose, if you
doubt it!’

‘Do you remember how Rachel treated me before I left England ?°

‘As well as if it was yesterday! My lady hersclf wrote you a letter
about it; and you were so good as to show the letter to me. It said that
Miss Rachel was mortally offended with you for the part you had
taken in trying to recover her jewel. And neither my lady, nor you,
nor anybody elsc could guess why.’

‘Quite truc, Betteredge! And I come back from my travels and find
her mortally offended with me still. I knew that the Diamond was at
the bottom of it last ycar, and I know that the Diamond is at the bot-
tom of it now. I have tried to speak to her, and she won't see me. I
have tried to write to her, and she won’t answer me. How, in Heaven'’s
name, am I to clear the matter up? The chance of searching into the
loss of the Moonstone is the one chance of inquiry that Rachel herself
has left me!’
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Thosc words evidently put the case before him as he had not scen it
yet. He asked a question which satisfied me that I had shaken him.

*There is no ill-fecling in this, Mr Franklin, on your side - is there?’

‘There was some anger,’ [ answered, ‘when I left London. But that
is all worn out now. I want to make Rachel come to an understanding
with me - and I want nothing more.”

“You don’t fecl any fear, sir - supposing you make any discoverics -
in regard to what you may find out about Miss Rachel ?’

Tunderstood the jealous belief inhis young mistress which prompted
thosc words.

‘I am as certain of her as you arc,’ [ answered. “The fullest disclosure
of her secret will reveal nothing that can alter her place in your estima-
tion, or in mine.’

Bettercdge’s last-left scruples vanished at that.

‘If I am doing wrong to help you, Mr Franklin,” he exclaimed, “all
I can say is - 1 am as innocent of sceing it as the babe unborn! I can put
you on the road to discovery, if you can only go on by yoursclf. You
remember that poor girl of ours -~ Rosanna Spearman?’

‘Of course!’

“You always thought she had some sort of confession, in regard to
this matter of the Moonstone, which she wanted to make to you?’

‘Icertainly couldn’taccount for herstrange conductinany other way.’

“You may set that doubt at rest, Mr Franklin, whenever you pleasc.’

It was my turn to come to a standstill now. I tried vainly, in the
gathering darkness, to sce his face. In the surprise of the moment, I
asked a little impatiently what he meant.

‘Steady, sir!” procecded Betteredge. ‘I mean what I say. Rosanna
Spearman left a scaled letter behind her - a letter addressed to you.”

“Where is it?’

“In the possession of a friend of hers, at Cobb’s Hole. You must have
heard tell, when you were here last, sir, of Limping Lucy - a lame girl
with a crutch.’

‘*The fishcrman’s daughter?’

‘The same, Mr Franklin.’

‘Why wasn’t the letter forwarded to me?”

‘Limping Lucy has a will of her own, sir. She wouldn’t give it into
any hands but yours. And you had left England before I could write
to you.’

‘Let’s go back, Betteredge, and get it at once!”
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‘Too late, sir, to-night. They're great savers of candles along our
coast; and they go to bed carly at Cobb’s Hole.’

‘Nonsense! We might get there in half an hour.’

“‘You might, sir. And when you did get there, you would find the
door locked.” He pointed to a light glimmering below us; and, at the
same moment, [ heard through the stillness of the evening the bub-
bling of a stream. *There’s the Farm, Mr Franklin! Make yourself
comfortable for to-night, and come to me to-morrow morning - if
you'll be so kind?’

“You will go with me to the fisherman’s cottage?’

“Yes, sir.”

‘Early ?’

‘As early, Mr Franklin, as you like.”

We descended the path that led to the Farm.

CHAPTER I1II

1 BAVE only the most indistinct recollection of what happened at
Hotherstone’s Farm.

I remember a hearty welcome; a prodigious supper, which would
have fed 2 whole village in the East; a delightfully clean bedroom,
with nothing in it to regret but that detestable product of the folly of
our forcfathers — a feather-bed; a restless night, with much kindling
of matches, and many lightings of one little candle; and an immense
sensation of rclief when the sun rose, and there was a prospect of
getting up.

It has been arranged over-night with Betteredge, that I was to call
for him, on our way to Cobb’s Hole, as early as I liked - which, inter-
preted by my impatience to get possession of the letter, meant as carly
as I could. Without waiting for breakfast at the Farm, I took a crust of
bread in my hand, and set fortl, in some doubt whether I should not
surprise the excellent Betteredge in his bed. To my great relicf he
proved to be quite as excited about the coming event as I was. I found
him ready, and waiting for me, with his stick in his hand.

‘How are you this morning, Betteredge?’

*Very poorly, sir.’

‘Sorry to hear it. What do you complain of ?*

‘I complain of a new discase, Mr Franklin, of my own inventing, I
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don’t want to alarm you, but you're certain to catch it before the
moming is out.’

‘The devil [ am?’

‘Do you feel an uncomfortable heat at the pit of your stomach, sir?
and a nasty thumping at the top of your head ? Ah! not yet? It will lay
hold of you at Cobb’s Hole, Mr Franklin. I call it the detective-fever;
and I first caught it in the company of Sergeant Cuff.’

‘Ayc! aye! and the cure in this instance is to open Rosanna Spear-
man’s letter, I suppose? Come along, and let’s get it.’

Early as it was, we found the fisherman’s wife astir in her kitchen.
On my presentation by Bettercdge, good Mrs Yolland performed a
social ceremony, strictly reserved (as I afterwards learnt) for strangers
of distinction. She put a bottle of Dutch gin and a couple of clean
pipes on the table, and opened the conversation by saying, ‘What
news from London, sir?’

Before [ could find an answer to this immensely comprchensive
question, an apparition advanced towards me, out of a dark corner of
the kitchen. A wan, wild, haggard girl, with remarkably beautiful hair,
and with a fierce keenness in her eyes, came limping up on a crutch to
the table at which [ was sitting, and looked at me as if T was an object
of mingled interest and horror, which it quite fascinated her to see.

‘Mr Betteredge,’ she said, without taking her eyes off me, ‘mention
his name again, if you please.’

‘This gentleman’s name,” answered Betteredge (with a strong cimn-
phasis on gentleman), ‘is Mr Franklin Blake.’

The girl turned her back on me, and suddenly left the room. Good
Mrs Yolland - as I believe - made some apologies for her daughter’s
odd behaviour, and Betteredge (probably) translated them into polite
English. I spcak of this in complete uncertainty. My attention was ab-
sorbed in following the sound of the girl’s crutch. Thump-thump up
the wooden stairs; thump-thump across the room above our heads;
thump-thump down the stairs again - and there stood the apparition
at the open door, with a letter in its hand, beckoning me out!

I left more apologics in course of dclivery behind me, and followed
this strange creature ~ limping on before me, faster and faster — down
the slope of the beach. She led me behind some boats, out of sight and
learing of the few people in the fishing-village, and then stopped, and
faced me for the first time.

‘Stand there,’ she said, ‘I want to look at you.’
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There was no mistaking the expression on her face. 1 inspired her
with the strongest emotions of abhorrence and disgust. Let me not be
vain enough to say that no woman had cver looked at me in this man-
ner before. I will only venture on the more modest assertion that no
woman had ever let me perceive it yet. There is a limit to the length
of the inspection which a man can endure, under certain circum-
stances. 1 attempted to direct Limping Lucy’s attention to some less
revolting object than my face.

‘I think you have got a letter to give me,” 1 began. ‘Is it the letter
there, in your hand ?’

‘Say that again,” was the only answer I reccived.

I repeated the words, like a good child learning its lesson.

‘No,’ said the girl, spcaking to herself, but keeping her eyes still
mercilessly fixed on me. ‘I can’t find out what she saw in his face. 1
can’t gucss what she heard in his voice.” She suddenly looked away
from me, and rested her head wearily on the top of her crutch. ‘Oh,
my poor dear!” she said, in the first soft tones which had fallen from
her, in my hearing. ‘Ol, my lost darling! what could you sce in this
man?’ She lifted her head again ficreely, and looked at me once more.
*Can you cat and drink ?” she asked.

I did my best to prescrve my gravity, and answered, ‘Yes.’

*Can you sleep?’

“Yes.’

*When you sce a poor girl in scrvice, do you feel no remorse?’

‘Certainly not. Why should I?’

She abruptly thrust the letter (as the phrasc is) into my face.

*Take it!” she exclaimed furiously. ‘I never set eyes on you before.
God Almighty forbid I should ever set cyces on you again.’

With thosc parting words she limped away from me at the top of
her specd. The one interpretation that I could put on her conduct has,
no doubt, been anticipated by everybody. I could only suppose that
she was mad.

Having reached that inevitable conclusion, I turned to the more in-
teresting object of investigation which was presented to me by
Rosanna Spearman’s letter. The address was written as follows: ‘For
Franklin Blake, Esq. To be given into his own hands (and not to be
trusted to any one else) by Lucy Yolland.’

I broke the scal. The envelope contained a letter; and this, in its
turn, contained a slip of paper. I read the letter first:
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Stw, - If you are curious to know the meaning of iy behaviour to
you, whilst you were staying in the house of my mistress, Lady Verin-
der, do what you are told to do in the memorandum enclosed with this
- and do it without any person being present to overlook you. Your
humble servant,

ROSANNA SPEARMAN.

[ turned to the slip of paper next. Here is the literal copy of it, word
for word:

Memorandum. — To go to the Shivering Sand at the turn of the tide.
To walk out on the South Spit, until I get the South Spit Beacon, and
the flagstaff at the Coast-guard station above Cobb’s Hole in a linc to-
gether. To lay down on the rocks a stick, or any straight thing to guide
my hand, exactly in the linc of the Bcacon and the flagstaff. To take
care, in doing this, that one end of the stick shall be at the edge of the
rocks, on the side of them which overlooks the quicksand. To fecl along
the stick, among the scaweed (beginning from the end of the stick which
points towards the Beacon), for the Chain. To run my hand along the
Chain, when found, until I come to the part of it which stretches over
the edge of the rocks, down into the quicksand. And then, to pull the
Chain.

Just as [ had read the last words - underlined in the original - Theard
the voice of Betteredge behind me. The inventor of the detective-
fever had completely succumbed to that irresistible malady. ‘I can’t
stand it any longer, Mr Franklin. What docs her letter say? For
mercy’s sake, sir, tell us, what does her letter say ?’

I handed him the letter, and the memorandum. He read the first
without appearing to be much interested in it. But the second ~ the
memorandumn - produced a strong impression on him.

*The Sergeant said it!” cricd Betteredge. *From first to last, sir, the
Sergeant said she had got 2 memorandum of the hiding-place. And
herc it is! Lord save us, Mr Franklin, here is the secret that puzzled
everybody, from the great Cuff downwards, ready and waiting, as
one may say, to show itsclf to you! It’s the cbb now, sir, as anybody
may sec for themsclves. How long will it be till the turn of the tide?’
Hec looked up, and observed a lad at work, at some little distance from
us, mending 2 net. “Tammic Bright!” he shouted, at the top of his
voice.

‘I hear you!” Tammie shouted back.

“When'’s the turn of the tide?’

‘In an hour’s time.’
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We both looked at our watches.

“We can go round by the coast, Mr Franklin,’ said Betteredge; ‘and
get to the quicksand in that way, with plenty of time to spare. What
do you say, sir?’

‘Comc along!’

On our way to the Shivering Sand, 1 applicd to Betteredge to re-
vive my memory of cvents (as affecting Rosanna Spearman) at the
period of Sergcant Cuft’s inquiry. With my old friend’s help, I soon
had the succession of circumstances clearly registered in my mind.
Rosanna’s journey to Frizinghall, when the whole houschold belicved
her to be ill in her own room - Rosanna’s mysterious employment of
the night-time, with her door locked, and her candle burning till the
morning - Rosanna’s suspicious purchasc of the japanned tin case, and
the two dog’s chains from Mrs Yolland - the Sergeant’s positive con-
viction that Rosanna had hidden something at the Shivering Sand, and
the Sergeant’s absolute ignorance as to what that something might be
— all these strange results of the abortive inquiry into the loss of the
Moonstone, were clearly present to me again, when we reached the
quicksand, and walked out together on the low ledge of rocks called
the South Spit.

With Betteredge’s help, I soon stood in the right position to sce the
Beacon and the Coast-guard fagstaff in a line together. Following the
memorandum as our guide, we next laid my stick in the necessary
dircction, as nearly as we could, on the uneven surface of the rocks.
And then we looked at our watches once more.

It wanted nearly twenty minutes yet of the turn of the tide. I sug-
gested waiting through this interval on the beach, instead of on the
wet and slippery surface of the rocks. Having reached the dry sand, I
prepared to sit down; and, greatly to my surprise, Betteredge prepared
to leave me.

“What are you going away for?’ I asked.

‘Look at the letter again, sir, and you will sce.’

A glance at the letter reminded me that [ was charged, when I made
my discovery, to make it alone.

‘It’s hard enough for me to lcave you, at such a time as this,’ said
Bettcredge. ‘ But she died a dreadful death, poor soul - and Ifecl a kind
of call on me, Mr Franklin, to humour that fancy of hers. Besides,” he
added confidentially, ‘ there’s nothing in the Ictter against your letting
out the secret afterwards. I'll hang about in the fir plantation, and wait
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till you pick me up. Don’t be longer than you can help, sir. The
detective-fever isn’t an casy discase to deal with, under these circum-
stances.”

With that parting caution, he left me.

The interval of expectation, short as it was when reckoned by the
measure of time, assumed formidable proportions when reckoned by
the measure of suspense. This was onc of the occasions on which the
invaluable habit of smoking becomes especially precious and consola~
tory. I lit a cigar, and sat down on the slopc of the beach.

The sunlight poured its unclouded beauty on cvery object that I
could sce. The exquisite freshness of the air made the mere act of liv-
ing and breathing a luxury. Even the loncly little bay welcomed the
morning with a show of checrfulness; and the bared wet surface of the
quicksand itself, glittering with a golden brightness, hid the horror of
its false brown face under a passing smile. It was the fincst day I had
seen since my return to England.

The turn of the tide came before my cigar was finished. I saw the
preliminary heaving of the sand, and then the awful shiver that crept
over its surface — as if some spirit of terror lived and moved and shud-
dered in the fathomless deeps beneath. I threw away my cigar, and
went back again to the rocks.

My directions in the memorandum instructed me to feel along the
line traced by the stick, beginning with the end which was nearcst to
the Beacon.

I advanced, in this manner, morc than half-way along the stick,
without encountering anything but the edges of the rocks. An inch
or two further on, howcver, my paticnce was rewarded. In a narrow
little fissure, just within reach of my forefinger, I felt the chain. At-
tempting, next, to follow it, by touch, in the direction of the quick-
sand, I found my progress stopped by a thick growth of scaweed -
which had fastened itsclf into the fissure, no doubt, in the time that
had clapsed since Rosanna Spearman had chosen her hiding-place.

It was cqually impossible to pull up the scaweed, or to force my
hand through it. After marking the spot indicated by the end of the
stick which was placed nearest to the quicksand, I determined to pur-
suc the scarch for the chain on a plan of my own. My idea was to
*sound’ immediately under the rocks, on the chance of recovering the
lost trace of the chain at the point at which it entered the sand. I took
up the stick, and knelt down on the brink of the South Spit.
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In this position, my face was within a few fect of the surface of the
quicksand. The sight of it so near me, still disturbed at intcrvals by its
hideous shivering fit, shook my nerves for the moment. A horrible
fancy that the dead woman might appear on the scene of her suicide
to assist my search — an unutterable dread of sceing her rise through
the heaving surface of the sand, and point to the place - forced itself
into my mind, and turned me cold in the warm sunlight. I own {
closed my eyes at the moment when the point of the stick first entered
the quicksand.

The instant afterwards, before the stick could have been submerged
more than a few inches, [ was free from the hold of my own super-
stitious terror, and was throbbing with cxcitement from head to foot.
Sounding blindfold, at my first attempt - at that first attempt I had
sounded right! The stick struck the chain.

Taking a firm hold of the roots of the seaweced with my left hand,
I laid myself down over the brink, and fele with my right hand under
the overhanging edges of the rock. My right hand found the chain.

I drew it up without the slightest difficulty. And there was the
japanned tin case fastencd to the end of it.

The action of the water had so rusted the chain, that it was impos-
sible for me to unfasten it from the hasp which attached it to the casc.
Putting the case between my knees, and excrting my utmost strength,
I contrived to draw off the cover. Some white substance filled the
whole interior when I'looked in. I put in my hand, and found it to be
linen.

In drawing out the linen, T also drew out a lctter crumpled up with
it. After looking at the direction, and discovering that it bore my
name, [ put the letter in my pocket, and completely removed the
linen. It came out in a thick roll, moulded, of course, to the shape of
the case in which it had been so long confined, and perfectly preserved
from any injury by the sea.

I carried the linen to the dry sand of the beach, and there unrolled
and smoothed it out. There was no mistaking it as an article of dress.
It was a night-gown.

The uppermost side, when I spread it out, presented to view in-
numerable folds and creases, and nothing more. I tried the undermost
side next — and instantly discovered the smear of the paint from the
door of Rachel’s boudoir!

My eyes remained riveted on the stain, and my mind took me back
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at a leap from present to past. The very words of Sergeant Cuff re-
curred to me, as if the man himself was at my side again, pointing to
the unanswerable inference which he drew from the smear on thedoor.

‘Find out whether there is any article of dress in this house with the
stain of paint on it. Find out who that dress belongs to. Find out how
the person can account for having been in the room, and smeared the
paint, between midnight and three in the moming. If the person can’t
satisfy you, you haven’t far to look for the hand that took the Dia-
mond.’

Onc after another those words travelled over my memory, repeat-
ing themsclves again and again with a wearisome, mechanical reitera-
tion. I was roused from what {elt like a trance of many hours - from
what was really, no doubt, the pausc of a few moments only - by a
voice calling to me. I looked up, and saw that Betteredge’s patience
had failed him at last. He was just visible between the sandhills return-
ing to the beach.

The old man’s appearance recalled me, the momentIperceived it, to
my scnse of present things, and reminded me that the inquiry which I
had pursucd thus far still remained incomplete. T had discovered the
smear on the nightgown. To whom did the night-gown belong?

My first impulse was to consult the letter in my pocket - the letter
which [ had found in the casc.

As T raised my hand to take it out, I remembered that there was a
shorter way to discovery than this. The nightgown itself would reveal
the truth; for, in all probability, the nightgown was marked with its
owner’s name.

I took it up from the sand, and looked for the mark.

I found the mark, and recad:

My OwnN NAME.

There were the familiar letters which told me that the nightgown
was mine. I looked up from them. There was the sun; there were the
glittering waters of the bay; there was old Betteredge, advancing
nearer and ncarer to me. I looked back again at the letters. My own
name. Plainly confronting me, my own name.

*If time, pains, and moncy can do it, I will lay my hand on the thicf
who took the Moonstone.’ I had left London with those words on my
lips. I had penetrated the secret which the quicksand had kept from
every other living creature. And, on the unanswerable evidence of the
paint-stain, I had discovered Mysclf as the Thicf.
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CHAPTER IV

I 1A vE not a word to say about my own sensations.

My impression is, that the shock inflicted on me completely sus-
pended my thinking and feeling power. [ certainly could not have
known what I was about when Betteredge joined me - for I have it
on his authority that I laughed when he asked what was the matter,
and, putting the nightgown into his hands, told him to read the riddle
for himself.

Of what was said between us on the beach, I have not the faintest
recollection. The first place in which I can now sce myself again
plainly is the plantation of firs. Betteredge and I are walking back to-
gether to the house; and Betteredge is telling me that I shall be able to
face it, and he will be able to face it, when we have had a glass of grog.

The scene shifts from the plantation to Betteredge’s little sitting-
room. My resolution not to cnter Rachel’s house is forgotten. 1 fecl
gratefully the coolness and shadiness and quict of the room. I drink the
grog (a perfectly new luxury to me, at that time of day), which my
good old friend mixcs with icy-cold water from the well. Under any
other circumstances, the drink would simply stupefy me. As things are
it strings up my nerves. I begin to ‘facc it” as Betteredge has predicted.
And Betteredge, on his side, begins to “face it’ too.

The picture which I am now presenting of myself will, I suspect, be
thought a very strange one, to say the least of it. Placed in a situation
which may, [ think, be described as entirely without parallcl, what is
the first procceding to which I resort? Do I seclude myself from all
human society ? Do [ set my mind to analyse the abominable impossi-
bility whicl, nevertheless, confronts me as an undeniable fact. Do [
hurry back to London by the first train to consult the highest authori-
ties, and to sct a scarching inquiry on foot immediately ? No. I accept
the shelter of a housc which Ihad resolved never to degrade myself by
entering again; and I sit, tippling spirits-and-water in the company of
an old scrvan, at ten o'clock in the morning. Is this the conduct that
might have been expected from a man placed in my horrible position ?
I can only answer that the sight of old Betteredge’s familiar face was
an inexpressible comfort to me, and that the drinking of old Better-
edge’s grog helped me, as [ believe nothing clse would have helped
me, in the state of complete bodily and mental prostration into which
I had fallen. T can only offer this cxcuse for myself; and I can only
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admire that invariable prescrvation of dignity, and that strictly logical
consistency of conduct which distinguish every man and woman who
may read thesc lines, in every emergency of their lives from the cradle
to the grave.

‘Now, Mr Franklin, there’s onc thing certain, at any rate,” said
Betteredge, throwing the nightgown down on the table between us,
and pointing to it as if it was a living creature that could hear him.
‘He’s a liar, to begin with.’

This comforting view of the matter was not the view that presented
itself to my mind.

‘Iam as innocent of all knowledge of having taken the Diamond as
you are,” I said. ‘But there is the witness against me! The paint on the
nightgown and the name on the nightgown arc facts.’

Betteredge lifted my glass, and put it persuasively into my hand.

‘Facts?” he repeated. “Take a drop more grog, Mr Franklin, and
you'll get over the weakness of belicving in facts! Foul play, sir!” he
continued, dropping his voice confidentially. *That is how I read the
riddle. Foul play somewhere — and you and I must find it out. Was
there nothing clse in the tin case when you put-your hand into it?’

The question instantly reminded me of the letter in my pocket. I
took itout,and opened it. Itwasa letter of many pages, closcly written.
1looked impaticntly for the signaturc at the end. ‘Rosanna Spearman.’

As I read the name, a sudden remembrance iHluminated my mind,
and a sudden suspicion rosc out of the ncw light.

‘Stop!” I exclaimed. ‘Rosanna Spearman came to my aunt out of a
reformatory ? Rosanna Spearman had once been a thief?’

‘There’s no denying that, Mr Franklin. What of it now, if you
pleasc?’

“What of it now? How do we know she may not have stolen the
Diamond after all? How do we know she may not have smeared my
nightgown purposcly with the paint - -2’

Betteredge laid his hand on my arm, and stopped me before I could
say any more.

“You will be cleared of this, Mr Franklin, beyond all doubt. But I
hope you won’t be cleared in rhat way. See what the letter says, sir.
In justice to the girl’s memory, sce what it says.’

1 fele the earnestness with which he spoke - felt it as a friendly re-
buke to me. *You shall form your own judgement on her letter,’” I
said; ‘I will read it out.’
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I began and read these lines:

S1g, - I have something to own to you. A confession which means
much misery, may sometimes be made in very few words. This confes-
sion can be made in three words. I love you.

The letter dropped from my hand. T looked at Betteredge. ‘In the
namc of Heaven,’ I said, ‘what docs it mean?’

He seemed to shrink from answering the question.

“You and Limping Lucy werc alone together this morning, sir,” he
said. ‘Did she say nothing about Rosanna Spearman?’

‘She never even mentioned Rosanna Spearman’s name.’

“Please to go back to the letter, Mr Franklin. I tell you plainly, I
can’t find it in my heart to distress you, after what you have had to
bear already. Let her speak for herself, sir. And get on with your grog.
For your own sake, get on with your grog.’

I resumed the reading of the letecr.

It would be very disgraccful to me to tell you this, if [ was a living
woman when you read it. I shall be dead and gone, sir, when you find
my letter. It is that which makes me bold. Not even my grave will be
left to tell of me. I may own the truth - with the quicksand waiting to
hide me when the words are written.

Besides, you will find your nightgown in my hiding-place, with the
smear of the paint on it; and you will want to know how it came to be
hidden by me? and why I said nothing to you about it in my lifetime 2
I have only one reason to give. I did these strange things because I loved
you.

I won’t trouble you with much about myself, or my life, before you
came to my lady’s house. Lady Verinder took me out of a reformatory.
I had gone to the reformatory from the prison. I was put in the prison
because I was a thicf. I was a thief because my mother went on the streets
when I was quite a little girl. My mother went on the streets because the
gentleman who was my father descreed her. There is no need to tell such
a common story as this at any length. It is told quite often cnough in the
ncwspapers. '

Lady Verinder was very kind to me, and Mr Betteredge was very
kind to me. Those two, and the matron at the reformatory, are the only
good people I have ever met with in all my life. [ might have got on in
my place — not happily - but I might have got on, if you had not come
visiting. I don’t blame you, sir. It’s my fault - all my faule.

Do you remember when you came out on us from among the sand-
hills, that morning, looking for Mr Betteredge? You were like a prince
in a fairy-tale. You were like a lover in a drecam. You were the most
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adorable human creature I had ever scen. Something that felt like the
happy life I had never led yet, leapt up in me at the instant I sct cyes on
you. Don’t laugh at this if you can help it. Oh, if I could only make you
feel how scrious it is to me!

[ went back to the house, and wrote your name and mine in my work-
box, and drew a true lovers’ knot under thein, Then, some devil — no,
[ ought to say some good angel — whispered to me, ‘Go and look in the
glass.” The glass told me - never mind what. [ was too foolish to take the
warning. [ went on getting fonder and fonder of you, just as if [ was a
lady in your own rank of life, and the most beautiful creature your eyes
ever rested on. I tried - oh, dear, how I tried - to get you to look at me.
If you had known how I used to cry at night with the misery and the
mortification of your never taking any notice of me, you would have
pitied me perhaps, and have given me a look now and then to live on.

It would have been no very kind look, perhaps, if you had known
how I hated Miss Rachel. I believe I found out you were in love with
her before you knew it yourself. She used to give you roses to wear in
your button-hole. Ah, Mr Franklin, you wore my roses oftencr than
cither you or she thought! The only comfort I had at that time was put-
ting my rose sccretly in your glass of water in place of hers — and then
throwing her rose away.

If she had been really as pretty as you thought her, I might have borne
it better. No; I believe I should have been more spiteful against her still.
Supposc you put Miss Rachel into a scrvant’s dress and took her orna-
ments off — =2 I don’t know what is the use of my writing in this way.
It can’t be denied that she had a bad figure; she was too thin, But who
can tell what the men like? And young ladies may behave in 2 manner
which would cost a servant her place. It’s no business of mine, I can't
expect you to read my letter, if T write it in this way. But it does stir onc
up to hear Miss Rachel called preety, when one knows all the time that
it’s her dress docs it, and her confidence in herself.

Try not to lose patience with me, sir. I will get on as fast as I can to
the time which is sure to interest you — the time when the Diamond was
lost.

But there is one thing which [have got it on my mind to tell you first.

My life was not a very hard life to bear, while I was a thicf. It was
only when they had taught e at the reformatory to feel my own de-
gradation, and to try for better things, that the days grew long and
weary. Thoughts of the futurc forced themselves on me now. I felt the
drcadful reproach that honest people — cven the kindest of honest
people — were to me in themselves. A heart-breaking sensation of loneli-
ness kept with me, go where [ might, and do what I might, and sce what
persons [ might. It was my duty, I know, to try and get on with my
fellow-servants in my new place. Somehow, I couldn’t make friends
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with them. They looked (or I thought they looked) as if they suspected
what [ had been. I don’t regret, far from it, having been roused to make
the effort to be a reformed woman — but, indeed, indeed it was a weary
life. You had come across it like a beam of sunshine at first — and then
you too failed me. I was mad enough to love you; and I couldn’t even
attract your notice. There was great misery — there really was great
muisery in that.

Now I am coming to what I wanted to tell you. In those days of
bitterness, I went two or three times, when it was my turn to go out,
to my favourite place — the beach above the Shivering Sand. And I'said
to myself, ‘I think it will end here. When I can bear it no longer, [
think it will end here.” You will understand, sir, that the place had laid a
kind of spell on mec before you came. I had always had a notion that
something would happen to me at the quicksand. But I had never looked
at it, with the thought of its being the means of my making away with
myself, till the time came of which [ am now writing. Then I did think
that here was a place which would end all my troubles for me in 2 mo-
ment or two — and hide me for cver afterwards.

This is all I have to say about mysclf, reckoning from the morning
when I first saw you, to the morning when the alarm was raised in the
house that the Diamond was lost.

1 was so aggravated by the foolish talk among the women servants, all
wondering who was to be suspected first; and [ was so angry with you
(knowing no better at that time) for the pains you took in hunting for
the jewel, and sending for the police, that I kept as much as possible
away by myself, uneil later in the day, when the officer from Frizinghall
came to the house.

Mr Seegrave began, as you may remeinber, by sctting a guard on the
women’s bedrooms; and the women all followed him upstairs in a rage,
to know what he meant by the insult he had put on them. I wene, with
the rest, because if I had done anything different from the rest, Mr Sec-
grave was the sort of man who would have suspected e directly. We
found him in Miss Rachel’s room. He told us he wouldn’t have a lot of
women there; and he pointed to the smear on the painted door, and
said some of our petticoats had done the mischief, and sent us all down-
stairs again.

After leaving Miss Rachel’s room, I stopped a moment on onc of the
landings, by myself, to sec if T had got the paint-stain by any chance on
my gown. Penelope Betteredge (the only onc of the women with whom
I was on friendly terms) passed, and noticed what I was about.

*You ncedn’t trouble yourself, Rosanna,” she said. ‘ The paint on Miss
Rachel’s door has been dry for hours. If Mr Scegrave hadn’t set a watch
on our bedrooms, I might have told him as much. I don’t know what
you think — I was never so insulted before in my life!”
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Penclope was a hot-tempered girl. I quicted her, and brought her back
to what she had said about the paint on the door having been dry for
hours.

‘How do you know that?’ I asked.

‘I was with Miss Rachel and Mr Franklin all yesterday morning,’
Penclope said, ‘ mixing the colours, while they finished the door. Iheard
Miss Rachel ask whether the door would be dry that evening, in time
for the birthday company to see it. And Mr Franklin shook his head, and
said it wouldn’t be dry in less than twelve hours. It was long past lun-
cheon-time — it was three o’clock beforce they had done. What docs your
arithmetic say, Rosanna? Minc says the door was dry by three this
morning.’

‘Did some of theladics go upstairs yesterday evening to sce it ?” [asked.
‘I thought I heard Miss Rachel warning them to keep clear of the door.”

‘None of the ladies made the smear,” Penclope answered. ‘I left Miss
Rachel in bed at twelve last night. And I noticed the door, and there was
nothing wrong with it then.”

‘Oughtn’t you to mention this to Mr Scegrave, Penelope?’

‘T wouldn’t say a word to help Mr Seegrave for anything that could
be offered to me!”

She went to her work, and [ went to mine.

My work, sir, was to make your bed and to put your room tidy. It
was the happiest hour I had in the whole day. I used to kiss the pillow
on which your head had rested all night. No matter who has done it
since, you have never had your clothes folded as nicely as I folded them
for you. Of all the little knick-knacks in your dressing-case, there wasn't
one that had so much as a speck on it. You never noticed it, any morc
than you noticed me. I beg your pardon; I am forgetting myself. I will
make haste, and go on again.

Well, I went in that morning to do my work in your room. There
was your nightgown tosscd across the bed, just as you had thrown it off.
Itook it up to fold it — and I saw the stain of the paint from Miss Rachel’s
door!

I was so startled by the discovery that I ran out, with the nightgown
in my hand, and made for the back-stairs, and locked mysclf into my
own room, to look at it in a place where nobody could intrude and
interrupt me.

As soon as I got my breath again, I called to mind my talk with
Penelope, and I said to myself, ‘Herc’s the proof that he was in Miss
Rachel’s sitting-room between twelve last night and three this morning!”

I shall not tell you in plain words what was the first suspicion that
crossed my mind, when I had made that discovery. You would only be
angry - and, if you were angry, you might tear my letter up and read no
more of it.
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Let it be enough, if you please, to say only this. After thinking it over
to the best of my ability, [ made it out that the thing wasn’t likely, for a
reason that [ will tell you. If you had been in Miss Rachel’s sitting-room
at that time of night, with Miss Rachel’s knowledge (and if you had been
foolish cnough to forget to take care of the wet door), she would have
reminded you - she would never have let you carry away such a witness
against her as the witness I was looking at now! At the same time, I own
I was not completely certain in my own mind that [ had proved my own
suspicion to be wrong. You will not have forgotten that I have owned
to hating Miss Rachcl. Try to think, if you can, that therc was a little of
that hatred in all this. It ended in my determining to keep the night-
gown, and to wait and watch, and sce what usc I might make of it. At
that time, please to remember, not the ghost of an idea entered my head
that you had stolen the Diamond.

There I broke off in the reading of the letter for the sccond time.

I had read thosc portions of the miscrable woman’s confession
which related to mysclf with unaffected surprisc, and, I can honestly
add, with sincere distress. I had regretted, truly regretted, the asper-
sion which I had thoughtlessly cast on her memory, before I had seen
a line of her letter. But when 1 had advanced as far as the passage
which is quoted above, I own I felt my mind growing bittercr and
bitterer against Rosanna Spearman as I went on. ‘Read the rest for
yourself,” I said, handing the letter to Betteredge across the table. ‘If
there is anything in it that I mnst look at, you can tell me as you go on.’

‘I understand you, Mr Franklin,” he answered. ‘It’s natural, sir, in
you. And, God help us all!” he added, in a lower tone, ‘it’s no less
natural in her.

I proceed to copy the continuation of the letter fron the original, in
my own possession:

Having determined to keep the nightgown, and to sec what use my
love or my revenge (I hardly know which) could turn it to in the future,
the nexe thing to discover was how to keep it without the risk of being
found out.

There was only onc way — to make another nightgown exactly like it
before Saturday came, and brought the laundry-woman and her inven-
tory to the house.

I was afraid to put it off till next day (the Friday); being in doubt lest
some accident might happen in the interval. [ determined to make the
new nightgown on that same day (the Thursday), while I could count,
if I played my cards properly, on having my time to myself. The ficst
thing to do (after locking up your nightgown in my drawer) was to go
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back to your bedroom — not so much to put it to rights (Penelope would
have done that for me, if I had asked her) as to find out whether you had
smeared off any of the paint-stain from your nightgown on the bed, or
on any piece of furniture in the room.

I cxamined everything narrowly, and at last, [ found a few faint
streaks of the paint on the inside of your dressing-gown — not the linen
dressing-gown you usually wore in that summer scason, but a flannel
dressing-gown which you had with you also. I suppose you felt chilly
after walking to and fro in nothing but your nightdress, and put on the
warmest thing you could find. At any rate, there were the stains, just
visible, on the inside of the dressing-gown. I easily got rid of these by
scraping away the stuff of the flannel. This done, the only proof left
against you was the proof locked up in my drawer.

I had just finished your room when I was sent for to be questioned by
Mr Seccgrave, along with the rest of the servants. Next came the ex-
amination of all our boxcs. And then followed the most extraordinary
event of the day — to me — since I had found the paint on your night-
gown. This event came out of the sccond questioning of Penelope Bet-
teredge by Superintendent Scegrave.

Penelope returned to us quite beside herself with rage at the manner
i which Mr Seegrave had treated her. He had hinted, beyond the possi~
bility of mistaking him, that he suspected her of being the thicf. We
were all equally astonished at hearing this, and we all asked, Why 2

‘Because the Diamond was in Miss Rachel’s sitting-room,” Penelope
answered. ‘And because I was the last person in the sitting-room at
night!”

Almost before the words had left her lips, [ remembered that another
person had been in the sitting-room later than Penelope. That person
was yourself. My head whirled round, and my thoughts were in dread-
ful confusion. In the midst of it all, something in my mind whispered to
me that the smcar on your nightgown might have a meaning cntirely
different to the meaning which I had given to it up to that time. ‘If the
last person who was in the room is the person to be suspected,’ I thoughe
to mysclf, ‘the thief is not Penelope, but Mr Franklin Blake!”

In the case of any other gentleman, I believe I should have been
ashamed of suspecting him of theft, almost as soon as the suspicion had
passed through my mind.

But the bare thought that Yo u had let yoursclf down to my level, and
that I, in possessing myself of your nightgown, had also possessed myself
of the means of shielding you from being discovered and disgraced for
life - I say, sir, the bare thought of this sccmed to open such a chance be-
fore me of winning your good-will, that I passed blindfold, as onc may
say, from suspecting to believing. [ made up my mind, on the spot, that
you had shown yourself the busicst of anybody in fetching the police, as
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a blind to deceive us all; and that the hand which had taken Miss Rachel’s
jewel could by no possibility be any other hand than yours.

The excitement of this new discovery of mine must, I think, have
turned my head for awhile. I felt such a devouring cagerness to see you -
to try you with a word or two about the Diamond, and to make you
look at me, and speak to me, in that way — that I put my hair tidy, and
madec myself as nice as I could, and went to you boldly in the Library,
where I knew you werc writing.

You had left one of your rings upstairs, which made as good an ¢x-
cuse for my intrusion as I could have desired. But, oh, sir! if you have
cver loved, you will understand how it was that all iny courage cooled
when I walked into the room, and found mysclf in your presence. And
then, you looked up at me so coldly, and you thanked me for finding
your ring in such an indifferent manuer, that my knees trembled under
me, and [ fele as if [ should drop on the floor at your feet. When you had
thanked me, you looked back, if you remember, at your writing. I was
so mortified at being treated in this way, that I plucked up spirit enough
to speak. I'said, *This is a strange thing about the Diamond, sir.” And you
looked up again, and said, ‘Yes, it is!" You spoke civilly (I can’t deny
that); but still you kept a distance — a cruel distance between us. Be-
lieving, as I did, that you had got the lost Diamond hidden about you
while you were speaking, your coolness so provoked me that [ got bold
enough, in the heat of the moment, to give you a hint. [ said, ‘They will
never find the Diamond, sir, will they 2 No! nor the person who took it
- I'll answer for that.” I nodded, and smiled at you, as much as to say,
‘T know!” This time, you looked up at me with something like interest
in your eyes; and I felt that a few more words on your side and mine
might bring out the truth. Just at that moment, Mr Betteredge spoilt it
all by coming to the door. I knew his footstep, and I also knew that it
was against his rules for me to be in the library at that time of day - let
alone being there along with you. I had only just time to get out of my
own accord, before he could come in and tell me to go. I was angry and
disappointed; but I was not entircly without hope for all that. The ice,
you sce, was broken between us - and I thoughe I would take care on
the next occasion that Mr Betteredge was out of the way.

When I got back to the servants’ hall, the bell was going for our din-
ncr. Aftemoon already! and the materials for making the new night-
gown were still to be got! There was but one chance of getting them.
I shamimed ill at dinner; and so sccured the whole of the interval from
then till tea-time to my own use.

What I was about, while the houschold believed me to be lying down
in my own room, and how I spent the night, after shamming ill again
at tea-time, and having been sent up to bed, there is no need to tell you.
Sergeant Cuff discovered that much, if he discovered nothing more.
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And I can guess how. I was detected (though I kept my veil down) in
the draper’s shop at Frizinghall. Therc was a glass in front of me, at the
counter where I was buying the longcloth; and — in that glass — T saw
one of the shopmen point to my shoulder and whisper to another. At
night again, when I was sccretly at work, locked into my room, I heard
the breathing of the women servants who suspected me, outside my door.

It didi’t matter then; it doesn’t matter now. On the Friday morning,
hours before Sergeant Cuff entered the house, there was the new night-
gown — to make up your number in place of the nightgown that I had
got — made, wrung out, dricd, ironed, marked, and folded as the
laundry-woman folded all the others, safe in your drawcr. There was no
fear (if the linen in the house was examined) of the newness of the night-
gown betraying me. All your underclothing had been renewed when
you came to our house - [ supposc on your rcturn home from forcign
parts.

The next thing was the arrival of Sergeant Cuff; and the next great
surprisc was the announcement of what e thought about the smear on
the door.

I had believed you to be guilty (as I have owned) more because I
wanted you to be guilty than for any other reason. And now, the Ser-
geant had come round by a totally different way to the same conclusion
(respecting the nightgown) as mine! And I had got the dress that was
the only proof against you! And not a living creature knew it - yoursel f
included! I am afraid to tell you how I felt when I called these things to
mind - you would hate my memory for ever afterwards.

At that place, Betteredge looked up from the letter.

‘Not a glimmer of light so far, Mr Franklin,’ said the old man, tak-
ing off his hcavy tortoise-shell spectacles, and pushing Rosanna Spear-
man’s confession a little away from him. ‘Have you come to any con-
clusion, sir, in your own mind, while I have been reading ?’

“Finish the letter first, Betteredge; there may be something to cn-
lighten us at the end of it. I shall have a word or two to say to you
after that.

*Very good, sir. I'll just rest my eyes, and then I'll go on again. In
the meantime, Mr Franklin - I don’t want to hurry you - but would
you mind telling me, in one word, whether you sce your way out of
this drcadful mess yet?’

‘I scc my way back to London,’ I said, ‘to consult Mr Bruff. If he
can’t help me - -’

‘Yes, sir?’

‘And if the Sergeant won’t leave his retirement at Dorking - -
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‘He won't, Mr Franklin!’

*Then, Betteredge - as far as I can sce now — 1 am at the end of my
resources. After Mr Bruff and the Scrgeant, [ don’t know of a living
creature who can be of the slightest usc to me.’

As the words passed my lips, somc person outside knocked at the
door of the room.

Bettcredge looked surprised as well as annoyed by the interruption.

‘Come in,” he called out irritably, ‘whoever you arc!”’

The door opened, and there entered to us, quictly, the most re-
markable-looking man that I had ever scen. Judging him by his figure
and his movenents, he was still young. Judging him by his face, and
comparing him with Bettercdge, he looked the clder of the two. His
complexion was of a gipsy darkness; his feshless cheeks had fallen into
deep hollows, over which the bone projected like a pent-house. His
nosc presented the fine shape and modelling so often found among the
ancicnt people of the East, so scldom visible among the newer races
of the West. His forchead rosc high and straight from the brow. His
marks and wrinkles were innumerable. From this strange face, eycs,
stranger still, of the softest brown - eyes drcamy and mournful, and
deeply sunk in their orbits - looked out at you, and (in my case, at
least) took your attention captive at their will. Add to this a quanticy
of thick closely-curling hair, which by some freak of Nature had lost
its colour in the most startingly partial and capricious manner. Over
the top of his head it was still of the deep black which was its natural
colour. Round the sides of his head - without the slightest gradation
of grey to break the force of the extraordinary contrast — it had turned
completely white. The line between the two colours preserved no sort
of regularity. At one place, the white hair ran up into the black; at an-
other, the black hair ran down into the white. I looked at the man
with a curiosity which, I am ashamed to say, I found it quite impos-
sible to control. His soft brown cyes looked back at me gently; and he
met my involuntary rudeness in staring at him with an apology which
I was conscious that I had not deserved.

‘I beg your pardon,” he said. ‘I had no idea that Mr Betteredge was
engaged.” He took a slip of paper from his pocket, and handed it to
Betteredge. ‘The list for next week,” he said. His eyes just rested on
me again ~ and he left the room as quictly as he had entered it.

*Who is that?’ I asked.

*Mr Candy'’s assistant,” said Bettcredge. ‘By the bye, Mr Franklin,
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you will be sorry to hcar that the little doctor has never recovered that
illncss he caught, going home from the birthday dinner. He's pretty
well in health; but he lost his memory in the fever, and he has never
recovered more than the wreck of it since. The work all falls on his
assistant. Not much of it now, cxcept among the poor. They can’t
liclp themsclves, you know. They must put up with the man with the
picbald hair and the gipsy complexion - or they would get no doctor-
ing at all.”

*You don’t seem to like him, Betteredge?’

*Nobody likes him, sir.’

‘Why is he so unpopular?’

“Well, Mr Franklin, his appcarance is against him, to begin with.
And then there’s a story that Mr Candy took him with a very doubt-
ful character. Nobody knows who he is - and he hasn’t a fricnd in the
place. How can you expect one to like him after that?’

‘Quitc impossible, of coursc! May I ask what he wanted with you,
when he gave you that bit of paper?’

‘Only to bring me the weckly list of the sick people about here, sir,
who stand in need of a little wine. My lady always had a regular
distribution of good sound port and sherry among the infirm poor,
and Miss Rachel wishes thecustom to be kept up. Times havechanged!
times have changed! I remember when Mr Candy himsclf brought the
list to my mistress. Now it’s Mr Candy’s assistant who brings the list to
me. I'll go on with the letter, if you will allow me, sir,” said Better-
edge, drawing Rosanna Speariman’s confession back to him. ‘It isn’t
lively reading, I grant you. But, there! it keeps me from getting sour
by thinking of the past.” He put on his spectacles, and wagged his head
gloomily. ‘There’s a bottom of good sense, Mr Franklin, in our con-
duct to our mothers, when they first start us on the journey of life.
We are all of us more or less unwilling to be brought into the world.
And we are all of us right.’

Mr Candy’s assistant had produced too strong an impression on me
to be immediately dismissed from my thoughts. I passed over the last
unanswerable utterance of the Betteredge philosopliy, and returned to
the subject of the man with the picbald hair.

“What is his name?’ I asked.

‘As ugly a name as nced be,” Betteredge answered gruffly. “Ezra
Jennings.’



CHAPTER V

Having told me the name of Mr Candy’s assistant, Betteredge ap-
pearced to think that we had wasted enough of our time on an insigni-
ficant subject. He resumed the perusal of Rosanna Spearman’s letter.

On my side, I sat the window, waiting until he had done. Little by
little, the impression produced on me by Ezra Jennings - it scemed
perfectly unaccountable, in such a situation as mine, that any human
being should have produced an impression on me at all - faded from
iy mind. My thoughts lowed back into their former channcl. Once
more, I forced mysclf to look my own incredible position resolutely
in the face. Once more, I reviewed in my own mind the course which
I had at last summoned composure cnough to plan out for the future.

To go back to London that day; to put the whole case before Mr
Bruff; and, last and most important, to obtain (no matter by what
means or at what sacrifice) a personal interview with Rachel - this was
my plan of action, so far as I was capable of forming it at the time.
There was more than an hour still to spare before the train started.
And there was the bare chance that Betteredge might discover some-
thing in the unrcad portion of Rosanna Spearman’s letter which it
mighe be useful for me to know before I left-the house in which the
Diamond had been lost. For that chance T was now waiting.

The letter ended in these terms:

You have no nced to be angry, Mr Franklin, even if I did feel some
little triumph at knowing that I held all your prospects in life in my
own hands. Anxieties and fears soon came back to me. With the view
Sergeant Cuff took of the loss of the Diamond, he would be sure to end in
cxamining our linen and our dresses. There was no place in my room -
there was no place in the house - which I could feel satisfied would be
safe from him. How to hide the nightgown so that not even the Ser-
geant could find it? and how to do that without losing one moment of
precious time ? — these were not casy questions to answer. My uncertain-
ties ended in my taking a way that may make you laugh. I undressed,
and put the nightgown on me. You had worn it - and I had another
little moment of pleasure in wearing it after you.

The next news that reached us in the servants’ hall showed that I had
not made surc of the nightgown a moment too soon. Sergeant Cuff
wanted to sce the washing-book.

I found it, and took it to him in my lady’s sitting-room. The Sergeant
and I had come across cach other more than once in former days. [ was
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certain he would know me again - and I was not certain of what he
might do when he found me employed as servant in a house in which a
valuable jewel had been lost. In this suspense, I felt it would be a relief to
me to get the meceting between us over, and to know the worst of it at
once.

He looked at me as if [ was a stranger, when I handed him the wash-
ing-book; and he was very specially polite in thanking me for bringing
it. I thought those were both bad signs. There was no knowing what he
might say of me behind my back; there was no knowing how soon [
might not find myself taken in custody on suspicion, and scarched. It
was then time for your return from sceing Mr Godfrey Ablewhite off
by the railway; and I went to your favourite walk in the shrubbery, to
try for another chance of speaking to you - the last chance, for all [ knew
to the contrary, that I might have.

You never appeared; and, what was worse still, Mr Betteredge and
Sergeant Cuff passed by the place where I was hiding - and the Sergeant
saw me.

I had no choice, after that, but to return to my proper place and my
proper work, before more disasters happened to me. Just as [ was going
to step across the path, you came back from the railway. You were
making straight for the shrubbery, when you saw me — [ am certain, sir,
you saw me - and you turned away as if I had got the plague, and went
into the housc.*

I made the best of my way indoors again, rcturning by the servants’
entrance. There was nobody in the laundry-room at that time; and [ sat
down there alone. I have told you already of the thoughts which the
Shivering Sand put into my head. Those thoughts came back to me
now. I wondered in myself which it would be hardest to do, if things
went on in this manner - to bear Mr Franklin Blake’s indifference to
nie, or to jump into the quicksand and end it for ever in that way?

It’s uscless to ask me to account for my own conduct at this time, [ try
- and I can’t understand it myself.

Why didn’t I stop you, when you avoided me in that cruel manner?
Why didn’t I call out, ‘ Mr Franklin, [ have got something to say to you;
it concerns yourself, and you must and shall hear it?” You were at my
mercy - I had got the whip-hand of you, as they say. And better than
that, [ had the means (if I could only make you trust me) of being useful
to you in the future. Of course, I never supposed that you — a gentleman
- had stolen the Diamond for the mere pleasure of stealing it. No.

* Note by Franklin Blake - The writer is entirely mistaken, poor creature.
1 never noticed her. My intention was certainly to have taken a turn in the
shrubbery. But remembering at the same moment that my aunt might wish
to scec me after my return from the railway, I altered my mind, and went into
the house.
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Penclope had heard Miss Rachel, and [ had heard Mr Betteredge, talk
about your extravagance and your debts. It was plain enough to me
that you had taken the Diamond to sell it or pledge it, and so to get the
money of which you stood in nced. Well! I could have told you of a
man in London who would have advanced a good large sum on the
jewel, and would have asked no awkward questions about it cither.

Why didn’t [ speak to you! why didn’t [ speak to you!

I wonder whether the risks and difficultics of keeping the nightgown
were as much as [ could manage, without having other risks and diffi-
cultics added to them 2 This might have been the case with some women
but how could it be the case with me? In the days when I was a thicf,
I had run fifty times greater risks, and found my way out of difficultics
to which this difficulty was mere child’s play. I had been apprenticed, as
you may say, to frauds and deceptions — some of them on such a grand
scale, and managed so cleverly, that they became famous, and appeared
in the newspapers. Was such a little thing as the keeping of the night-
gown likely to weigh on my spirits, and to set my heart sinking within
me, at the time when I ought to have spoken to you ? What nonsensc to
ask the question! The thing couldn’t be.

Where is the use of my dwelling in this way on my own folly 2 The
plain truth is plain enough, surely 2 Behind your back, [ loved you with
all my heart and soul. Before your face - there’s no denying it — I was
frightened of you; frightened of making you angry with me; frightened
of what you might say to me (though you had taken the Diamond) if [
presumed to tell you that I had found it out. I had gone as near to it as
I darcd when I spoke to you in the library. You had not turned your
back on me then. You had not started away from me as if I had got the
plague. I tried to provoke mysclf into feeling angry with you, and to
rousc up my courage in that way. No! [ couldn’t feel anything bue the
misery and the mortification of it. * You're a plain girl; you have got a
crooked shoulder; you'’re only a housemaid - what do you mcan by
attempting to spcak to Mec?” You never uttered a word of that, Mr
Franklin; but you said it all to me, nevertheless! Is such maducss as this
to be accounted for? No. There is nothing to be done but to confess it,
and let it be.

I ask your pardon, once more, for this wandering of my pen. There
is no fear of its happening again. [ am close at the end now.

The first person who disturbed me by coming into the ecmpty room
was Penclope. She had found out my sccret long since, and she had done
her best to bring me to my senses — and done it kindly too.

‘Ah!’ she said, ‘I know why you’re sitting here, and fretting all by
yourself. The best thing that can happen for your advance, Rosanna,
will be for Mr Franklin’s visit here to come to an end. It’s my belief that
he won'’t be long now before he leaves the house.’
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In all my thoughts of you I had never thought of your going away.
I couldn’t speak to Penclope. I could only look at her.

‘T've just left Miss Rachel,” Penclope went on. ‘And a hard matter [
have had of it to put up with her temper. She says the house is unbear-
able to her with the police in it; and she’s determined to speak to my
lady this evening, and to go to her aunt Ablewhite to-morrow. If she
does that, Mr Franklin will be the next to find a reason for going away,
you may depend on it!’

I recovered the use of my tongue at that. ‘Do you mean to say Mr
Franklin will go with her?’ [ asked.

‘Only too gladly, if she would let him; but she won't. He has been
made to feel her temper; he is in her black books too - and that after
having done all he can to help her, poor fellow! No! no! If they don’t
make it up before to-morrow, you will sce Miss Rachel go one way, and
Mr Franklin another. Wherce he may betake himself to I can’t say. But
he will never stay here, Rosanna, after Miss Rachel has left us.’

I managed to master the despair I fele at the prospect of your going
away. To own the truth, I saw a little glimpse of hope for myself if there
was really a serious disagrcement between Miss Rachel and you. ‘Do
you know,’ I asked, ‘what the quarrel is between them 2’

‘It is all on Miss Rachel’s side,” Penclope said. ‘And, for anything I
know to the contrary, it’s all Miss Rachel’s temper, and nothing else. |
am loth to distress you, Rosanna, but don’t run away with the notion
that Mr Franklin is ever likely to quarrel with /ier. He's a great deal too
fond of her for that!”

She had only just spoken those cruel words when there came a call to
us from Mr Betteredge. All the indoor servants were to assemble in the
hall. And then we were to go in, onc by one, and be questioned in Mr
Betteredge’s room by Sergeant Cuft.

It came to my tum to go in, after her ladyship’s maid and the upper
housemaid had been questioned first. Sergeant Cuft’s inquiries — though
he wrapped them up very cunningly — soon showed me that those two
women (the bitterest enemies I had in the house) had made their dis-
coveries outside my door, on the Tuesday afternoon, and again on the
Thursday night. They had told the Sergeant enough to open his eyes to
some part of the truth. He rightly believed me to have made a new
nightgown secretly, but he wrongly belicved the paint-stained night~
gown to be mine. I felt satisfied of another thing, from what he said,
which it puzzled me to understand. He suspected me, of course, of be-
ing concerned in the disappearance of the Diamond. But, at the same
time, he let me see — purposely, as I thought - that he did not consider
me as the person chicfly answerable for the loss of the jewel. He ap-
peared to think that I had been acting under the direction of somebody
else. Who that person might be, I couldn’t guessthen, and can’t gucssnow.
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In this uncertainty, one thing was plain — that Sergeant Cuff was miles
away from knowing the whole truth. You were safc as long as the nighe-
gown was safe - and not a moment longer.

I quite despair of making you understand the distress and terror which
pressed upon me now. It was impossible for me to risk wearing your
nightgown any longer. I might find myseclf taken off, at a moment’s
notice, to the police court at Frizinghall, to be charged on suspicion, and
scarched accordingly. While Sergeant Cuff still left me free, I had to
choose - and at once — between destroying the nightgown, or hiding it
in some safe place, at some safe distance from the house.

If [ had only been a little less fond of you, I think I should have de-
stroyed it. But oh! how could I destroy the only thing I had which
proved that I had saved you from discovery ? If we did come to an ex-
planation together, and if you suspected me of having some bad motive
and denied it all, how could I win upon you to trust me, unless I had
the nightgown to produce? Was it wronging you to believe, as I did,
and do still, that you might hesitate to let a poor girl like me be the
sharer of your secret, and your accomplice in the theft which your
money troubles had tempted you to commit? Think of your cold be-
haviour to mue, sir, and you will hardly wonder at my unwillingness to
destroy the only claim on your confidence and your gratitude which it
was my fortune to possess.

[ determined to hide it; and the place I fixed on was the place [ knew
best - the Shivering Sand.

As soon as the questioning was over, I made the first excuse that came
into my head, and got leave to go out for a breath of fresh air. I went
straight to Cobb’s Hole, to Mr Yolland’s cottage. His wife and daughter
were the best friends I had. Don’t suppose I trusted them with your
secret — I have trusted nobody. All I wanted was to write this letter to
you, and to have a safc opportunity of taking the nightgown off me.
Suspected as I was, I could do neither of those things, with any sort of
security, up at the house.

And now I have ncarly got through my long letter, writing it alonc
in Lucy Yolland’s bedroom. When it is done, I shall go downstairs with
the nightgown rolled up, and hidden under my cloak. I shall find the
means [ want for keeping it safc and dry in its hiding-place, among the
litter of old things in Mrs Yolland’s kitchen. And then I shall go to the
Shivering Sand - don’t be afraid of my letting my footmarks betray me
- and hide the nightgown down in the sand, where no living creature
can find it without being first let into the secret by myself.

And when that’s done, what then?

Then, Mr Franklin, I shall have two rcasons for making another at-
tempt to say the words to you which [ have not said yet. If you leave the
house, as Penclope believes you will leave it, and if [ haven't spoken to
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you before that, I shall lose my opportunity for ever. That is one reason.
Then, again, there is the comforting knowledge - if my speaking does
make you angry — that I have got the nightgown ready to plead my
cause for me as nothing else can. That is my other reason. If these two
together don’t harden my heart against the coldness which has hitherto
frozen it up (I mean the coldness of your treatment of me), there will
be the end of my efforts — and the end of my life.

Yes. If T miss my next opportunity — if you arc as cruel as ever, and if
I feel it again as I have felt it already - good-bye to the world which has
grudged me the happiness that it gives to others. Good-bye to life,
which nothing but a little kindness from you can cver make pleasurable
to me again. Don’t blame yoursclf, sir, if it ends in this way. But try - do
try — to feel some forgiving sorrow for me! I shall take care that you find
out what I have done for you, when I am past telling you of it myself.
Will you say something kind of me then - in the same gentle way that
you have when you speak to Miss Rachel? If you do that, and if there
arc such things as ghosts, I believe my ghost will hear it, and tremble
with the pleasure of it.

It’s time I left off. T am making myself cry. How am I to sce my way
to the hiding-place if I let these uscless tears come and blind me?

Besides, why should I look at the gloomy side? Why not believe,
while I can, that it will end well after all? I may find you in a good
humour to-night - or, if not, I may succeed better to-morrow morning.
I shan’t improve my plain face by fretting - shall 1?2 Who knows but [
may have filled all these weary long pages of paper for nothing 2 They
will go, for safety’s sake (never mind now for what other reason) into
the hiding-place along with the nightgown. It has been hard, hard work
writing my letter. Oh! if we only end in understanding each other, how
I shall enjoy tearing it up!

I beg to remain, sir, your true lover and humble servant,

ROSANNA SPEARMAN

The reading of the letter was completed by Betteredge in silence.
After carefully putting it back in the envclope, he sat thinking, with
his head bowed down and his cycs on the ground.

‘Betteredge,” I said, ‘is there any hint to guide me at the end of the
letter?’

He looked up slowly with a hcavy sigh.

*There is nothing to guide you, Mr Franklin,” he answered. ‘If you
take my advice, you will keep the letter in the cover till these present
anxicties of yours have come to an cnd. It will sorcly distress you
whenever you read it. Don’t read it now.’

I put the letter away in my pocket-book.
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A glance back at the sixteenth and seventeenth chapters of Better-
cdge’s Narrative will show that there really was a reason for my thus
sparing myself, at a time when my fortitude had been alrcady cruclly
tried. T'wice over, the unhappy woman had made her last attempt to
speak to me. And twice over, it had been my misfortunce (God knows
how innocently!) to repel the advances she had made to me. On the
Friday night, as Betteredge truly describes it, she had found me alone
at the billiard-table. Her manner and language suggested to me - and
would have suggested to any man, under the circumstances - that she
was about to confess a guilty knowledge of the disappcarance of the
Diamond. For her own sake, I had purposely shown no special inter-
cst in what was coming;; for her own sake, I had purposely looked at
the billiard balls, instcad of looking at hier — and what had been the re-
sult? T had sent her away from me, wounded to the heart! On the
Saturday again - on- the day when she must have foreseen, after what
Penclope had told her, that my departure was close at hand - the same
fatality still pursued us. She had once more attempted to meet me in
the shrubbery walk, and she had found me there in company with
Betteredge and Sergeant Cuff. In her hearing, the Scrgeant, with his
own underhand object inview, had appealed to my interest in Rosanna
Spearman. Again, for the poor creature’s own sake, I had met the
police officer with a flat denial, and had declared - loudly declared, so
that she might hear me too - that T felt ‘no interest whatever in
Rosanna Spearman’. At those words, solely designed to warn heragainst
attempting to gain my private car, she had turned away and lefe the
place: cautioned of her danger, as I dhen believed; self~doomed to de-
struction, as I know now. From that point, I have already traced the
succession of events which led me to the astounding discovery at the
quicksand. The retrospect is now complete. I may leave the miscrable
story of Rosanna Spearman - to which, even at this distance of time,
I cannot revert without a pang of distress - to suggest for itself all that
is here purposcly left unsaid, I may pass from the suicide at the Shiver-
ing Sand, with its strange and terrible influence on my present posi-
tion and future prospects, to interests which concern the living people
of this narrative, and to cvents which were alrcady paving my way
for the slow and toilsome journey from the darkness to the light.



CHAPTER VI

I wALKED to the railway station accompanied, it is ncedless to say, by
Gabriel Betteredge. I had the letter in my pocket, and the nightgown
safely packed in a little bag — both to be submitted, before I slept that
night, to the investigation of Mr Bruff.

We left the house in silence. For the first time in my experience of
him, I found old Betteredge in my company without a word to say to
me. Having something to say on my side, I opened the conversation
as soon as we were clear of the lodge gatcs.

‘Before I go to London,’ I began, ‘I have two questions to ask you.
They relate to mysclf, and [ belicve they will rather surprise you.

‘If they will put that poor creature’s letter out of my head, Mr
Franklin, they may do anything clse they like with me. Please to begin
surprising me, sir, as soon as you can.’

‘My first question, Betteredge, is this. Was I drunk on the night of
Rachel’s birthday?’

‘You drunk!” exclaimed the old man. *Why it’s the great defect of
your character, Mr Franklin, that you only drink with your dinner,
and never touch a drop of liquor afterwards!’

‘But the birthday was a special occasion. I might have abandoned
my regular habits on that night of all others.”

Betteredge considered for a moment.

*You did go out of your habits, sir,” he said. ‘And I'll tell you how.
You looked wretchedly ill, and we persuaded you to have a drop of
brandy-and-water to cheer you up a little.”

‘I am not used to brandy-and-water. It is quite possible - -

“Wait a bit, Mr Franklin. T knew you were not used, too. I poured
you out half a wineglassful of our fifty-yecar-old Cognac; and (morc
shame for me!) I drowned that noble liquor in nigh on a tumblerful
of cold water. A child couldn’t have got drunk on it, let alone a grown
man.

I knew I could depend on his memory in a matter of this kind. It
was plainly impossible that I could have been intoxicated. I passed on
to the sccond question.

‘Before I was sent abroad, Betteredge, you saw a great deal of me
when I was a boy. Now tell me plainly, do you remember anything
strange of me, after I had gone to bed at night? Did you ever discover
me walking in my sleep?’
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Betteredge stopped, looked at me for a moment, nodded his head,
and walked on again.

‘I see your drift now, Mr Franklin!” he said. *You’re trying to ac-
count for how you got the paint on your nightgown, without know-
ing it yoursclf. It won’t do, sir. You’re miles away still from getting at
the truth. Walk in your slecp? You never did such a thing in your
life!’

Here again I felt that Betteredge must be right. Neither at home nor
abroad had my life ever been of the solitary sort. If  had been a sleep-
walker, there were hundreds on hundreds of people who must have
discovered me, and who, in the interest of my own safety, would have
warned me of the habit, and have taken precautions to restrain it.

Still, admitting all this, I clung - with an obstinacy which was surely
natural and excusable, under the circumstances - to one or other of the
only two explanations that I could see which accounted for the un-
cendurable position in which I then stood. Observing that I was not yet
satisfied, Betteredge shrewdly adverted to certain later cvents in the
history of the Moonstone; and scattered both my theories to the wind
at once and for ever.

‘Let’s try it another way, sir,” he said. *Keep your own opinion, and
see how far it will take you towards finding out the truth. If we arc to
belicve the nightgown - which I don’t for one - you not only smeared
off the paint from the door without knowing it, but you also took the
Diamond without knowing it. Is that right, so far?’

*Quite right. Go on.’

*Very good, sir. We'll say you were drunk, or walking in your
sleep, when you took the jewel. That accounts for the night and mom-
ing after the birthday. But how docs it account for what has hap-
pened since that time? The Diamond has becn taken to London since
that time. The Diamond has been pledged to Mr Luker since that time.
Did you do those two things without knowing it too? Were you
drunk when I saw you off in the pony—chaise on that Saturday cven-
ing? And did you walk in your sleep to Mr Luker’s, when the train
had brought you to your journey’s end ? Excuse me for saying it, Mr
Franklin, but this business has so upsct you, that you’re not fit yet to
judge for yourself. The sooner you lay your head 2longside of Mr
Bruff’s head, the sooner you will sce your way out of the deadlock
that has got you now.’

We reached the station, with only a minute or two to spare.
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I hurricdly gave Betteredge miy address in London, so that he might
write to me, if necessary; promising, on my side, to inform hini of
any news which I might have to communicate. This done, and just as
I was bidding him farewell, I happened to glance towards the book-
and-newspaper stall. There was Mr Candy’s remarkable-looking assis-
tant again, spcaking to the keeper of the stalll Our eyes met at the
same moment. Ezra Jennings took off his hat to me. I returned the
salute, and got into a carriage just as the train started. It was a relicf to
my mind, I suppose, to dwell on any subject which appeared to be,
personally, of no sort of importance to me. At all events, I began the
momentous journey back which was to take me to Mr Bruff, won-
dering - absurdly enough, I admit - that I should have scen the man
with the picbald hair twice in one day!

The hour at which I arrived in London precluded all hope of my
finding Mr Bruff at his place of business. I drove from the railway to
his private residence at Hampstcad, and disturbed the old lawyer doz-
ing alone in his dining-room, with his favourite pug-dog on his lap,
and his bottle of winc at his clbow.

I'shall best describe the effect which my story produced on the mind
of Mr Bruff by relating his proccedings when he had heard it to the
end. He ordered lights and strong tea to be taken into his study; and
he sent a message to the ladics of his family, forbidding them to dis-
turb us on any pretence whatever. These preliminaries disposed of, he
first examined the nightgown, and then devoted himself to the read-
ing of Rosanna Spearman’s letter.

The reading completed, Mr Bruff addressed me for the first time
since we had been shut up together in the seclusion of his own room.

‘Franklin Blake,’ said the old gentleman, “this is a very serious mat-
ter, in more respects than one. In my opinion, it concerns Rachel quite
as nearly as it concerns you. Her extraordinary conduct is no mystery
now. She believes you have stolen the Diamond.’

I had shrunk from rcasoning my own way fairly to that revolting
conclusion. But it had forced itsclf on me, nevertheless. My resolution
to obtain a personal interview with Rachel rested really and truly on
the ground just stated by Mr Bruft.

“The first step to take in this investigation,” the lawyer procceded,
‘is to appeal to Rachel. She has been silent all ¢his time, from motives
which I (who know her character) can readily understand. It is im-
possible, after what has happened, to submit to that silence any longer.
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She must be persuaded to tell us, or she must be forced to tell us, on
what grounds she bascs her belief that you took the Moonstone. The
chances are, that the whole of this case, serious as it secms now, will
tumble to pieces, if we can only break through Rachel’s inveterate
reserve, and prevail upon her to speak out.”

‘That is a very comforting opinion for me,” I said. ‘I own I should
like to know - -’

*You would like to know how I can justify it,” intcrposed Mr Bruff.
‘I can tell you in two minutes. Understand, in the fiest place, thae I
look at this matter from a lawyer’s point of view. It’s a question of
evidence with me. Very well. The evidence breaks down, at the out-
sct, on onc important point.’

‘On what point?’

“You shall hear. [ admit that the mark of the name proves the night-
gown to be yours. I admit that the mark of the paint proves the night-
gown to have made the smear on Rachel’s door. But what evidence is
there to prove that you arc the person who wore it on the night when
the Diamond was lost?’

The objection struck me all the more forcibly that it reflected an
objection which I 'had felt myself.

‘As to this,” pursucd the lawyer, taking up Rosanna Spearman’s con-
fession, ‘I can understand that the letter is a distressing one to you.
I can understand that you may hesitate to analyse it from a purely
impartial point of view. But I am not in your position. I can bring my
professional experience to bear on this document, just as I should
bring it to bear on any other. Without alluding to the woman’s carcer
as a thief, I will merely remark that her Ietter proves her to have been
an adept at deception, on her own showing; and I argue from that,
that I am justified in suspecting her of not having told the whole truth.
[ won’t start any theory, at present, as to what she may or may not
have done. I will only say that, if Rachel has suspected you on the evi-
dence of the nightgown only, the chances are nincty-nine to a hundred
that Rosanna Spearman was the person who showed it to her. In that
case, there is the woman’s letter, confessing that she was jealous of
Rachel, confessing that she changed the roscs, confessing that she saw
a glimpse of hope for hersclf in the prospect of a quarrel between
Rachel and you. I don't stop to ask who took the Moonstone (as a
means to her end, Rosanna Spearman would have taken fifty Moon-
stoncs) — I only say that the disappearance of the jewel gave this
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reclaimed thicf who was inlove withyou anopportunity of setting you
and Rachel at variance for the rest of your lives. She had not decided
on destroying herself, then, remember; and, having the opportunity,
I distinctly assert that it was in her character, and in her position at the
time, to take it. What do you say to that?’

‘Some such suspicion,’ I answered, ‘crossed my own mind as soon
as 1 opened the letter.’

‘Exactly! And when you had rcad the letter, you pitied the poor
creature, and couldn’t find it in your heart to suspect her. Doces you
credit, my dear sit - does you credit!’ '

‘But supposc it turns out that I did wear the nightgown? What
then?’

‘I don’t sce how that fact is to be proved,’ said Mr Bruff. ‘But as-
suming the proof to be possible, the vindication of your innocence
would be no casy matter. We won't go into that now. Let us wait and
sce whether Rachel hasn’t suspected you on the evidence of the night-
gown only.’

‘Good God, how coolly you talk of Rachel suspecting me!” I broke
out. “What right has she to suspect Me, on any cvidence, of being a
thief 2’ '

*A very sensible question, my dear sir. Rather hotly put, but well
worth considering for all that. What puzzles you, puzzles me too.
Secarch your memory, and tell me this. Did anything happen while
you were staying at the house - not, of course, to shake Rachel’s belief
in your honour - but, let us say, to shake her belief (no matter with
how little reason) in your principles generally ?’

I started, in ungovernable agitation, to my feet. The lawyer’s ques-
tion reminded me, for the first time since I had left England, that
something lad happened.

In the cighth chapter of Betteredge’s Narrative, an allusion will be
found to the arrival of a forcigner and a stranger at my aunt’s house,
who came to see me on business. The nature of his business was this.

I had becen foolish enough (being, as usual, straitened for money at
the time) to accept a loan from the kecper of a small restaurant in
Paris, to whom I was well known as 2 customer. A time was scttled
between us for paying the moncy back, and when the time came, I
found it (as thousands of other honest men have found it) impossible
to kecp my engagement. I sent the man a bill. My name was un-
fortunately too well known on such documents: he failed to negotiate
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it. His affairs had fallen into disorder in the interval since I had bot-
rowed of him; bankruptcy stared him in the face; and a relative of his,
a French lawyer, came to England to find me, and to insist upon the
payment of my debt. He was a man of violent temper, and he took
the wrong way with me. High words passed on both sides; and my
aunt and Rachel were unfortunately in the next room, and heard us.
Lady Verinder came in, and insisted on knowing what was the matter.
The Frenchman produced his credentials, and declared me to be re-
sponsible for the ruin of a poor man, who had trusted in my honour.
My aunt instantly paid him the moncy and sent him off. She knew me
better of course than to take the Frenchman’s view of the transaction.
But she was shocked at my carclessness, and justly angry with me for
placing myself in a position which, but for her interference, might
have become a very disgraccful onc. Either her mother told her, ot
Rachel heard what passed — I can’t say which. She took her own ro-
mantic, high-lown view of the matter. I was ‘heartless’; I was ‘dis-
honourable’; I had ‘no principle’; there “was no knowing what [
might do next’ — in short, she said some of the severest things to me
which I had ever heard from a young lady’s lips. The breach between
us lasted for the whole of the next day. The day after, I succeeded in
making my peace, and thought no morc of it. Had Rachel reverted to
this unlucky accident, at the critical moment when my place in her
estimation was again,and far more seriously, assailed ? Mr Bruff, when
I had mentioned the circumstances to him, answered the question at
once in the affirmative.

‘It would have its cffect on her mind,” he said gravely. ‘And I wish,
for your sake, the thing had not happened. However, we have dis-
covered that there was a predisposing influence against you - and there
is onc uncertainty cleared out of our way, at any rate. I sce nothing
more that we can do now. Our next step in this inquiry must be the
step that takes us to Rachel.’

He rosc, and began walking thoughtfully up and down the room.
Twice I was on the point of telling him that 1 had determined on sce-
ing Rachel personally; and twice, having regard to his age and his
character, I hesitated to take him by surprise at an unfavourable
moment.

“The grand difficulty is,” he rcsunied, ‘how to make her show her
whole mind in this matter, without reserve. Have you any suggestions
to offer?”’
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‘I have made up my mind, Mr Bruff, to spcak to Rachel mysclf.’

‘You!” He suddenly stopped in his walk, and looked at me as if he
thought I had taken leave of my senses. “You, of all the people in the
world!” He abruptly checked himsclf, and took another turn in the
room. ‘Wait a little,” hie said. “In cases of this extraordinary kind, the
rash way is sometinics the best way.” He considered the question for a
moment or two under that new light, and ended boldly by a decision
in my favour. ‘Nothing venture, nothing have,” the old gentleman re-
sumed. ‘You have a chance in your favour which I don’t possess -
and you shall be the first to try the experiment.’

‘A chance in my favour?’ I repcated, in the greatest surprise.

Mr Bruff’s face softened, for the first time, into a smile.

“This is how it stands,” he said. ‘I tell you fairly, I don’t trust your
discretion, and I don’t trust your temper. But I do trust in Rachel’s still
preserving, in some remote little corner of her heart, a certain perverse
weakness for you. Touch that - and trust to the consequences for the
fullest disclosures that can low from a woman’s lips! The question is -
how arc you to sce her?’

‘She has been a guest of yours at this house,” I answered. ‘May 1
venture to suggest — if nothing was said about me beforchand - that 1
might sec her here?’

‘Cool!” said Mr Bruff. With that onc word of comment on the re-
ply that 1 had made to him, he took another turn up and down the
room.

‘In plain English,” he said, ‘my house is to be turned into a trap to
catch Rachel, with a bait to tempt her in the shape of an invitation
from my wife and daughters. If you were anybody clse but Franklin
Blake, and if this matter was one atom less scrious than it really is, I
should refusc point-blank. As things are, I firmly believe Rachel will
live to thank me for turning traitor to her in my old age. Consider me
your accomplice. Rachel shall be asked to spend the day here, and you
shall receive due notice of it.”

‘When? To-morrow?’

‘To-morrow won'’t give us time cnough to get her answer. Say the
day after.’

‘How shall I hear from you?’

‘Stay at home all the morning and expect me to call on you.’

I thanked him for the inestimablc assistance which he was rendering
to me, with the gratitude that [ really felt; and, declining a hospitable
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invitation to sleep that night at Hampstead, returned to my lodgings
in London.

Of the day that followed, I have only to say that it was the longest
day of my life. Innocent as I knew mysclf to be, certain as I was that
the abominable imputation which rested on me must sooner or later
be cleared off, there was nevertheless a scnse of sclf-abasement in my
mind which instinctively disinclined me to see any of my friends. We
often hear (almost invariably, however, from superficial observers)
that guilt can look like innocence. I believe it to be infinitely the truer
axiom of the two that innocence can look like guilt. I caused myself to
be denied all day to every visitor who called, and 1 only ventured out
under cover of the night.

The next morning, Mr Bruff surprised me at the breakfast-table.
He handed me a large key, and announced that he felt ashamed of
himself for the first time in his lifc.

‘Is she coming?’

*She is coming to-day, te lunch and spend the afternoon with my
wife and my girls.’

‘Are Mrs Bruff and your daughters in the secret?’

‘Inevitably. But women, as you may have obscrved, have no prin-
ciples. My family don’t fecl my pangs of conscicnce. The end being to
bring you and Rachel together again, my wife and daughters pass over
the means employed to gain it as composedly as if they were Jesuits.”

‘I am infinitely obliged to them. What is this key ?’

‘The key of the gate in my back-garden wall. Be there at three this
afternoon. Let yoursclf into the garden, and make your way in by the
conservatory door. Cross the small drawing-room, and open the door
in front of you which leads into the music-room. Thete you will find
Rachel - and find her alone.’

‘How can I thank you?’

‘I will tell you how. Don’t blame me for what happens afterwards.’

With thosc words, he went out.

I had many weary hours still to wait through. To while away the
time, I looked at my lctters. Among them was a letter from Better-
edge.

I opened it eagerly. To iy surprise and disappointment, it began
with an apology warning me to expect no news of any importance.
In the next sentence the cverlasting Ezra Jennings appeared again! He
had stopped Betteredge on the way out of the station, and had asked
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who I was. Informed on this point, he had mentioned having seen me
to his master, Mr Candy. Mr Candy hearing of this, had himself
driven over to Betteredge, to cxpress his regret at our having missed
cach other. He had a reason for wishing particularly to speak to me;
and when I was next in the neighbourhood of Frizinghall, he begged
I would let him know. Apart from a few characteristic utterances of
the Betteredge philosophy, this was the sum and substance of my
correspondent’s letter. The warm-hearted, faithful old man acknow-
ledged that he had written ‘mainly for the pleasure of writing to me”.

I crumpled up the letter in my pocket, and forgot it the moment
after, in the all-absorbing interest of my coming interview with
Rachel.

As the clock of Hampstead church struck three, I put Mr Bruff s key
into the lock of the door in the wall. When I first stepped into the gar-
den, and while I was sccuring the door again on the inner side, I own
to having felt a certain guilty doubtfulness about what might happen
next. I looked furtively on either side of me, suspicious of the presence
of some unexpected witness in some unknown comer of the garden.
Nothing appearcd to justify my apprchensions. The walks were, one
and all, solitudes, and the birds and the becs were the only witnesses.

I passed through the garden, entered the conscrvatory, and crossed
the small drawing-room. As I laid my hand on the door opposite, 1
heard a few plaintive chords struck on the piano in the room within.
She had often idled over the instrument in this way, when I was stay-
ing at her mother’s house. I was obliged to wait a little, to steady my-
self. The past and present rose side by side, at that supreme moment -
and the contrast shook me.

After the lapse of a minute, I roused my manhood, and opened the
door.

CHAPTER VII

At the moment when I showed myself in the doorway, Rachel rose
from the piano.

I closed the door behind me. We confronted each other in silence,
with the full length of the room between us. The movement she had
made in rising appeared to be the one exertion of which she was
capable. All usc of every other faculty, bodily or mental, seemed to be
merged in the mere act of looking at me.
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A fear crossed my mind that I had shown mysclf too suddenly. I
advanced a few steps towards her. I said gently, ‘Rachel!”’

The sound of my voice brought the life back to her limbs and the
colour to her face. She advanced, on her side, still without speaking.
Slowly, as if acting under some influence independent of her own
will, she came nearer and nearer to me; the warm dusky colour fAush-
ing her cheeks, the light of reviving intclligence brightening every in-
stant in her eyes. I forgot the object that had brought me into her pre-
sence; I forgot the vile suspicion that rested on my good name; I for-
got every consideration, past, present, and future, which I was bound
to remember. I saw nothing but the woman I loved coming ncares
and ncarer to me. She trembled; she stood irresolute. I could resist ic
no longer - I caught her in my arms and covered her face with kisses.

There was a moment when I thought the kisses were returned; 2
moment when it scemed as if she, too, might have forgotten. Almost
before the idea could shape itself in my mind, her first voluntary action
made me fecl that she remembered. With a cry which was like a cry
of horror - with a strength which I doubt if I could have resisted if 1
had tried - she thrust me back from her. I saw merciless anger in her
cyes; I saw merciless contempt on her lips. She looked me over, from
hcad to foot, as she might have looked at a stranger who had insulted
her.

‘You coward!’ she said. ‘ You mean, miserable, heartless coward!’

Thosc were her first words! The most unendurable reproach that a
woman can address to a man, was the reproach that she picked out to
address to Mec. .

‘I remember the time, Rachel,’ I said, ‘when you could have told
me that I had offended you in a worthier way than that. I beg your
pardon.’

Something of the bitterness that I felt may have communicated it-
sclf to my voice. At the first words of my reply, her eyes, which had
been turned away the moment before, looked back at me unwillingly.
She answered in a low tone, with a sullen submission of manner which
was quite new in my expericnce of her.

‘Perhaps there is some excuse for me,’ she said. ‘After what you
have done, is it a manly action, on your part, to find your way to me
as you have found it to-day? It scems a cowardly experiment, to try
an experiment on my weakness for you. It scems a cowardly surprise,
to surprise me into letting you kiss me. But that is only a woman’s
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view. T ought to have known it couldn’t be your view. I should have
done better if I had controlled mysclf, and said nothing.’

The apology was more uncndurable than the insult. The most de-
graded man living would have felt humiliated by it.

‘If my honour was not in your hands,’ I said, ‘T would lcave you
this instant, and ncver sce you again. You have spoken of what I have
donc. What have I done?’

*What have you done! You ask that question of me?’

‘T ask it.”

‘I have kept your infamy a secret,’ she answered. ‘And I have suffer-
ed the consequences of concealing it. Have I no claim to be spared the
insult of your asking me what you have done? Is all sense of gratitude
dead in you? You were once a gentleman. You were once dear to my
mother, and dearer still to me - =’

Her voice failed her. She dropped into a chair, and turned her back
on me, and covered her face with her hands.

I waited a little before I trusted myself to say any more. In that mo-
ment of silence, I hardly know which I felt most keenly - the sting
which her contempt had planted in me, or the proud resolution which
shut me out from all community with her distress.

‘If you will not speak first,” I said, ‘I must. I have come here with
something serious to say to you. Will you do me the common justice
of listening while I say it?”

. She ncither moved nor answered. I made no second appeal to her;
I never advanced an inch nearer to her chair. With a pride which was
as obstinate as her pride, I told her of my discovery at the Shivering
Sand, and of all that had led to it. The narrative, of necessity, occupicd
some little time. From beginning to end, she never looked round at
me, and she never uttered a word.

I kept my temper. My whole future depended, in all probability, on
my notlosing posscssion of mysclf at that moment. Thetimehad come
to put MrBruff’s theory to the test. In the breathless interest of trying
that experiment, Imoved round so as to place myself in front of her.

‘I have a question to ask you,” I'said. ‘It obliges me to refer again to
a painful subject. Did Rosanna Spearman show you the nightgown?
Yes, or No?’

She started to her fect, and walked closc up to me of her own ac-
cord. Her cyes looked me searchingly in the face, as if to read some-
thing there which they had never read yet.
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‘Are you mad?’ she asked.

I'still restrained myself. I said quietly, ‘Rachel, will you answer my
question?’

She went on, without heeding me.

‘Have you some object to gain which I don’t understand? Soime
mean fear about the future, in which I am concerned ? They say your
father’s death has made you a rich man. Have you come here to com-
pensate me for the loss of my Diamond ? And have you heart enough
left to feel ashamed of your errand? Is that the scerct of your pretence
of innocence, and your story about Rosanna Spearman? Is there a mo-
tive of shame at the bottom of all the falschood, this time?’

I stopped her there. I could control myself no longer.

*You have donc me an infamous wrong!’ I broke out hotly. ‘You
suspect me of stealing your Diamond. I have a right to know, and I
will know, the reason why!”

“Suspect you!” she exclaimed, her anger rising with mine. ‘You vil-
lain, I saw you take the Diamond with viry own eyes!’

The revelation which burst upon mec in those words, the overthrow
which they instantly accomplished of the whole view of the case on
wlich Mr Bruff had relied, struck me helpless. Innocent as T was, [
stood before her in silence. To her eyes, to any cyes, I must have
looked like a man overwhelmed by the discovery of his own guilt.

She drew back from the spectacle of my humiliation and of her
triumph. The sudden silence that had fallen upon me seemed to
frighten her. ‘I'spared you at the time,” she said. ‘I would have spared
you now, if you had not forced me to speak.” She moved away as if to
leave the room, and hesitated before she got to the door. “Why did
you come here to humiliate yourself ?” she asked. “ Why did you come
here to humiliate me?’ She went on a few steps, and paused once
more. ‘For God's sake, say something!” she exclaimed passionately.
‘If you have any mercy left, don’t let me degrade myself in this way!
Say somcthing — and drive me out of the room!’

L advanced towards her, hardly conscious of what I was doing. I had
possibly some confused idea of detaining her until she had told me
more. From the moment when I knew that the cvidence on which I
stood condemned in Rachel’s mind was the cvidence of her own eyes,
nothing - not cven my conviction of my own innocence - was clear
to my mind. I took her by the hand; I tried to speak firmly, and to the
purpose. All I could say was, ‘Rachel, you once loved me.’
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She shuddered, and looked away from me. Her hand lay powetless
and trembling in mine. ‘Let go of it,” she said faintly.

My touch seemed to have the same cffect on her which the sound of
my voice had produced when I first cntered the room. After she had
said the word which called me a coward, after she had made the
avowal which branded me as a thief - while her hand lay in mine I was
her master still!

I drew her gently back into the middle of the room. I seated her by
the side of me. ‘Rachel,” I said, ‘I can’t explain the contradiction in
what I am going to tell you. I can only speak the truth as you have
spoken it. You saw me - with your own eycs, you saw me take the
Diamond. Before God who licars us, I declare that I now know I took
it for the first time! Do you doubt me still?’

She had ncither heeded nor heard me. ‘Let go of my hand,” she re-
peated faintly. That was her only answer. Her head sank on my shoul-
der, and her hand unconsciously closed on mine, at the moment when
she asked me to release it.

I refrained from pressing the question. But there my forbearance
stopped. My chance of ever holding up my hiead again among honest
men depended on my chance of inducing her to make her disclosure
complete. The onc hope left for me was the hope that she might have
overlooked something in the chain of evidence - some mere trifle, per~
haps, which might nevertheless, under careful investigation, be made
the means of vindicating my innocence in the end. I own Ikept posses-
sion of her hand. I own I spoke to her with all that I could summon
back of the sympathy and confidence of the bygone time.

‘I want to ask you something,’ I'said. ‘I want you to tell me every-
thing that happened, from the time when we wished each other good-
night, to the time when you saw me take the Diamond.’

She lifted her head from my shoulder, and made an effort to release
her hand. *Oh, why go back to it?’ she said. *Why go back to
ie?’

‘I will tell you why, Rachel. You are the victim, and I am the vic-
tim, of some monstrous delusion which has worn the mask of truth.
If we look at what happened on the night of your birthday together,
we may end in understanding cach other yet.’

Her head dropped back on my shoulder. The tears gathered in her
cyes, and fell slowly over her checks. *Oh!” she said, “have I'mever had
that hope? Have I not tried to see it as you arc trying now?’
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*You have tricd by yourself,” I answered. *You have not tried with
me to help you.’

Those words scemed to awaken in her something of the hope which
I fele myself when T uttered them. She replied to my questions with
more than docility - she exerted her intelligence;; she willingly opened
her whole mind to me.

“Let us begin,’ I said, *with what happened after we had wished each
other good-night. Did you go to bed, or did you sit up?’

‘I went to bed.’

‘Did you notice the time? Was it late?’

‘Not very. About twelve o’clock, I think.’

‘Did you fall aslecp?’

‘No. I couldn’t sleep that night.’

“You were restless?’

‘I was thinking of you.’

The answer almost unmanned me. Something in the tone, cven
more than in the words, went straight to my heart. It was only after
pausing a little first that I was able to go on.

‘Had you any light in your room?’ I asked.

‘None - until I got up again, and lit my candle.’

‘How long was that after you had gone to bed ?’

‘About an hour after, I think. About onc o’clock.’

‘Did you leave your bedroom?’

‘I was going to leave it.  had put on my dressing-gown, and I was
going into my sitting-room to get a book - -’

‘Had you opened your bedroom door?’

‘I had just opened it.’

‘But you had not gonc into the sitting-room?’

‘No - I was stopped from going into it.”

“What stopped you?’

‘I'saw a light under the door, and I heard footsteps approaching it.’

‘Were you frightcned?’

‘Not then. I knew my poor mother was a bad sleeper; and I re-
membered that she had tried hard, that evening, to persuade me to let
her take charge of my Diamond. She was unreasonably anxious about
it, as I thought; and I fancicd she was coming to me to sec if I was in
bed, and to speak to me about the Diamond again, if she found that I
was up.’

“What did you do?’
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‘I blew out my candle, so that she might think I was in bed. I was
untcasonable, on my side - I was determined to keep my Diamond in
the place of my own choosing.’

*After blowing the candle out, did you go back to bed?’

‘I had no time to go back. At the moment when I blew the candle
out, the sitting-room door opened, and I'saw - -’

‘You saw?’

‘You!”

*Dressed as usual?’

‘No.

‘In my nightgown?’

‘In your nightgown - with your bedroom candle in your hand.’

‘Alonc?’

‘Alone.

*Could you see my face?’

“Yes.”

‘Plainly ?’ '

*Quite plainly. The candle in your hand showed it to me.’

*Were my cyes open?’

“Yes.!

‘Did you notice anything strange in them? Anything like a fixed,
vacant expression?’

*Nothing of the sort. Your cyes were bright ~ brighter than usual.
You looked about in the room, as if you knew you were where you
ought not to be, and as if you were afraid of being found out.’

‘Did you observe one thing when I camne into the room - did you
observe how I walked?’

“You walked as you always do. You came in as far as the middle of
the room ~ and then you stopped and looked about you.”

‘What did you do on first secing me?*

‘I could do nothing. I was petrified. I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t call
out, I couldn’t even move to shut my door.’

‘Could I sce you, where you stood ?’

*You might certainly have scen me. But you never looked towards
me. It’s uscless to ask the question. I am sure you never saw me.

‘How arc you sure?’

‘Would you have taken the Diamond? would you have acted as
you did afterwards? would you be here now - if you had scen that I
was awake and looking at you? Don’t make me talk of that part of it!

344



I want to answer you quietly. Help me to keep as calm as I can. Go on
to something clse.’

She was right - in every way, right. I went on to other things.

‘What did I do, after I had got to the middle of the room, and had
stopped there?’

‘You turned away, and went straight to the corner near the win-
dow - where my Indian cabinet stands.’

‘“When I was at the cabinet, my back must have been turned to-
wards you. How did you sce what I was doing?’

‘When you moved, I moved.’

‘So as to see what I was about with my hands?’

“There are three glasses in my sitting-room. As you stood there,
saw all that you did reflected in one of them.’

“What did you see?’

‘You put your candle on the top of the cabinet. You opened and
shut one drawer after another, until you came to the drawer in which
1 had put my Diamond. You looked at the open drawer for a moment.
And then you put your hand in, and took the Diamond out.’

‘How do you know I took the Diamond out?’

‘I saw your hand go into the drawer. And I saw the gleam of the
stone between your finger and thumb, when you took your hand out.’

‘Did my hand approach the drawer again - to close it, for instance?’

‘No. You had the Diamond in your right hand; and you took the
candle from the top of the cabinet with your left hand.’

‘Did 1 look about me again, after that?’

‘No.’

‘Did I leave the room immediately ?’

‘No. You stood quite still, for what scemed a long time. I saw your
face sideways in the glass. You looked like a man thinking, and dis-
satisfied with his own thoughts.’

*What happened next?’

‘You roused yourself on a sudden, and you went straight out of the
room.’

‘Did I close the door after me?’

‘No. You passed out quickly into the passage, and left the door
open.’

‘And then?’

“Then your light disappeared, and the sound of your steps died
away, and I was left alone in the dark.’
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‘Did nothing happen - from that time to the time when the whole
house knew that the Diamond was lost?’

‘Nothing.’

‘Are you sure of that? Might you not have been asleep a part of the
time?’

‘I never slept. I never went back to my bed. Nothing happened un-
til Penelope came in, at the usual time in the morning.’

I dropped her hand, and rosc, and took a turn in the room. Every
question that I could put had been answered. Every detail that I could
desire to know had been placed before me. I had even reverted to the
idca of sleep-walking, and the idea of intoxication; and again the
worthlessness of the one theory and the other had been proved - on
the authority, this time, of the witness who had seen me. What was to
be said next? what was to be done next? There rose the horrible fact
of the theft - the onc visible, tangible object that confronted e, in the
midst of the impenctrable darkness which cnveloped all besides! Not
a glimpse of light to guide me, when I had possessed myself of
Rosanna Spearman’s sccret at the Shivering Sand. And not a glimpse
of light now, when I had appcaled to Rachel hersclf, and had heard
the hateful story of the night from her own lips.

She was the first, this time, to brecak the silence.

*Well,’ she said, ‘you have asked, and I have answered. You have
made me hope something from all this, because you hoped something
from it. What have you to say now?’

The tone in which she spoke warned me that my influence over her
was a lost influence once more.

“We were to look at what happened on my birthday night to-
gether,” she went on, ‘and we were then to understand cach other.
Have we done that?’

She waited pitilessly for my reply. In answering her I committed a
fatal error - I let the cxasperating helplessness of my situation get the
better of my sclf-control. Rashly and uselessly, I reproached her for
the silence which had kept me until that moment in ignorance of the
truth.

‘If you had spoken when you ought to have spoken,” I began: if
you had done me the common justice to explain yourself ~ -’

She broke in on me with a cry of fury. The few words I had said
seemed to have lashed her on the instant into a frenzy of rage.

‘ Explain mysclf!” she repeated. ‘Oh! is there another man like this

346



in the world? I sparc him, when my heart is breaking; [ screen him
when my own character is at stakc; and he - of all human beings, he -
turns on me now, and tells me that I ought to have explained myself'!
After believing in him as I did, after loving him as I did, after thinking
of him by day, and drcaming of him by night - he wonders I didn’t
charge him with his disgrace the first time we met: “My heart’s dar-
ling, you are a Thief! My hero whom I love and honour, you have
crept into my room under cover of the night, and stolen my Dia-
mond!” That is what [ ought to have said. You villain, you mean,
mecan, mean villain, [ would have lost fifty Diamonds, rather than sce
your face lying to me, as I sce it lying now!’

I took up my hat. In mercy to her - yes! I can honestly say it - in
mercy to fier, I turned away without a word, and opened the door by
which I had entered the room.

She followed, and snatched the door out of my hand; she closed it,
and pointed back to the place that I had lcft.

‘No!” she said. “Not yet! It scems that I owe a justification of my
conduct to you. You shall stay and hear it. Or you shall stoop to the
lowest infamy of all, and force your way out.’

It wrung my heart to sec her; it wrung my heart to hear her. I
answered by a sign - it was all I could do - that I submitted mysclf to
her will.

The crimson fush of anger began to fade out of her face as T went
back and took my chair in silence. She waited a little and steadied her-
sclf. When she went on, but one sign of fecling was discernible in her.
She spoke without looking at me. Her hands were fast clasped in her
lap, and her eyes were fixed on the ground.

‘I ought to have done you the common justice to explain myself,’
she said, repeating my own words. *You shall sce whether I did tey to
do you justicc or not. I told you just now that I never slept, and never
returncd to my bed after you had left my sitting-room. It’s uscless to
trouble you by dwelling on what I thought - you would not under-
stand my thoughts — I will only tell you what I did, when time cnough
had passed to help me to recover mysclf. I refrained from alarming the
house, and telling everybody what had happened - as I ought to have
done. In spite of what I had seen, [ was fond enough of you to believe
- no matter what! - any impossibility, rather than adinit it to my own
mind that you were deliberately a thicf. I thought and thought — and I
ended in writing to you.’
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‘I never reccived the letter.’

‘I know you never reccived it. Wait a little, and you shall hear why.
My letter would have told you nothing openly. It would not have
ruined you for life, if it had fallen into some other person’s hands. It
would only have said - in 2 manner which you yourself could not pos-
sibly have mistaken ~ that [ had reason to know you were in debt, and
that it was in my expericnce, and in my mother’s experience of you,
that you were not very discrect, or very scrupulous about how you
got money when you wanted it. You would have remembered the
visit of the French lawyer, and you would have known what I referred
to. If you had rcad on with some interest after that, you would have
come to an offer I had to make to you - the offer, privatcly (not a
word, mind, to be said openly about it between us!), of the loan of as
large a sum of moncey as I could get. — And I would have got it!” she
exclaimed, her colour beginning to rise again, and her eyes looking up
at me once more. ‘I would have pledged the Diamond myself, if I
could have got the money in no other way! In those words I wrote to
you. Wait! I did more than that. I arranged with Penelope to give you
the letter when nobody was near. I planned to shut myself into my
bedroom, and to have the sitting-room left open and empty all the
morning. And I hoped ~ with all my heart and soul I hoped! - that
you would take the opportunity, and put the Diamond back sccretly
in the drawer.’

T attempted to speak. She lifted her hand impatiently, and stopped
me. In the rapid alternations of her temper, her anger was beginning
to rise again. She got up from her chair and approached me.

‘I know what you are going to say,’ she went on. ‘You are going to
remind me again that you never received my letter. I can tell you why.
I tore it up.’

*For what rcason?’ I asked.

*For the best of reasons. I preferred tearing it up to throwing it away
upon such a man as you! What was the first news that reached mc in
the morning! Just as my little plan was complete, what did I hear? I
heard that you - you!!! ~ were the foremost person in the house in
fetching the police. You were the active man; you were the leader;
you were working harder than any of them to recover the jewel! You
even carried your audacity far cnough to ask to speak to me about the
loss of the Diamond - the Diamond which you yoursclf had stolen;
the Diamond which was all the time in your own hands! After tlnt
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proof of your horrible falscness and cunning, I tore up my letter. But
even then - even when I was maddened by the searching and question-
ing of the policeman, whom you had scnt in - cven then there was
some infatuation in my mind which wouldn’t let me give you up. I
said to myself, ‘He has played this vile farce before everybody else in
the house. Let me try if he can play it before me.” Somebody told me
you were on the terrace. I went down to the terrace. I forced myselfto
look at you; I forced myself to speak to you. Have you forgotten
what I said?’

I might have answered that I remembered every word of it. But
what purpose, at that moment, would the answer have served ?

How could I tell her that what she had said had astonished me, had
distressed me, had suggested to me that she was in a state of dangerous
nervous excitement, had even roused 2 moment’s doubt in my mind
whether the loss of the jewel was as much a mystery to her as to the
rest of us — but had never once given me so much as a glimpse at the
truth? Without the shadow of a proof to produce in vindication of
my innocence, how could I persuade her that I knew no more than
the veriest stranger could have known of what was really in her
thoughts when she spoke to me on the terrace?

‘It may suit your convenience to forget; it suits my convenicnce to
remember,’ she went on. ‘I know what I said - for I considered it with
myself, before I said it. I gave you one opportunity after another of
owning the truth. [ left nothing unsaid that I could say - short of actu-
ally telling you that [ knew you had committed the theft. And all the
return you made, was to look at me with your vile pretence of aston-
ishment, and your false face of innocence - just as you have looked at
me to-day; just as you are looking at me now! I left you, that mom-
ing, knowing you at last for what you were - for what you arc - as
base a wretch as ever walked the carth!’

‘If you had spoken out at the time, you might have left me, Rachel,
knowing that you had cruelly wronged an innocent man.’

*If I had spoken out before other people,’ she retorted, with another
burst of indignation, ‘you would have been disgraced for life! If T had
spoken out to no cars but yours, you would have denied it as you are
denying it now! Do you think I should have believed you? Would a
man hesitate at a lic, who had done what I saw you do - who had be-
haved about it afterwards, as I saw you bchave? I tell you again, I
shrank from the horror of hearing you lic, after the horror of seeing
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you thicve. You talk as if this was a misunderstanding which a few
words might have sct right! Well, the misunderstanding is at an end.
Is the thing set right? No! the thing is just where it was. I don’t be-
licve you now! I don’t believe you found the nightgown, I don’t be-
lieve in Rosanna Spearman’s letter, I don’t belicve a word you have
said. You stole it — I saw you! You affected to help the police - [
saw you! You pledged the Diamond to the money-lender in Lon-
don - I am sure of it! You cast the suspicion of your disgracc (thanks
to my base silence) on an innocent man! You fled to the Continent
with your plunder the next morning! After all that vileness, there
was but one thing more you conld do. You could come here with a
last falschood on your lips - you could come here, and tell me that 1
had wronged you!”

IfThad stayed 2 moment more, I know not what words might have
escaped me which I should have remembered with vain repentance
and regret. I passed by her, and opened the door for the second time.
For the sccond time - with the frantic perversity of a roused woman -
she caught me by the arm and barred my way out.

‘Let me go, Rachel,’ I said. ‘It will be better for both of us. Let me

o.’
The hysterical passion swelled in her bosom - her quickened con-
vulsive breathing almost beat on my face, as she held me back at the
door.

‘Why did you come here?’ she persisted desperately. ‘I ask you
again - why did you come herc? Are you afraid I shall expose you?
Now you are a rich man, now you have got a place in the world, now
you may marry the best lady in the land - are you afraid I shall say the
words which I have never said yet to anybody but you? I can’t say the
words! I can’t exposc you! I am worse, if worse can be, than you are
yoursclf.” Sobs and tears burst from her. She struggled with them
fiecrecly; she held me more and more firmly. ‘I can’t tear you out of
my heart,” she said, ‘even now! You may trust in the shamcful,
shameful weakness which can only struggle against you in this way!’
She suddenly lct go of me - she threw up her hands, and wrung them
frantically in the air. ‘Any other woman living would shrink from the
disgrace of touching him!’ she exclaimed. *Oh, God! I despise mysclf
even more heartily than I despise him!’

The tears were forcing their way into my cyes in spite of me — the
horror of it was to be endured no longer.
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*You shall know that you have wronged me yet,” I said. ‘Or you
shall never sce me again!’

With those words I left her. She started up from the chair on which
she had dropped the moment before: she started up — the noble crea-
ture! - and followed me across the outer room with a last merciful
word at parting.

‘Franklin!” she said, ‘I forgive you! Oh, Franklin, Franklin! we
shall never meet again. Say you forgive me!’

I turned, so as to let my face show her that I was past speaking - 1
turned, and waved my hand, and saw her dimly, as in a vision,
through the tears that had conquered me at last.

The next moment the worst bitterness of it was over. I was out in
the garden again. I saw her and heard her no more.

CHAPTER VIII

LA TE that cvening I was surprised at my lodgings by a visit from Mr
Bruff.

There was a noticcable change in the lawycer’s manner. It had lost its
usual confidence and spirit. He shook hands with me, for the first time
in his life, in silence.

‘Are you going back to Hampstcad?’ I asked, by way of saying
something.

‘I have just left Hampstead,” he answered. ‘I know, Mr Franklin,
that you have got at the truth at last. But I tell you plainly, if I could
have foreseen the price that was to be paid for it, I should have pre-
ferred leaving you in the dark.’

‘You have scen Rachel?’

‘I have come here after taking her back to Portland Placc; it was im-
possible to let her return in the carriage by herself. I can hardly hold
you responsible - considering that you saw her in my house and by
my permission - for the shock that this unlucky interview has in-
flicted on her. All T can do is to provide against a repetition of the
mischief. She is young - she has a resolute spirit — she will get over
this, with time and rest to help her. I want to be assured that you
will do nothing to hinder her recovery. May I depend on your
making no sccond attempt to see her, except with my sanction and
approval?’
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‘ After what she has suffcred, and after what I have suffered,’ I said,
‘you may rcly on me.’

‘I have your promise?’

‘You have my promise.’

Mr Bruff looked relieved. He put down his hat and drew his chair
nearer to mine.

*That’s scttled!” he said. ‘Now, about the future - your future, I
mean. To my mind, the result of the extraordinary turn which the
matter has now taken is bricfly this. In the first place, we are sure that
Rachel has told you the whole truth, as plainly as words can tell it. In
the second place ~ though we know that there must be some drcadful
mistake somewhere - we can hardly blame her for believing you to
be guilty, on the evidence of her own senses; backed, as that evidence
has been, by circumstances which appear, on the face of them, to tell
dead against you.’

There ! interposed. ‘I don’t blame Rachel,’ I'said. ‘I only regret that
shecould not prevail enherself to speak more plainly tomeat the time.”

*You might as well regret that Rachel is not somebody else,” re-
joined Mr Bruff. *And even then, I doubt if a girl of any delicacy,
whose heart had been set on marrying you, could have brought her-
sclf to charge you to your face with being a thicf. Anyhow, it was not
in Rachel’s nature to do it. In a very different matter to this matter of
yours — which placed her, however, in a position not altogether un-
like her position towards you - I happen to know that she was in-
fluenced by a similar motive to the motive which actuated her con-
duct in your casc. Besides, as she told me herself, on our way to town
this cvening, if she /lad spoken plainly, she would no more have be-
lieved your denial then than she believes it now. What answer can you
make to that? There is no answer to be made to it. Come, come, Mr
Franklin! my view of the case has been proved to be all wrong, I ad-
mit - but, as things arc now, my advice may be worth having for all
that. I tcll you plainly, we shall be wasting our time, and cudgelling
our brains to no purpose, if we attempt to try back, and unravel this
frightful complication from the beginning. Let us close our minds
resolutely to all that happened last year at Lady Verinder’s country
house; and let us look to what we can discover in the future, instead of
to what we can not discover in the past.’

“Surely you forget,’ Isaid, *that the whole thing is essentially a mat-
ter of the past - so far as [ am concerned ?’
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‘Answer me this,” retorted Mr Bruff. ‘Is the Moonstonc at the bot-
tom of all the mischicf - or is it not?’

‘It is — of course.”

‘Very good. What do we believe was done with the Moonstone,
when it was taken to London?’

‘It was pledged to Mr Luker.'

‘We know that you arc not the person who pledged it. Do we
know who did?’

‘No. .

‘Where do we believe the Moonstone to be now?’

‘Deposited in the keeping of Mr Luker’s bankers.”

‘Exactly! Now obscrve. We arc already in the month of June. To-
wards the end of the month (I can’t be particular to 2 day) a year will
have clapsed from the time when we believe the jewel to have been
pledged. There is a chance - to say the least - that the person who
pawned it may be prepared to redeem it when the year’s time has ex-
pired. If he redeems it, Mr Luker must himself - according to the
terms of his own arrangement — take the Diamond out of his bankers’
hands. Under these circumnstances, [ propose sctting a watch at the
bank as the present month draws to an end, and discovering who the
person is to whom Mr Luker restores the Moonstone. Do you sce it
now?’

I admitted (a little unwillingly) that the idea was a new one, at any
ratc.

‘It's Mr Murthwaite’s idea quite as much as minc,” said Mr Bruff.
‘It might never have entered my head, but for a conversation we had
together some time since. If Mr Murthwaite is right, the Indians are
likely to be on the lookout at the bank towards the cnd of the month
too — and somecthing scrious may come of it. What comes of it docsn’t
matter to you and me - except as it may help us to lay our hands on
the mysterious Somebody who pawned the Diamond. That person,
you may rely on it, is responsible (I don’t pretend to know how) for
the position in which you stand at this moment; and that person alonc
can set you right in Rachel’s estimation.’

‘I can’t deny,’ I'said, ‘that the plan you propose meets the difficulty
in a way that is very daring, and very ingenious, and very new.
Bue -~

‘But you have an objection to make?’

*Yes. My objection is, that your proposal obliges us to wait.’
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‘Granted. As I reckon the time, it requires you to wait about a fort-
night — more or less. Is that so very long?’

‘It’s a lifctime, Mr Bruff, in such a situation as mine. My existence
will be simply uncndurable to me, unless I do something towards
clearing my character at once.’

“Well, well, I understand that. Have you thought yet of what you
can do?’ _

‘1 have thought of consulting Sergeant Cuff.’

*He has retired from the police. It’s uscless to expect the Sergeant
to help you.’

‘I know where to find him; and I can but try.’

*Try,” said Mr Bruff, after a moment’s consideration. ‘The casc has
assumed such an extraordinary aspect since Scrgeant Cuff’s time, that
you miay revive his interest in the inquiry. Try, and let me hear the re-
sult. In the meanwhile,” he continued, rising, ‘if you make no dis-
coverics between this and the end of the month, am I free to try, on
my side, what can be done by keeping a Jookout at the bank?’

‘Certainly,” I answered - ‘unless I relieve you of all necessity for
trying the experiment in the interval.’

Mr Bruff smiled, and took up his hat.

“Tell Sergeant Cuff,” he rejoined, ‘that I say the discovery of the
truth depends on the discovery of the person who pawned the
Diamond. And let me hear what the Sergeant’s experience says to
that.”

So we parted.

Farly the next morning, I sct forth for the little town of Dorking -
the place of Sergeant Cuff’s retirement, as indicated to me by Better-
edge.

Inquiring at the hotel, I reccived the necessary directions for finding
the Sergeant’s cottage. It was approached by a quiet byroad, a little
way out of the town, and it stood snugly in the middlec of its own plot
of garden ground, protccted by a good brick wall at the back and
sides, and by a high quickset hedge in front. The gate, ornamented at
the upper part by smartly-painted trellis-work, was locked. After
ringing at the bell, I peered through the trellis-work, and saw the
grcat Cuff’s favourite flower everywhere; blooming in his garden,
clustering over his door, looking in at his windows. Far from the
crimes and the mysteries of the great city, the illustrious thief-taker was
placidly living out the last Sybaritc years of his life, smothered in roses!

354



A decent elderly woman opencd the gate to me, and at once annihil-
ated all the hopes I had built on securing the assistance of Scrgeant
Cuff. He had started, only the day before, on a journey to Ireland.

‘Has he gonc there on business?” I asked.

The woman smiled. ‘He has only one business now, sir,” she said,
‘and that’s roses. Some great man’s gardener in Ireland has found out
something new in the growing of roses, and Mr Cuff’s away to in-
quire into it.’

‘Do you know when he will be back?’

‘It’s quite uncertain, sic. Mr Cuff said he should come back directly,
ot be away some time, just according as he found the new discovery
worth nothing, or worth looking into. If you have any message to
leave for him, I'll take care, sir, that he gets it.’

I gave her my card, having first written on it in pencil: ‘I have
something to say about the Moonstone. Let me hear from you as soon
as you get back.” That done, there was nothing left but to submit to
circumstances, and return to London.

In the irritable condition of my mind, at the time of which I am
now writing, the abortive result of my journcy to the Scrgeant’s cot-
tage simply aggravated the restless impulse in me to be doing some-
thing. On the day of my return from Dorking, I determined that the
next moming should find me bent on a new effort at forcing my way,
through all obstacles, from the darkness to the light.

What form was my next experiment to take?

If the excellent Betteredge had been present while I was considering
that question, and if he had been let into the secret of my thoughts, he
would, no doubt, have declared that the German side of me was, on
this occasion, my uppermost side. To speak seriously, it is perhaps pos-
sible that my German training was in some degree responsible for the
labyrinth of useless speculations in which I now involved myself. For
the greater part of the night, I sat smoking and building up theories,
one more profoundly improbable than another. When I did get to
sleep, my waking fancies pursued me in dreams. I rose the next morn-
ing with Objective-Subjective and Subjective-Objective inextricably
centangled together in my mind; and I began the day which was to
witness my next cffort at practical action of some kind by doubting
whether I had any sort of right (on purely philosophical grounds) to
consider any sort of thing (the Diamond included) as existing at all.

How long I might have remained lost in the mist of my own meta-
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physics, if I had been left to extricate myself, it is impossible for me to
say. As the event proved, accident came to my rescue, and happily de-
livered me. I happened to wear, that moming, the same coat which I
had wom on the day of my interview with Rachel. Searching for
somcthing else in one of the pockets, I came upon a crumpled piece
of paper, and taking it out, found Betteredge’s forgotten letter in my
hand.

It scemed hard on my good old friend to leave him without a reply.
I went to my writing-table, and read his letter again.

A letter which has nothing of the slightest importance in it is not
always an easy letter to answer. Betteredge’s present effort at corre-
sponding with me came within this category. Mr Candy’s assistant,
otherwise Ezra Jennings, had told his master that he had sccn me; and
Mr Candy, in his turn, wanted to sec me and say something to me,
when [ was next in the neighbourhood of Frizinghall. What was to be
said in answer to that which would be worth the paper it was written
on? I sat idly drawing likenesses from memory of Mr Candy’s re-
markable-looking assistant on the sheet of paper which I had vowed
to dedicate to Betteredge - until it suddenly occurred to me that here
was the irrepressible Ezra Jennings getting in my way again! I threw a
dozen portraits, at least, of the man with the piebald hair (the hair in
every case remarkably like), into the waste-paper basket-and then and
there wrote my answer to Betteredge. It was a perfectly common-
place letter - but it had onc excellent effect on me. The cffort of writ-
ing a few scntences, in plain English, completely clearcd my mind of
the cloudy nonsense which had filled it since the previous day.

Devoting myself once more to the clucidation of the impenctrable
puzzle which my own position presented to me, I now tried to meet
the difficulty by investigating it from a plainly practical point of view.
The events of the memorable night being still unintelligible to me, I
looked a little farther back, and searched my memory of the earlier
hours of the birthday for any incident which might prove of some
assistance to me in finding the clue.

Had anything happened while Rachel and 1 were finishing the
painted door? or later, when 1 rode over to Frizinghall ? or afterwards,
when I went back with Godfrey Ablewhite and his sisters? or, later
again, when I put the Moonstonc into Rachel’s hands? or, later still,
when the company came, and we all assembled round the dinner-
table? My memory disposed of that string of questions readily
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enough, until | came to the last. Looking back at the social events of
the birthday dinner, I found myself brouglt to a standstill at the outset
of the inquiry. I was not even capable of accurately remembering the
number of the guests who had sat at the same table with me.

To feel myself completely at fault here, and to conclude, there-
upon, that the incidents of the dinner might especially repay the
trouble of investigating them, formed parts of the same mental pro-
cess, in my case. I believe other people, in a similar situation, would
have reasoned as I did. When the pursuit of our own interests causes
us to become objects of inquiry to ourselves, we are naturally sus-
picious of what we don’t know. Once in possession of the names of
the persons who had been present at the dinner, T resolved - as a means
of enriching the deficient resources of my own memory - to appeal to
the memory of the rest of the gucsts; to write down all that they could
recollect of the social events of the birthday; and to test the result, thus
obtained, by the light of what had happened afterwards, when the
company had left the house.

This last and newest of my many contemplated experiments in the
art of inquiry — which Betteredge would probably have attributed to
the clear-headed, or French, side of me being uppermost for the mo-
ment — may fairly claim record here, on its own merits. Unlikely as it
may sect, [ had now actually groped my way to the root of the mat-
ter at last. All T wanted was a hint to guide mc in the right dircction at
starting. Before another day had passed over my head, that hint was
given me by one of the company who had been present at the birthday
feast!

With the plan of procceding which I now had in view, it was first
necessary to possess the complete list of the guests. This I could easily
obtain from Gabriel Betteredge. I determined to go back to Yorkshirc
on that day and to begin my contemplated investigation the next
morning.

It was just too late to start by the train which left London before
noon. There was no alternative but to wait, nearly three hours, for the
departurc of the next train. Was there anything I could do in Londoen
which might uscfully occupy this interval of time?

My thoughts went back again obstinately to the birthday dinner.

Thougl I had forgotten the numbers, and, in many cases, the names
of the guests, I remembered readily cnough that by far the larger
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proportion of them came from Frizinghall, or from ts neighbourhood.
But the larger proportion was not all. Some few of us were not regulac
residents in the country. I myself was one of the few. Mt Murthwaite
was another. Godfrey Ablewhite was a third. Mr Bruff - no: I called
to mind that business had prevented Mr Bruff from making one of the
party. Had any ladics been present, whose usual residence was in Lon-
don? I could only remember Miss Clack as coming within this latter
category. However, herc were three of the guests, at any rate, whom
it was clearly advisable for me to see before I left town. I drove off at
once to Mr Bruff’s office; not knowing the addresses of the persons of
whom I was in scarch, and thinking it probable that he might put me
in the way of finding them.

Mr Bruff proved to be too busy to give me more than a minute of
his valuable time. In that minute, however, he contrived to dispose -
in the most discouraging manner - of all the questions I had to put to
him.

In the first place, he considered my newly discovered method of
finding a clue to the mystery as something too purcly fanciful to be
seriously discussed. In the second, third, and fourth places, Mr Murth-
waite was now on his way back to the scene of his past adventures;
Miss Clack had suffered losses, and had scttled, from motives of eco-
nomy, in France; Mr Godfrey Ablewhite might, or might not, be dis-
coverable somewhere in London. Suppose I inquired at his club? And
suppose [ excused Mr Bruff, if he went back to his business and wished
me good-morning?

The ficld of inquiry in London being now so narrowed as only to
include the one necessity of discovering Godfrey’s address, I took the
lawyer’s hint, and drove to his club.

In the hall, I met with onc of the members, who was an old friend
of my cousin’s, and who was also an acquaintance of my own. This
gentleman, after enlightening me on the subject of Godfrey’s address,
told me of two recent events in his life, which were of some import-
ance in themselves, and which had not previously reached my ears.

It appcared that Godfrey, far from being discouraged by Rachel’s
withdrawal from her engagement to him, had made matrimonial ad-
vances soon afterwards to another young lady, reputed to be a great
heiress. His suit had prospered, and his marriage had been considered
as a scttled and certain thing. But, here again, the engagement had
been suddenly and uncxpectedly broken off - owing, it was said, on
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this occasion, to a serious difference of opinion between the bride-
groom and the lady’s father on the question of scttlements.

As some compensation for this sccond matrimonial disaster, God-
frey had soon afterwards found himsclf the object of fond pecuniary
remembrance on the part of onc of his many admirers. A rich old lady
- highly respected at the Mothers” Small-Clothes-Conversion Society,
and a great fricnd of Miss Clack’s (to whom she had left nothing but
a mourning ring) — had bequeathed to the admirable and meritorious
Godfrey a legacy of five thousand pounds. After recciving this hand-
some addition to his own modest pecuniary resources, he had been
heard to say that he felt the necessity of getting a little respite from his
charitable labours, and that his doctor prescribed “a run on the Con-
tinent, as likely to be productive of much future bencfit to his health’.
If I wanted to sec him, it would be advisable to lose no time in paying
my contemplated visit.

I went, then and there, to pay my visit.

The same fatality which had made me just one day too late in call-
ing on Sergcant Cuff, made me again one day too latc in calling on
Godfrey. He had left London, on the previous morning, by the tidal
train, for Dover. He was to cross to Ostend; and his servant believed
he was going on to Brussels. The tinic of his return was rather uncer-
tain; but I might be surc he would be away at least three months.

I went back to my lodgings a little depressed in spirits. Three of the
gucsts at the birthday dinncr - and those three all exceptionally intelli-
gent people ~ were out of my rcach, at the very time when it was
most important to be able to communicate with them. My last hopes
now rested on Betteredge, and on the friends of the late Lady Verinder
whom I might still find living in the neighbourhood of Rachel’s coun-
try house.

On this occasion, I travelled straight to Frizinghall - the town being
now the central point in my ficld of inquiry. I arrived too late in the
evening to be able to communicate with Betteredge. The next mom-
ing, I sent a messenger with a letter, requesting him to join me at the
hotel at his carlicst convenience.

Having taken the precaution - partly to save time, partly to accom-
modate Betteredge - of sending my messenger in a fly, T had a reason-
able prospect, if no delays occurred, of seeing the old man within less
than two hours from the time when I had sent for him. During this
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interval I arranged to employ mysclfin opening my contemplated in-
quiry among the guests present at the birthday dinner who were per-
sonally known to me, and who were casily within my reach. These
were my relatives, the Ablewhites, and Mr Candy. The doctor had
expressed a special wish to sce me, and the doctor lived in the next
street. So to Mr Candy I went first.

After what Betteredge had told me, I naturally anticipated finding
traces in the doctor’s face of the severe illness from which he had
suffered. But I was utterly unprepared for such a change as I saw in
him when he entered the room and shook hands with me. His cyes
were dim; his hair had turned completely grey; his face was wizen;
his figure had shrunk. I looked at the once lively, rattle-pated, humor-~
ous little doctor ~ associated in my remembrance with the perpetra-
tion of incorrigible social indiscretions and innumerable boyish jokes
—and I saw nothing left of his former sclf, but the old tendency to vul-
gar smartness in his dress. The man was a wreck; but his clothes and
his jewcllery - in cruel mockery of the change in him - were as gay
and as gaudy as cver.

‘I have often thought of you, Mr Blake,” he said; ‘and I am heartily
glad to sec you again at last. If there is anything I can do for you, pray
command my scrvices, sit - pray command my services!’

He said those few commonplace words with needless hurry and
eagerness, and with a curiosity to know what had brought me to York-
shire, which he was perfectly - I might say childishly - incapable of
concealing from notice.

With the object that T had in view, I had of course forescen the
necessity of entering into some sort of personal explanation before 1
could hope to interest people, mostly strangers to me, in doing their
best to assist my inquiry. On the journey to Frizinghall 1 had arranged
what my explanation was to be, and I scized the opportunity now
offered to me of trying the cffect of it on Mr Candy.

‘I was in Yorkshire the other day, and I am in Yorkshire again now,
on rather a romantic errand,’ 1 said. ‘It is a matter, Mr Candy, in
which the late Lady Verinder's friends all took some interest. You
member the mysterious loss of the Indian Diamond, now nearly a
year since? Circumstances have lately happencd which lead to the
hope that it may yct be found - and I am interesting myself, as one of
the family, in recovering it. Among the obstacles in my way, there is
the necessity of collecting again all the evidence which was discovered
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at the time, and more if possible. There are peculiarities in this case
which make it desirable to revive my recollection of everything that
happened in the house on the evening of Miss Verinder’s birthday.
And I venture to appeal to her late mother’s friends who were present
on that occasion to lend me the assistance of their memories ~ -’

I had got as far as that in rchearsing my explanatory phrases, when
I was suddenly checked by sceing plainly in Mr Candy’s face that my
cxperiment on him was a total failure.

The little doctor sat restlessly picking at the points of his fingers all
the time I was speaking. His dim watery eyes were fixed on my face
with an expression of vacant and wistful inquiry very painful to sec.
What he was thinking of, it was impossible to divine. The onc thing
clearly visible was that I had failed, after the first two or three words,
in fixing his attention. The only chance of recalling him to himself
appeared to lie in changing the subject. I tricd a new topic imme-
diately.

‘So much,’ I said gaily, ‘for what brings me to Frizinghall! Now,
Mr Candy, it’s your turn. You scnt me a message by Gabricl Better-
edge ~ -

He left off picking at his fingers, and suddenly brightened up.

‘Yes! yes! yes!” he exclaimed cagerly. *That’s it! T'sent you a mcs-
sage!’

‘And Betteredge duly communicated it by letter,” I went on. “You
had something to say to me, the next time I was in your neighbour-
hood. Well, Mr Candy, here I am!”

‘Here you are!” cchoed the doctor. ‘And Betteredge was quite
right. T had somecthing to say to you. That was my message. Better-
cdge is 2 wonderful man. What a memory! At his age, what a
memory!’

He dropped back into silence, and began picking at his fingers again.
Recollecting what I had heard from Betteredge about the effect of the
fever on his memory, [ went on with the conversation in the hope that
I might help him in starting.

‘It’s a long time since we met,” [ said. “We last saw cach other at the
last birthday dinner my poor aunt was ever to give.’

“That’s it!” cricd Mr Candy. ‘The birthday dinner!” He started im-
pulsively to his fect and looked at me. A decp flush suddenly over-
spread his faded face, and he abruptly sat down again, as if conscious
of having betrayed a weakness which he would fain have concealed.
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It was plain, pitiably plain, that he was awarc of his own defect of
memory, and that he was bent on hiding it from the observation of
his friends.

Thus far he had appealed to my compassion only. But the words he
had just said — few as they werc - roused my curiosity instantly to the
highest pitch. The birthday dinncr had already become the onc event
in the past at which I looked back with strangely-mixed feclings of
hope and distrust. And here was the birthday dinner unmistakably
proclaiming itsclf as the subject on which Mr Candy had something
important to say to me!

I attempted to help him out once more. But, this time, my own in-
terests were at the bottom of my compassionate motive, and they hur-
ricd me on a little too abruptly to the end I had in view.

‘It’s nearly a year now,’ I said, ‘since we sat at that pleasant table.
Have you made any memorandum - in your diary or otherwise ~ of
what you wanted to say to me?’

Mr Candy understood the suggestion, and showed me that he
understood it as an insult.

‘I require no memorandums, Mr Blake,” he said, stiffly enough. ‘I
am not such a very old man yet - and my memory (thank God!) is to
be thoroughly depended on’’

It is needless to say that I declined to understand that he was
offended with me.

‘I wish I could say the same of my memory,” I answered. ‘When I
try to think of matters that are a year old, I seldomn find my remem-
brance as vivid as I could wish it to be. Take the dinner at Lady
Verinder’s for instance ~ -’

Mr Candy brightened up again, the moment the allusion passed my
lips.

‘Ah! the dinner, the dinner at Lady Verinder's!” he exclaimed, more
eagerly than ever. ‘I have got something to say to you about that.”

His cyes looked at me again with the painful expression of inquiry,
so wistful, so vacant, so miscrably helpless to sec. He was evidently
trying hard, and trying in vain, to recover the lost recollection. ‘It
was a very pleasant dinner,’ he burst out suddenly, with an air of say-
ing cxactly what he wanted to say. ‘A very pleasant dinner, Mr Blake,
wasn’t it?” He nodded and smiled, and appeared to think, poor fellow,
that he had succeeded in concealing the total failure of his memory by
a well-timed exertion of liis own presence of mind.
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It was so distressing that I at once shifted the talk — deeply as I was
interested in his recovering the lost remembrance - to topics of local
interest.

Here he got on glibly enough. Trumpery little scandals and quar-
rels in the town, some of them as much as a month old, appeared to
recur to his memory readily. He chattered on with something of the
smooth gossiping flucncy of former times. But there were moments,
even in the full low of his talkativeness, when he suddenly hesitated —
looked at me for a moment with the vacant inquiry once more in his
eyes ~ controlled himself - and went on again. I submitted patiently
to my martyrdom (it is surely nothing less than martyrdom to a man
of cosmopolitan sympathics to absorb in silent resignation the news of
a country town?) until the clock on the chimney-picce told me that
my visit had been prolonged beyond half an hour. Having now some
right to consider the sacrifice as complete, I rose to take lcave. As we
shook hands, Mr Candy reverted to the birthday festival of his own
accord.

‘I am so glad we have met again,” he said. ‘T had it on my mind -1
really had it on my mind, Mr Blake, to speak to you. About the din-
ner at Lady Verinder’s, you know! A pleasant dinner - really a plea-
sant dinner now, wasn’t it?’

On repeating the phrase, he scemed to feef hardly as certain of hav-
ing prevented me from suspecting his lapse of memory as he had felt
on the first occasion. The wistful look clouded his face again; and,
after apparently designing to accompany me to the strect door, he
suddenly changed his mind, rang the bell for the scrvant, and remained
in the drawing-room.

I went slowly down the doctor’s stairs, fecling the disheartening
conviction that he really had something to say which it was vitally
important to me to hear, and that he was morally incapable of saying
it. The effort of remembering that he wanted to speak to me was, but
too evidently, the only cffort that his enfeebled memory was now
able to achicve.

Just as T had reached the bottom of the stairs, and had turned a
corner on my way to the outer hall, a door opened softly somewhere
on the ground-floor of the house, and a gentle voice said behind me:

‘I am afraid, sir, you find Mr Candy sadly changed.’

I turned round, and found myself face to face with Ezra Jennings.
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CHAPTER IX

THE doctor’s pretty houscmaid stood waiting for me, with the strect
door open in her hand. Pouring brightly into the hall, the morning
light fell full on the face of Mr Candy’s assistant when I turned and
looked at him.

It was impossible to dispute Betteredge’s assertion that the appear-
ance of Ezra Jennings, speaking from the popular point of view, was
against him. His gipsy complexion, his feshless checks, his gaunt facial
bones, his dreamy eyes, his extraordinary parti~coloured hair, the
puzzling contradiction between his face and figure which made him
look old and young both together - were all more or less calculated to
producc an unfavourable impression of him on a stranger’s mind. And
yet — feeling this as I certainly did - it is not to be denied that Ezra
Jennings made somnc inscrutable appeal to my sympathics, which I
found it impossible to resist. While my knowledge of the world
warned me to answer the question which he had put acknowledging
that I did indeed find Mr Candy sadly changed, and then to procced
on my way out of the house ~ my intercst in Ezra Jennings held me
rooted to the place, and gave him the opportunity of speaking to me
in private about his employer, for which he had been evidently on the
watch. '

*Are you walking my way, Mr Jennings?’ I said, observing that he
held his hat in his hand. ‘I am going to call on my aunt, Mrs Able-
white.”

Ezra Jennings replicd that he had a patient to sce, and that he was
walking my way.

We left the housc together. I observed that the pretty servant girl -
who was all smiles and amiability when I wished her good-morning
on my way out - reccived a modest little message from Ezra Jennings,
rclating to the time at which he might be expected to return, with
pursed-up lips, and with eyes which ostentatiously looked anywhere
rather than look in liis face. The poor wretch was evidently no favour-
ite in the house. Out of the house, I had Betteredge’s word for it that
he was unpopular ecverywhere. “What a life!” I thought to mysclf, as
we descended the doctor’s doorsteps.

Having already referred to Mr Candy’s illness on his side, Ezra Jen-~
nings now appeared determined to leave it to me to resume the sub-
jeet. His silence said significantly, ‘It’s your turn now.” I, too, had my
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reasons for referring to the doctor’s illness, and I readily accepted the
responsibility of speaking first.

‘Judging by the change I sec in him,’ I began, ‘Mr Candy’s illness
must have been far more serious than I had supposed ?’

‘It is almost a miracle,” said Ezra Jennings, ‘ that he lived through it.”

‘Ts his memory never any better than I have found it to-day? He
has been trying to speak to me -~

*Of something which happened before he was taken il1?” asked the
assistant, observing that I hesitated.

“Yes.

‘His memory of events at that past time is hopelessly enfecbled,’
said Ezra Jennings. ‘It is almost to be deplored, poor fellow, that even
the wreck of it remains. While he remembers dimly plans that he
formed - things, here and there, that he had to say or do, before his
illness - he is perfectly incapable of recalling what the plans were, or
what the thing was that he had to say or do. He is painfully conscious
of his own deficicney, and painfully anxious, as you must have scen,
to hide it from observation. If he could only have recovered in a com-
plete state of oblivion as to the past,he would have been a happicr man.
Perhaps we should all be happicr,” he added, with a sad smile, ‘if we
could but completely forget!’

‘*Therc are some cvents surcly in all men’s lives,’ I replied, “the
memory of which they would be unwilling entirely to losc.”

‘That is, I hope, to be said of most men, Mr Blake. I am afraid it
cannot truly be said of all. Have you any reason to supposc that the
lost remembrance which Mr Candy tried to recover - while you were
speaking to him just now - was a remembrance which it was impor-
tant to you that he should recall?’

In saying thosc words, he had touched, of his own accord, on the
very point upon which I was anxious to consult him. The intcrest 1
felt in this strange man had impelled me, in the first instance, to give
him the opportunity of speaking to me; rescrving what I might have
to say, on my side, in relation to his employer, until I was first satisfied
that he was a person in whose delicacy and discretion T could trust.
The little that hie had said, thus far, had been sufficient to convince me
that I was speaking to a gentleman. He had what I may venture to dc-
scribe as the unsought self-possession which is a sure sign of good-
breeding, not in England only, but everywhere clsc in the civilized
world. Whatever the object which he had in view in putting the
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qucstion that he had just addressed to me, I felt no doubt that I was
justified - so far — in answering him without reserve.

‘I belicve I have a strong interest,’ I'said, ‘in tracing the lost remem-
brance which Mr Candy was unablc to recall. May I ask whether you
can suggest to me any method by which I mighe assist his memory ?’

Ezra Jennings looked at me with a sudden flash of interest in his
dreamy brown cycs.

‘Mr Candy’s memory is beyond the reach of assistance,” he said. ‘1
have tricd to help it often cnough, since his recovery, to be able to
speak positively on that point.’

This disappointed me; and I owned it.

‘I confess you led me to hope for a less discouraging answer than
that,” I said.

Ezra Jennings smiled. ‘It may not, perhaps, be a final answer, Mr
Blake. It may be possible to trace Mr Candy’s lost recollection, with-
out the necessity of appealing to Mr Candy himsclf.’

‘Indecd! Is it an indiscretion, on my part, to ask - how?’

‘ By no means. My only difficulty in answering your question is the
difficulty of explaining mysclf. May I trust to your patience if I refer
once more to Mr Candy’s illness; and if T speak of it this time without
sparing you certain professional details?’

*Pray go on! You have interested me already in hearing the details.”

My cagerness scemed to amuse — perhaps, I might rather say, to
please him. He smiled again. We had by this time left the last houses
in the town behind us. Ezra Jennings stopped for a moment, and
picked some wild flowers from the hedge by the roadside. “How
beautiful they are!” he said simply, showing his little noscgay to me.
‘And how few people in England scem to admire them as they
deserve!’

“You have not always been in England?’ I said.

‘No. I'was born, and partly brouglt up, in onc of our colonics. My
father was an Englishman; but my mother — - We are straying away
from our subject, Mr Blake; and it is my fault. The truth is, I have
associations with these modest lictle hedgeside flowers — - It docsn’t
matter; we were speaking of Mr Candy. To Mr Candy let us return.’

Connccting the few words about himsclf which thus rcluctantly
escaped him, with the melancholy view of life which led him to place
the conditions of human happiness in complete oblivion of the past, I
felt satisfied that the story which I had read in his face was, in two par-
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ticulars at least, the story that it really told. He had suffered as few
men suffer; and there was the mixture of some foreign race in his
English blood.

“You have heard, T darc say, of the original cause of Mr Candy’s ill-
ness?” he resumed. ‘The night of Lady Verinder’s dinner-party was a
night of hcavy rain. My employer drove home through it in his gig,
and reached the house wetted to the skin. He found an urgent message
from a paticnt waiting for him; and he most unfortunately went at
once to visit the sick person, without stopping to change his clothes.
I was myself professionally detained, that night, by a case at some dis-
tance from Frizinghall. When I got back the next morning, I found
Mr Candy’s groom waiting in great alarm to take me to his master’s
room. By that time the mischief was done; the illness had set in.’

“The illness has only been described- to me, in general terms, as
a fever,” I said.

‘I can add nothing which will make the description more accurate,’
answered Ezra Jennings. ‘ From: first to last the fever assumed no speci-
fic form. I sent at once to two of Mr Candy’s medical friends in the
town, both physicians, to come and give me their opinion of the case.
They agreed with me that it looked serious; but they both strongly
dissented from the view I took of the treatment. We differed entirely
in the conclusions which we drew from the patient’s pulse. The two
doctors, arguing from the rapidity of the beat, declared that a lower-
ing treatment was the only treatment to be adopted. On my side, I ad-
mitted the rapidity of the pulse, but I also pointed to its alarming
fecbleness as indicating an exhausted condition of the system, and as
showing a plain necessity for the administration of stimulants. The
two doctors were for keeping him on gruel, lemonade, barley-water,
and so on. I was for giving him champagne or brandy, ammonia, and
quinine. A serious difference of opinion, as you sec! a difference be-
tween two physicians of cstablished local repute, and a stranger who
was only an assistant in the house. For the first few days, I had no
choice but to give way to my clders and bettcrs; the patient steadily
sinking all the time. I made a second attempt to appeal to the plain,
undeniably plain, evidence of the pulse. Its rapidity was unchecked,
and its fecbleness had increased. The two doctors took offence at my
obstinacy. They said, ‘““Mr Jennings, cither we manage this case, or
you manage it. Which is it to be?” I said, “Gentlemen, give me five
minutes to consider, and that plain question shall have a plain reply.”
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When the time expired, I was ready with my answer. I said, “You
positively refusc to try the stimulant treatment?”” They refused in so
many words. “I mean to try it at once, gentlemen.” - *“Try it, Mr
Jennings; and we withdraw from the case.” I sent down to the cellar
for a bottle of champagne, and I administered half a cumblerful of it to
the patient with my own hand. The two physicians took up their hats
in silence, and left the house.”

“You had assumed a serious responsibility,’ I said. ‘In your place, I
am afraid I should have shrunk from it.’

‘In my place, Mr Blake, you would have remembered that Mr
Candy had taken you into his employment, under circumstances
which made you his debtor for life. In my place, you would have
scen him sinking, hour by hour; and you would have risked anything,
rather than let the one man on carth who had befricnded you, die be-
fore your eyes. Don’t suppose that I had no sense of the terrible posi-
tion in which I had placed myself! There were moments when I fclt
all the misery of my friendlessness, all the peril of my drcadful re-
sponsibility. If T had been a happy man, if T had led a prosperous life,
I believe I should have sunk under the task I had imposed on myselt.
But I had no happy time to look back at, no past peace of mind to
force itsclf into contrast with my present anxicty and suspensc — and I
held firm to my resolution through it all. T took an interval in the
middle of the day, when my patient’s condition was at its best, for the
repose I needed. For the rest of the four-and-twenty hours, as long as
his life was in danger, I never left his bedside. Towards sunsct, as usual
in such cases, the delirium incidental to the fever came on. It lasted
more or less through the night; and then intermitted at that terrible
time in the early morning - from two o’clock to five - when the vital
encrgies cven of the healthicst of us are at their lowest. It is then that
Decath gathers in his human harvest most abundantly. It was then that
Dcath and [ fought our fight over the bed, which should have the man
who lay on it. [ never hesitated in pursuing the treatment on which I
had staked everything. When wine failed, I tried brandy. When the
other stimulants lost their influence, I doubled the dose. After an in-
terval of suspense - the like of which I hope to God I shall never feel
again - there came a day when the rapidity of the pulse slightly, but
appreciably, diminished; and, better still, there came also a change in
the beat — an unmistakable change to stcadiness and strength. Then, [
knew that I had saved him; and then I own [ broke down. I laid the
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poor fellow’s wasted hand back on the bed, and burst out crying. An
hysterical rclicf, Mr Blake - nothing more! Physiology says, and says
truly, that some men are bom with female constitutions - and I am
one of them!”

He made that bitterly professional apology for his tears, speaking
quictly and unaffectedly, as he had spoken throughout. His tone and
manner, from beginning to end, showed him to be especially, almost
morbidly, anxious not to sct himself up as an object of interest to
me.

“You may well ask why I have wearied you with all these details,’
he went on. ‘It is the only way I can sce, Mr Blake, of properly intro-
ducing to you what I have to say next. Now you know cxactly what
my position was, at the time of Mr Candy’s illncss, you will the more
rcadily understand the sore need I had of lightening the burden on my
mind by giving it, at intervals, some sort of relicf. I have had the pre-
sumption to occupy my leisure, for some years past, in writing a book,
addressed to the members of my profession - a book on the intricate
and delicatc subject of the brain and the nervous system. My work will
probably never be finished; and it will certainly never be published. It
has none the less been the friend of many lonely hours; and it helped
me to while away the anxious time - the time of waiting, and nothing
else —at Mr Candy’s bedside. I told you he was dclirious, I think ? And
I mentioned the time at which his delirium came on?’

“Yes.”

‘Well, I had reached a scction of my book, at that time, which
touched on this same question of delirium. I won't trouble you at any
length with my theory on the subject — I will confine mysclf to telling
you only what it is your present interest to know. It has often occurred
to me in the course of my medical practice, to doubt whether we can
justifiably infer — in cases of delirium - that the loss of the faculty of
speaking connectedly implies of necessity the loss of the faculty of
thinking connectedly as well. Poor Mr Candy’s illness gave me an
opportunity of putting this doubt to the test. I understand the art of
writing in shorthand; and I was able to take down the patient’s * wan-
derings™, exactly as they fell from his lips. - Do you see, Mr Blake,
what T am coming to at last?’

I saw it clearly, and waited with breathless interest to hear more.

‘At odds and ends of time,” Ezra Jennings went on, ‘I reproduced
my shorthand notes in the ordinary form of writing - lcaving large
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spaces between the broken phrases, and even the single words, as they
had fallen disconnectedly from Mr Candy’s lips. I then treated the re-
sult thus obtained on something like the principle which onc adopts
in putting together a child’s “ puzzle . It is all confusion to begin with;
but it may be all brought into order and shape, if you can only find the
right way. Acting on this plan, I filled in cach blank space on the paper
with what the words or.phrases on cither side of it suggested to me as
the speaker’s meaning; altering over and over again, until my addi-
tions followed naturally on the spoken words which came before
them, and fitted naturally into the spoken words which came after
them. The result was, that T not only occupied in this way many
vacant and anxious hours, but that [ arrived at something which was
(as it secmed to me) a confirmation of the theory that T held. In
plaincr words, after putting the broken sentences together, I found the
superior faculty of thinking going on, more or less connectedly, in
my patient’s mind, while the inferior faculty of expression was in a
state of almost complete incapacity and confusion.’

‘One word!” [ interposed eagerly. ‘Did my name occur in any of
his wanderings?’

*You shall hear, Mr Blake. Among my writtcn proofs of the assct-
tion which I have just advanced - or, I ought to say, 2mong the writ-
ten experiments tending to put my asscrtion to the proof - there is one
in which your name occurs. For ncarly the whole of onc night, Mr
Candy’s mind was occupicd with sonething between himself and you.
I have got the broken words, as they dropped from his lips, on one
shect of paper. And I have got the links of my own discovering which
connect those words together, on another sheet of paper. The product
(as the arithmeticians would say) is an intclligible statement - first, of
something actually done in the past; sccondly, of something which
Mr Candy contemplated doing in the future, if his illness had not got
in the way and stopped him. The question is whether this docs, or
docs not, represent the lost recollection which he vainly attempted to
find when you called on him this morning.’

‘Not a doubt of it!” I answered. ‘Let us go back directly and look
at the papers!’

‘Quite impossible, Mr Blake.’

‘“Why?’

‘Put yoursclf in my position for a moment,’ said Ezra Jennings.
“Would you disclose to another person what had dropped uncon-
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sciously from the lips of your suffering patient and your helpless
friend, without first knowing that there was a necessity to justify you
in opening your lips?’

I felt that he was unanswerable here; but I tried to argue the ques-
tion, ncvertheless.

‘My conduct in such a dclicate matter as you describe,’ I replied,
‘would depend greatly on whether the disclosure was of a nature to
compromise my friend ot not.’

‘I have disposed of all necessity for considering that side of the
question long since,’ said Ezra Jennings. “Wherever my notes included
anything which Mr Candy might have wished to kecp secret, those
notes have been destroyed. My manuscript experiments at my friend’s
bedside include nothing, now, which he would have hesitated to com-
municate to others, if he had recovered the use of his memory. In your
casc, [ have every reason to suppose that my notes contain something
which he actually wished to say to you ~ -’

‘And yet you hesitate?’

‘And yet I hesitate. Remember the circumstances under which I ob-
tained the information which I possess! Harmless as it is, I cannot pre-
vail upon myself to give it up to you, unless you first satisfy me that
therc is a reason for doing so. He was so miserably ill, Mr Blake! and
he was so helplessly dependent upon me! Is it too much to ask, if I
request you only to hint to me what your interest is in the lost recollec-
tion, or what you belicve that lost recollection to be?’

~To have answered him with the frankness which his language and
his manncr both claimed from me, would have been to commit my-
sclf to openly acknowlcdging that I was suspected of the theft of the
Diamond. Strongly as Ezra Jennings had intensified the first impulsive
interest which I had felt in him, he had not overcome my unconquer-
able rcluctance to disclose the degrading position in which I stood. I
took refuge once more in the explanatory phrases with which I had
prepared myself to meet the curiosity of strangers.

This time I had no reason to complain of a want of attention on the
part of the person to whom I addressed myself. Ezra Jennings listened
paticntly, cven anxiously, until I had done.

‘1 am sorry to have raised your expectations, Mr Blake, only to dis-
appoint them,” he said. *Throughout the whole period of Mr Candy’s
illness, from first to last, not one word about the Diamond escaped his
lips. The matter with which I'heard him connect your name has, I can
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assure you, no discoverable relation whatever with the loss or the re-
covery of Miss Verinder’s jewcl.”

We arrived, as he said those words, at a place where the highway
along which we had becn walking branched off into two roads. One
led to Mr Ablewhite’s house, and the other to a moorland village
somc two or three miles off. Ezra Jennings stopped at the road which
led to the village.

‘My way lics in this direction,” e said. ‘I.am really and truly sorry,
Mr Blake, that I can be of no usc to you.’

His voice told me that he spoke sincerely. His soft brown eyes rested
on me for a moment with a look of melancholy intcrest. He bowed,
and went, without another word, on his way to the village.

For a minute or more, I stood and watched him, walking farther
and farther away from me; carrying farther and farther away with
him what [ now firmly belicved to be the clue of which I was in
scarch. He turned, after walking on a little way, and looked back.
Sccing me still standing at the place where we had parted, he stopped,
as if doubting whether I might not wish to speak to him again. There
was no time for me to reason out my own situation - to remind my-
self that I was losing my opportunity, at what might be the turning-
point of my life, and all to fatter nothing more important than my
own self~esteem! There was only time to call him back first, and to
think afterwards. I suspect I am one of the rashest of existing men. 1
called him back ~ and then I said to mysclf, *Now there is no help for
it. I must tell him the truth!’

Heretraced his steps dircctly. Tadvanced along the road to meet him.

*Mr Jennings,’ I'said, ‘T have not treated you quite fairly. My inter-
est in tracing Mr Candy’s lost recollection is not the interest of re-
covering the Moonstone. A scrious personal matter is at the bottom
of my visit to Yorkshire. I have but onc excuse for not having dealt
frankly with you in this matter. It is morc painful to me thanI can say,
to mention to anybody what my position really is.’

Ezra Jennings looked at me with the first appcarance of embarrass-
ment which I had scen in him yet.

‘I have no right, Mr Blake, and no wish,” he said, ‘to intrude myself
into your private affairs. Allow me to ask your pardon, on my side,
for having (most innocently) put you to a painful test.’

*You have a perfect right,’ I rejoined, “to fix the terms on which
you feel justified in revealing what you heard at Mr Candy’s bedside.
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I understand and respect the dclicacy which influences you in this
matter. How can I expect to be taken into your confidence, if I decline
to admit you into minc? You ought to know, and you shall know,
why I'am interested in discovering what Mr Candy wanted to say to
me. If I turn out to be mistaken in my anticipations, and if you prove
unable to help me when you are really aware of what I want, I shall
trust to your honour to keep my secret — and something tells me that
I shall not trust in vain.’

‘Stop, Mr Blake. I have a word to say which must be said before
you go any farther.” I looked at him in astonishment. The grip of
some terrible emotion seemed to have seized him, and shaken him to
the soul. His gipsy complexion had altered to a livid greyish palencss;
his cyes had suddenly become wild and glittering; his voice had
dropped to a tone - low, stern, and resolute — which I now heard for
the first time. The latent resources in the man, for good or for evil -
it was hard, at that moment, to say which - Icapt up in him and show-
cd themselves to me, with the suddenness of a flash of light.

‘Before you place any confidence in me,” he went on, ‘you ought
to know, and you mmust know, under what circumstances I have been
received into Mr Candy’s house. It won’t take long. I don’t profess,
sir, to tell my story (as the phrase is) to any man. My story will die
with me. All T ask is to be permitted to tell you what I have told Me
Candy. If you are still in the mind, when you have heard that, to say
what you have proposed to say, you will command my attention and
command my scrvices. Shall we walk on?’

The suppressed miscry in his face silenced me. I answered his ques-
tion by a sign. We walked on.

After advancing a few hundred yards, Ezra Jennings stopped at a
gap in the rough stone wall which shut off the moor from the road,
at this part of it.

‘Do you mind resting a little, Mr Blake?” he asked. ‘T am not what
I was - and some things shake me.’

I agrecd, of course. He led the way through the gap to a patch of
turf on the healthy ground, screened by bushes and dwarf trecs on the
side nearest to the road, and commanding in the opposite direction a
grandly desolate view over the broad brown wilderness of the moor.
The clouds had gathered within the last half-hour. The light was dull;
the distance was dim. The lovely face of Nature met us, soft and still
and colourless — met us without a smile.
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We sat down in silence. Ezra Jennings laid aside his hat, and passed
his hand wearily over his forchead, wearily through his startling white
and black hair. He tossed his little nosegay of wild flowers away from
him, as if the remembrances which it recalled were remembrances
which hurt him now.

‘Mr Blake!” he said suddenly. ‘You are in bad company. The cloud
of a horrible accusation has rested on me for years. I tell you the worst
at once. T am a man whose life is a wreck, and whose character is gone.

I attempted to speak. He stopped me.

‘No,” he said. ‘Pardon me; not yct. Don’t commit yourself to.cx-
pressions of sympathy which you may aftcrwards wish to recall. 1
have mentioned an accusation which has rested on me for years. There
arc circumstances in connexion with it that tell against me. I cannot
bring myself to acknowledge what the accusation is. And I am n-
cap'lble pcrfcct]y 1ncap1blc of proving my innocence. I can only
assert my innocence. I assert it, sir, on my oath, as a Christian. It is
uscless to appeal to my honour as a man.’

He paused again. I looked round at him. He never looked at me in
return. His whole being scemed to be absorbed in the agony of recol-
lecting, and in the effort to speak.

*There is much that I might say,” he wene on, *about the merciless
trcatment of mic by my own family, and the merciless comity to
which I have fallen a victim. But the harm is donc; the wrong is be-
yond all rentedy. I decline to weary or distress you, sir, if T can help it.
At the outset of my carcer in this country, the vile slander to which I
have referred struck me down at once and for ever. I resigned my
aspirations in my profession — obscurity was the only hope left for me.
I parted with the woman I loved - how could I condemn her to share
my disgrace? A medical assistant’s place offcred itself in 2 remote cor-
ner of England. I got the place. It promised me peace; it promised me
obscurity, as I thought. I was wrong. Evil report, with time and
chance to help it, travels patiently, and travels far. The accusation
from which I had fled followed me. I got warning of its approach. 1
was able to Jeave my situation voluntarily, with the testimonials that
had earned. They got mc another situation in another remotc district.
Time passed again, and again the slander that was dcath to my char-
acter found me out. On this occasion I had no warning. My employer
said, “Mr Jennings, I have no complaint to make against you; but you
must sct yoursclf right, or leave me.”” I'had but one choice - I left him.
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It’s useless to dwell on what I suffered after that. I am only forty years
old now. Look at my face, and Ict it tell for me the story of some
miserable years. It ended in my drifting to this place, and mecting with
Mr Candy. He wanted an assistant. I referred him, on the question of
capacity, to my last employer. The question of character remained. 1
told him what I have told you - and more. T warned him that there
were difficultics in the way, even if he believed me. “Here, as else-
where,” 1 said, “I'scorn the guilty evasion of living under an assumed
name: [ am no safer at Frizinghall than at other places from the cloud
that follows me, go where I may.”’ He answered, ““I don’t do things
by halves - I belicve you, and 1 pity you. If yon will risk what may
happen, I will risk it too.” God Almighty bless him! He has given me
shelter, he has given me employment, he has given me rest of mind -
and I have the certain conviction (I have had it for some months past)
that nothing will happen now to make him regret it.”

*The slander has dicd out?’ I said.

‘The slander is as active as ever. But when it follows me here, it will
come too late.’

‘You will have left the place?’

‘No, Mr Blake — I shall be dead. For ten years past. I have suffered
from an incurable internal complaint. I don’t disguisc from you that I
should have let the agony of it kill me long since, but for onc last in-
terest in life, which makes my existence of some importance to messtill.
I want to provide for a person - very dear to me — whom I shall never
sce again. My own little patrimony is hardly sufficient to make her in-
dependent of the world. The hope, if T could only live long cnough,
of increasing it to a certain sum, has impelled me to resist the discase by
such palliative mcans as I could devise. The onc effectual palliative in
my case is — opium. To that all-potent and all-merciful drug I am in-
debted for a respite of many years from my sentence of death. But
cven the victues of opium have their limit. The progress of the discase
has gradually forced me from the use of opium to the abuse of it.
am feeling the penalty at last. My nervous system is shattered; my
nights are nights of horror. The end is not far off now. Let it come -
have not lived and worked in vain. The little sum is ncarly made up;
and I have the means of completing it, if my last reserves of life fail me
soonct than I expect. I hardly know how I have wandered into telling
you this. I don’t think T am mcan enough to appeal to your pity. Per-
haps, I fancy you may be all the readier to belicve me, if you know
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that what I have said to you, I have said with the certain knowledge in
me that I am a dying man. There is no disguising, Mr Blake, that you
interest me. T have attempted to make my poor friend’s loss of mem-
ory the mcans of bettering my acquaintance with you. I have specu-
lated on the chance of your feeling a passing curiosity about what he
wanted to say, and of my being able to satisfy it. Is there no excuse for
me intruding myself on you? Perhaps there is some excuse. A man
who has lived as T have lived has his bitter moments when he ponders
over human destiny. You have youth, health, riches, a place in the
world, a prospect before you. You, and such as you, show me the
sunny side of human life, and reconcile me with the world that T am
lcaving before I go. However this talk between us may end, I'shall not
forget that you have done me a kindness in doing that. It rests with
you, sir, to say what you proposed saying, or to wish me good-
morning.’

1 had but onc answer to make to that appeal. Without a moment’s
hesitation I told him the truth, as unreservedly as Thave told it in these
pages.

He started to his fect and looked at me with breathless eagerness as
I approached the leading incident of my story.

‘It s certain that I went into the room,’ I said; ‘it is certain that I
took the Diamond. I can only mect those two plain facts by declaring
that, do what I might, I did it without my own knowledge - -’

Ezra Jennings caught me cxcitedly by the arm.

*Stop!” he said. ‘You have suggested more to me than you sup-
posc. Have pou cver been accustomed to the use of opium ?’

‘I never tasted it in my life.’

*Were your ncrves out of order at this time last year? Were you
unusually restless and irritable?’

“Yes.

‘Did you sleep badly?’

‘Wretchedly. Many nights I never slept at all.’

*Was the birthday night an exception? Try and remember. Did
you slecp well on that one occasion?’

‘I do remember! T slept soundly.’

He dropped my arm as suddenly as he had taken it — and looked at
me with the air of a man whose mind was relieved of the last doubt
that rested on it.

“This is a marked day in your life, and in mine,” he said gravely. ‘I

376



am absolutely certain, Mr Blake, of one thing - I have got what Mr
Candy wanted to say to you this morning, in the notes that I took at
my paticnt’s bedside. Wait! that is not all. T am firmly persuaded that
I can prove you to have been unconscious of what you were about
when you entered the room and took the Diamond. Give me time to
think, and tinme to question you. I believe the vindication of your
innocence is in my hands!’

‘Explain yoursclf, for God’s sakc! What do you mean?’

In the excitement of our colloquy we had walked on a few steps be-
yond the clump of dwarf trees which had hitherto screened us from
view. Before Ezra Jennings could answer me, he was hailed from the
highroad by a man, in great agitation, who had been evidently on the
lookout for him.

‘I am coming,” he called back; ‘T am coming as fast as I can!” He
turned to me. ‘There is an urgent case waiting for me at the village
yonder; I ought to have been there half an hour since - 1 must attend
to it at once. Give me two hours from this time, and call at Mr
Candy’s again - and I will engage to be ready for you.”

‘How am I to wait!” I exclaimed impatiently. ‘Can’t you quict my
mind by a word of explanation before we part?’

“This is far too serious a matter to be explained in a hurry, Mr Blake.
I am not wilfully trying your patience - I should only be adding to
your suspense, if I attempted to relieve it as things are now. At Frizing-
hall, sir, in two hours’ time!’

The man on the highroad hailed him again. He hurricd away, and
left me.

CHAPTER X

How the interval of suspense to which I was now condemncd might
have affected other men in my position, I cannot pretend to say. The
influence of the two hours’ probation upon my tempcrament was
simply this. T felt physically incapable of remaining still in any onc
place, and morally incapable of speaking to any one human being,
until I had first heard all that Ezra Jennings bad to say to me.

In this frame of mind, I not only abandoned my contemplated visit
to Mrs Ablewhite - I cven shrank from encountering Gabricl Better-
edge himself.

“Returning to Frizinghall, I left a note for Betteredge, telling him
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that I had been unexpectedly called away for a few hours, but that he
might certainly expect me to return towards three o’clock in the after-
noon. I requested him, in the interval, to order his dinner at the usual
hour, and to amuse himsclf as he pleased. He had, as T well knew, hosts
of friends in Frizinghall; and he would be at no loss how to fill up his
time until I returned to the hotel.

This done, I madc the best of my way out of the town again, and
roamed the loncly moorland country which surrounds Frizinghall,
until my watch told me that it was time at last to return to Mr Candy’s
house.

I found Ezra Jennings ready and waiting for me.

He was sitting alone in a bare little room, which communicated by
a glazed door with a surgery. Hideous coloured diagrams of the rav-
ages of hideous discases decorated the barren buff-coloured walls. A
book-case filled with dingy medical works, and ornamented at the
top with a skull, in place of the customary bust; a large deal table
copiously splashed with ink; wooden chairs of the sort that are scen in
kitchens and cottages; a threadbare drugget in the middle of the floor;
a sink of water, with a basin and waste-pipe roughly let into the wall -
horribly suggestive of its connexion with surgical operations — com-
priscd the entire furniture of the room. The bees were humming
among a few fowers placed in pots outside the window; the birds
were singing in the garden, and the faint intermittent jingle of a tunc-
less piano in some neighbouring house forced itself now and again on
the car. In any other place, these everyday sounds might have spoken
pleasantly of the cveryday wortld outside. Here they came in as in-
truders on a silence which nothing but human suffering had the privi-
lege to disturb. I looked at the mahogany instrument case, and at the
lwuge roll of lint, occupying places of their own on the book-shelves,
and shuddered inwardly as I thought of the sounds, familiarand appro-
priate to the everyday usc of Ezra Jennings' room.

*I make no apology, Mr Blake, for the place in which I am receiv-
ing you,” he said. ‘It is the only room in the house, at this hour of the
day, in which we can fecl quite sure of being left undisturbed. Here
arc my papers rcady for you; and here arc two books to which we
may have occasion to refer before we have done. Bring your chair to
the table, and we shall be able to consult them together.’

Idrew up to the table; and Bzra Jennings handed me his manuscript
notes. They consisted of two large folio lcaves of paper. One leaf con-
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tained writing which only covered the surface at intervals. The other
presented writing, in red and black ink, which completely filled the
page from top to bottom. In the irritated state of my curiosity at that
moment, I laid aside the second sheet of paper in despair.

‘Have some merey on me!” I'said. ‘“Tell me what 1 am to expect
before I attempt to read this.”

‘Willingly, Mr Blake! Do you mind my asking you one or two
more questions?’

‘Ask me anything you like!’

He looked at me with the sad smile on his lips, and the kindly in-
terest in his soft brown eyes.

“You have already told me,” he said, ‘that you have never - to your
knowledge - tasted opium in your lifc.’

‘To my knowledge,’ I repeated.

‘You will understand dircetly why 1 speak with that reservation.
Let us go on. You arc not aware of ever having taken opium. At this
time last ycar you were suffering from nervous irritation, and you
slept wretchedly at night. On the night of the birthday, however,
there was an exception to the rule - you slept soundly. Am I right so
far?’

*Quite right.’

“Can you assign any cause for the nervous suffering, and your want
of slecp?’

‘I can assign no causc. Old Betteredge made a guess at the cause, 1
remember. But that is hardly worth mentioning.’

‘Pardon me. Anything is worth mentioning in such a case as this.
Betteredge attributed your slecplessness to something. To what?’

‘To my leaving off smoking.’

‘Had you been an habitual smoker?’

‘Yes.

‘Did you leave off the habit suddenly ?’

‘Yes.

‘Betteredge was perfectly right, Mr Blake. When smoking is a
habit, a man must have no common constitution who can leave it off
suddenly without some temporary damage to his nervous system,
Your slecpless nights are accounted for, to my mind. My next ques-
tion refers to Mr Candy. Do you remember having entered into any-
thing like a dispute with him - at the birthday dinner, or afterwards -
on the subject of his profession?’

379



The question instantly awakened one of my dormant remem-
brances in connexion with the birthday festival. The foolish wrangle
which took place on that occasion between Mr Candy and myself will
be found described at much greater length than it deserves in the tenth
chapter of Betteredge's Narrative. The details there presented of the
dispute - so little had I thought of it aftcrwards - entirely failed to re-
cur to my memory. All that I could now recall, and all that I could tell
Ezra Jennings was, that I had attacked the art of medicine at the
dinner-table with sufficient rashness and sufficient pertinacity to put
even Mr Candy out of temper for the moment. I also remembered
that Lady Verinder had intcrfered to stop the dispute, and that the
little doctor and I had “made it up again’, as the children say, and had
become as good friends as ever before we shook hands that night.

‘There is one thing more,” said Ezra Jennings, ‘which it is very im-
portant [ should know. Had you any reason for feeling any special
anxiety about the Diamond at this time last ycar?’

‘L had the strongest reasons for feeling anxiety about the Diamond.
I knew it to be the object of a conspiracy; and I was wared to take
measures for Miss Verinder's protection, as the possessor of the stone.”

*Was the safety of the Diamond the subject of conversation between
you and any other person immediately before you retired to rest on
the birthday night?’

‘It was the subject of a conversation between Lady Verinder and
her daughter - -

*Which took place in your hearing?’

“Yes.”

Ezra Jennings took up his notes from the table, and placed them in
my hands.

‘Mr Blake,” he said, ‘if you read those notes now, by the light which
my questions and your answers have thrown on them, you will make
two astounding discoverics, concerning yoursclf. You will find: -
First, that you entered Miss Verinder's sitting-room and took the Dia-
mond, in a state of trance, produced by opium. Secondly, that the
opium was given to you by Mr Candy — without your own know-
ledge - as a practical refutation of the opinions which you had ex-
pressed to him at the birthday dinner.’

I sat, with the papers in my hand, completcly stupefied.

*Try and forgive poor Mr Candy,’ said the assistant gently. ‘He has
done dreadful mischief, I own; but he has done it innocently. If you
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will look at the notes, you will scc that - but for his illness - he would
have returned to Lady Verinder's the morning after the party, and
would have acknowledged the trick that he had played you. Miss
Verinder would have heard of it, and Miss Verinder would have ques-
tioned him — and the truth which has laid hidden for a year would
lhave been discovered in a day.’

I began to regain my sclf-possession. ‘“Mr Candy is beyond the
reach of my resentment,’ I said angrily. ‘But the trick that he played
me is not the less an act of treachery for all that. I may forgive, but [
shall not forget it.’

*Every mcdical man cammits that act of treachery, Mr Blake, in the
course of his practice. The ignorant distrust of opium (in England) is
by no means confined to the lower and less cultivated classes. Every
doctor in large practice finds himself, every now and then, obliged to
deceive his patients, as Mr Candy deceived you. I don’t defend the
folly of playing you a trick under the circumstances. I only plead with
you for a more accurate and more merciful construction of motives.’

‘How was it done ?” I asked. “Who gave me the laudanum, without
my knowing it myself?’

‘I am not able to tell you. Nothing relating to that part of the mat-
ter dropped from Mr Candy’s lips all through his illness. Pethaps your
own memory may point to the person to be suspected ?’

‘No.’

‘It is uscless, in that casc, to pursue the inquiry. The laudanum was
secretly given to you in some way. Let us leave it there, and go on to
matters of more immediate importance. Read my notes, if you can.
Familiarize your mind with what has happened in the past. I have
something very bold and very startling to propose to you, which re-
lates to the future.”

Those last words roused me.

I looked at the papers, in the order in which Ezra Jennings had
placed them in my hands. The paper which contained the smaller
quantity of writing was the uppermost of the two. On this the dis-
connected words and fragments of sentences which had dropped from
Mr Candy in his delirium appeared as follows:

‘... Mr Franklin Blake ... and agrecable ... down a peg ... medicine
... confesscs ... sleep at night ... tell him ... out of order ... medicine
... he tells me ... and groping in the dark mean one and the same
thing ... all the company at the dinner-table ... I'say ... groping after
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sleep ... nothing but medicine ... he says ... leading the blind ... know
what it means ... witty ... a night’s rest in spitc of his tecth ... wants
sleep ... Lady Verinder's medicine-chest ... five-and-twenty minims
... without his knowing it ... to-morrow morning ... Well, Mr
Blake ... medicine to-day ... never ... without it ... out, Mr Candy
... cxcellent ... without it ... down on him ... truth ... something be-
sides ... excellent ... dosc of laudanum, sir ... bed ... what ... medi-
cinc now.’

There the first of the two shects of paper came to an end. I handed
it back to Ezra Jennings.

*That is what you heard at his bedside?’ I said.

‘Literally and exactly what T heard,” he answered - “except that the
repetitions are not transferred here from my shorthand notes. He re-
iterated certain words and phrases a dozen times over, fifty times
over, just as he attached more or less importance to the idea which
they represented. The repetitions, in this sense, were of some assist-
ance to me in putting together those fragments. Don’t suppose,” he
added, pointing to the sccond sheet of paper, “that I claim to have re-
produced the expressions which Mr Candy himself would have used
if he had been capable of speaking connectedly. I only say that I have
penctrated through the obstacle of the disconnected expression to the
thought which was underlying it connectedly all the time. Judge for
yourscll.’

I turncd to the second sheet of paper, which I now knew to be the
key to the first.

Once more Mr Candy’s wanderings appeared, copied in black ink;
the intcrvals between the phrases being filled up by Ezra Jennings in
red ink. T reproduce the result here, in one plain form; the original
language and the interpretation of it coming close enough together in
these pages to be casily compared and verified.

... Mr Franklin Blake is clever and agreeable, but he wants taken
down a peg when he talks of medicine. He confesses that he has been
suffering from want of sleep at night. I tell him that his nerves are out
of ordcr, and that he ouglt to take medicine. He tells me that taking
medicine and groping in the dark mean one and the same thing. This
before all the company at the dinner-table. I say to him, you are grop-
ing after sleep, and nothing but medicine can help you find it. He says
to me, I have heard of the blind leading the blind, and now I know
what it means. Witty - but I can give him a night’s rest in spite of his
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tecth. He really wants sleep; and Lady Verinder’s medicine-chest is at
my disposal. Give him five-and-twenty minims of laudanuin to-night
without his knowing it; and then call to-morrow morning. “Well,
Mr Blake, will you try a little medicine to-day ? You will never slecp
without it.” “There you arc out, Mr Candy: I have had an excellent
night’s rest without it.” Then, come down on him with the truth!
“You have had something besides an excellent night’s rest; you had a
dose of laudanum, sir, before you went to bed. What do you say to
the art of medicine now?”"’

Admiration of the ingenuity which had woven this smooth and
finished texture out of the ravelled skein, was naturally the first im-
pression that I felt, on handing the manuscript back to Ezra Jennings.
He modestly interrupted the first few words in which my sensc of sur-
prise expressed itself, by asking mc if the conclusion which he had
drawn from his notes was also the conclusion at which my own mind
had arrived.

‘Do you belicve as I belicve,” he said, ‘that you were acting urder
the influence of the laudanum in doing all that you did, on the night
of Miss Verinder’s birthday, in Lady Verinder’s house?’

‘I am too ignorant of the influence of laudanum to have an opinion
of my own,” I answered. ‘I can only follow your opinion, and fec!
convinced that you are right.’

*Very well. The next question is this. You arc convineed; and I'am
convinced — how are we to carry our conviction to the minds of other
people?’

I pointed to the two manuscripts lying on the table between us.
Ezra Jennings shook his head.

‘Useless, Mr Blake! Quite uscless, as they stand now, for three un-
answerable rcasons. In the first place, those notes have been taken
under circumstances entirely out of the cxpericnce of the mass of
mankind. Against them, to begin with! In the second place, those
notes represent a medical and metaphysical theory. Against them, cnce
more! In the third place, those notes are of my making; there is noth-
ing but my assertion to the contrary, to guarantce that they are not
fabrications. Remember what I told you on the moor ~ and ask your-
self what my assertion is worth. No! my notes have but one valuc,
looking to the verdict of the world outside. Your innocence is to be
vindicated ; and they show how it can be done. We must put our con-
viction to the proof - and You arc the man to prove it?"’
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‘How?’ I asked.

He leaned cagerly nearer to me across the table that divided us.

‘Are you willing to try a bold experiment?’

‘I will do anything to clear myself of the suspicion that rests on me
now.’

‘Will you submit to some personal inconvenience for a time?’

*To any inconvenicnce, no matter what it may be.’

“Will you be guided implicitly by my advice? It may exposc you to
the ridicule of fools; it may subject you to the remonstrances of
friends whose opinions you are bound to respect - -’

‘Tell me what to do!” I broke out impatiently. ‘And, come what
may, 'l doit.’

‘You shall do this, Mr Blake,” he answered. ‘You shall stcal the
Diamond unconsciously, for the second time, in the presence of wit-
ncsses whose testimony is beyond dispute!”

I'started to my feet. I tried to speak. I could only look at him.

‘T belicve it can be done,” he went on. ‘And it shall be done - if you
will only help me. Try to compose yourself - sit down, and hear what
I have to say to you. You have resumed the habit of smoking; I have
scen that for myself. How long have you resumed it?’

‘For nearly a year.’

‘Do you smoke more or less than you did?’

‘More.”

“Will you give up the habit again? Suddenly, mind! - as you gave
it up before.’

I began dimly to see his drift. ‘T will give it up from this moment,’
I answered.

‘If the same consequences follow which followed last June,” said
Ezra Jennings - ‘if you suffer once more as you suffered then, from
sleepless nights, we shall have gained our first step. We shall have put
you back again into something assimilating to your nervous condition
on the birthday night. If we can next revive, or nearly revive, the
domestic circumstances which surrounded you; and if we can occupy
your mind again with the various questions concerning the Diamond
which formerly agitated it, we shall have replaced you, as nearly as
possible, in the same position, physically and morally, in which the
opium found you last year. In that case we may fairly hope that a
repetition of the dose will lead, in a greater or lesser degree, to a re-
petition of the result. There is my proposal, expressed in a few hasty
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words. You shall now see what reasons I have to justify me in making
it.” :

He turned to one of the books at his side, and opened it at a place
marked by a small slip of paper.

‘Don’t suppose that I am going to weary you with a lecture on
physiology,” he said. ‘I think myself bound to prove, in justice to both
of us, that I am not asking you to try this cxperiment in deference to
any theory of my own devising. Admitted principles and recognized
authorities justify me in the view that I take. Give me five minutes of
your attention; and I will undertake to show you that Science sanc-
tions my proposal, fanciful as it may scein. Here, in the first place, is
the physiological principle on which I am acting, stated by no less a
person than Dr Carpenter. Read it for yourself.’

He handed me the slip of paper which had marked the place in the
book. It contained a few lines of writing, as follows:

There scems much ground for the belief that every sensory impression
which has once been recognized by the perceptive consciousness is
registered (so to speak) in the brain, and may be reproduced at some
subsequent time, aithough there may be no consciousness of its existence
in the mind during the whole intermediate period.

‘Is that plain so far?’ asked Ezra Jennings.

‘Perfectly plain.’

He pushed the open book across the table to me, and pointed to a
passage marked by pencil lines.

‘Now,” he said, ‘read that account of a case which has — as I believe -
a direct bearing on your own position, and on the experiment which
[ am tempting you to try. Obscrve, Mr Blake, before you begin, that
I am now referring to you one of the greatest of English physiologists.
The book in your hand is Dr Elliotson’s Human Physiology; and the
case which the doctor cites rests on the well-known authority of Mr
Combe.’

The passage pointed out to me was expressed in these terms:

‘Dr Abel informed me,’ says Mr Combe, ‘ of an Irish porter to a ware-
house, who forgot, when sober, what he had done when drunk; but,
being drunk, again recollected the transactions of his former state of in-
toxication. On one occasion, being drunk, he had lost a parcel of some
value, and in his sober moments could give no account of it. Next time
he was intoxicated, hc recollected that he had left the parcel at a certain
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house, and there being no address on it, it had remained there safely, and
was got on his calling for it.’

‘Plain again?’ asked Ezra Jennings.

‘As plain as need be.’

Hec put back the slip of paper in its place, and closed the book.

‘Arc you satisficd that I have not spoken without good authority to
support me?’ he asked. ‘If not, I have only to go to those book-
shelves, and you have only to read the passages which I can point out
to you.’

‘I am quite satisficd,” I said, “without reading a word more.’

‘In that case, we may return to your own personal interest in this
matter. I am bound to tell you that there is something to be said
against the experiment as well as for it. If we could this ycar exactly
reproduce, in your case, the conditions as they existed last year, it is
physiologically certain that we should arrive at exactly the same result.
But this - there is no denying it - is simply impossible. We can only
hope to approximate to the conditions; and if we don’t succeed in get-
ting you nearly enough back to what you were, this venture of ours
will fail. If we do succeed - and T'am myself hopeful of success - you
may at least so far repeat your proceedings on the birthday night, as
to satisfy any reasonable person that you are guiltless, morally speak-
ing, of the theft of the Diamond. I believe, Mr Blake, I have now
stated the question on both sides of it, as fairly as I can, within the
limits that I have imposcd on mysclf. If there is anything that I have
not made clear to you, tell me what it is - and if I can enlighten you,
[ will

‘All that you have explained to me,” I said, ‘I understand perfectly.
But I own I am puzzled on one point, which you have not made clear
to me yet.”

“What is the point?’

‘I don’t understand the cffect of the laudanum on me. I don’t under-
stand my walking downstairs, and along corridors, and my opening
and shutting the drawers of a cabinet, and my going back again to
my own room. All thesc are active proceedings. I thought the in-
flucnce of opium was first to stupefy you, and then to send you to
slecp.’

‘The common error about opium, Mr Blake! I am, at this moment,
cxerting my intelligence (such as it is) in your service, under the in-
fluence of a dose of laudanum, some ten times lacger than the dose Mr
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Candy administered to you. But don’t trust to my authority - cven
on a question which comes within my own personal experience. 1
anticipated the objection you have just made; and I have again pro-
vided mysclf with independent testimony, which will carry its due
weight with it in your own mind, and in the minds of your fricnds.’

He handed me the second of the two books which he had by him
on the table.

‘There,” he said, ‘are the far-famed Confessions of an English Opitumn-
Eater! Take the book away with you, and read it. At the passage which
I have marked, you will find that when De Quincey had committed
what he calls ““a debauch of opium ™, he cither went to the gallery at
the Opera to cnjoy the music, or he wandered about the London
markets on Saturday night, and interested himsclf in observing all the
little shifts and bargainings of the poor in providing their Sunday’s
dinner. So much for the capacity of a man to occupy himself actively,
and to move about from place to place under the influence of opium.’

‘I am answered so far,’ 1 said; *but I am not answered yet as to the
cffect produced by the opium on mysclf.’

‘I will ery to answer you in a few words,’ said Ezra Jennings. “The
action of opium is comprised, in the majority of cases, in two in-
fluences - a stimulating influence first, and a sedative influence after-
wards. Under the stimulating influence, the latest and most vivid im-
pressions left on your mind - namely, the impressions relating to the
Diamond —~ would be likely, in your morbidly sensitive nervous con-
dition, to becomc intensified in your brain, and would subordinate to
themsclves your judgement and your will — exactly as an ordinary
dream subordinates to itself your judgement and your will. Little by
little, under this action, any apprehensions about the safety of the Dia-
mond which you might have felt during the day, would be liable to
devclop themsclves from the state of doubt to the state of certainty -
would impel you into practical action to preserve the jewel ~ would
dircect your steps, with that motive in view, into the room which you
entered — and would guide your hand to the drawers of the cabinct,
until you had found the drawer which held the stone. In the spiritual-
ized intoxication of opium, you would do all that. Later, as the seda-
tive action began to gain on the stimulant action, you would slowly
become inert and stupefied. Later still you would fall into a deep
sleep. When the morning came, and the effect of the opium had been
all slept off, you would wake as absolutely ignorant of what you had
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done in the night as if you had been living at the Antipodes. Have [
made it tolcrably clear to you, so far?’

“You have made it so clear,’ I'said, ‘that I want you to go farther.
You have shown me how 1 entered the room, and how I came to take
the Diamond. But Miss Verinder saw me leave the room again, with
the jewel in my hand. Can you trace my proceedings from that mo-
ment; can you gucss what I did next?’

‘That is the very point I was coming to,” he rejoined. *It is a ques-
tion with me whether the experiment which I propose as a means of
vindicating your innocence, may not also be made a means of re-
covering the lost Diamond as well. When you left Miss Verinder’s
sitting-room, with the jewel in L your hand, you went back in all prob-
ablhty to your own room ~ —

“Yes? and what then?’

‘It is possible, Mr Blake - I dare not say more - that your idea of
preserving the Diamond led, by a natural sequence, to the idea of
hiding the Diamond, and that the place in which you hid it was some-~
wherc in your bedroom. In that event, the case of the Irish porter may
be your casc. You may remember, under the influence of the second
dose of opium, the place in which you hid the Diamond under the
influence of the first.”

It was my turn now to cnlighten Ezra Jennings. I stopped him be-
fore he could say any more.

‘You are spcculating,’ I said, ‘on a result which cannot possibly take
place. The Diamond is, at this moment, in London.”

He started, and looked at me in great surprise.

‘In London?” he repeated. *“How did it get to London from Lady
Verinder’s house?’

‘Nobody knows.’

“You removed it with your own hand from Miss Verinder’s room.
How was it taken out of your keeping ?

‘T have no idea how it was taken out of my keeping.’

‘Did you see it when you woke in the morning ?’

‘No.’

*Has Miss Verinder recovered possession of it ?’

‘No.’

‘Mr Blake! there seems to be something here which wants clearing
up. May I ask how you know that the Diamond is, at this moment, in
London?’
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I had put precisely the same question to Mr Bruff, when [ made my
first inquirics about the Moonstone, on my return to England. In an-
swering Ezra Jennings, I accordingly repeated what I had myself heard
from the lawyer’s own lips - and what is already familiar to the
readers of these pages.

He showed plainly that he was not satisfied with my reply.

“With all deference to you,’ he said, *and with all deference to your
legal adviscr, I maintain the opinion which I expressed just now. It
rests, I am well aware, on a mere assumption. Pardon me for remind-
ing you that your opinion also rests on a mere assumption as well.”

The view he took of the matter was cntirely new to me. I waited
anxiously to hear how he would defend it.

‘Tassume,’” pursued Ezra Jennings, ‘that the influence of the opium -
after impelling you to possess yourself of the Diamond, with the pur-
pose of securing its safety - might also impel you, acting under the
same influence and the same motive, to hide it somewhere in your
own room. You assume that the Hindoo conspirators could by no possi-
bility commit a mistake. The Indians went to Mr Luker’s house after
the Diamond - and thercfore, in Mr Luker’s possession the Diamond
must be! Have you any evidence to prove that the Moonstone was
taken to London at all? You can’t even gucss how, or by whom, it
was removed from Lady Verinder’s house! Have you any evidence
that the jewel was pledged to Mr Luker? He declares that he never
heard of the Moonstone; and his bankers’ reccipt acknowledges noth-
ing but the deposit of a valuable of great price. The Indians assume
that Mr Luker is lying - and you assume again that the Indians are
right. All T say, in differing with you, is - that my view is possible.
What more, Mr Blake, cither logically or legally, can be said for
yours?’

It was put strongly; but there was no denying that it was put truly
as well.

‘I confess you stagger me,’ I replied. ‘Do you object to my writing
to Mr Bruff, and telling him what you have said?’

*On the contrary, 1 shall be glad if you will write to Mr Bruff. If
we consult his experience, we may sce the matter under a new light.
For the present, let us return to our experiment with the opium. We
have decided that you leave off the habit of smoking from this
moment?’

‘From this moment.’
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*That is the first step. The next step is to reproduce, as nearly as we
can, the domestic circumstances which surrounded you last year.’

How was this to be done? Lady Verinder was dead. Rachel and 1,
so long as the suspicion of theft rested on me, were parted irrevocably.
Godfrey Ablewhite was away, travelling on the Continent. It was
simply impossible to reassemble the people who had inhabited the
house when I had slept in it last. The statement of this objection did
not appear to embarrass Ezra Jennings. He attached very little impor-
tance, he said, to reassembling the same people - seeing that it would
be vain to expect them to reassume the various positions which they
had occupied towards me in the past times. On the other hand, he
considered it essential to the success of the experiment that I'should see
the same objects about me which had surrounded me when I was last
in the house.

*‘Above all things,” he said, ‘you must sleep in the room which you
slept in on the birthday night, and it must be furnished in the same
way. The stairs, the corridors, and Miss Verinder's sitting-room must
also be restored to what they were when you saw them last. It is abso-
lutely necessary, Mr Blake, to replace every article of furniture in that
part of the house which may now be put away. The sacrifice of your
cigars will be useless unless we can get Miss Verinder’s permission to
do that.’

“Who is to apply to her for permission?’ I asked.

‘Is it not possible for you to apply ?’

‘Quitc out of the question. After what has passed between us on the
subject of the lost Diamond, 1 can ncither sce her, nor write to her, as
things arc now.’

Ezra Jennings paused, and considered for 2 moment.

‘May I ask you a delicate question ?” he said.

I signed to him to go on.

‘Am I right, Mr Blake, in fancying {from one or two things which
have dropped from you) that you felt no common intercst in Miss
Verinder in former times?’

*Quite right.’

*Was the feeling returned ?’

‘Tt was.’

‘Do you think Miss Verinder would be likely to feel a strong inter-
cst in the attempt to prove your innocence?’

‘T am certain of it.”
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‘In that casc, I will writc to Miss Verinder - if you will give me
leave.

‘Telling her of the proposal that you have made to me?’

‘Telling her of cverything that has passed between us to-day.’

It is necdless to say that I cagerly accepted the service which he had
offered to me.

‘I shall have time to write by to-day’s post,” he said, looking at his
watch. ‘Don’t forget to lock up your cigars when you get back to the
hotel! T will call to~morrow morning and hear how you have passed
the night.’

I rose to take leave of him; and attempted to express the grateful
sense of his kindness which I really felt.

He pressed my hand gently. ‘Remember what I told you on the
moor,” he answered. ‘If [ can do you this little scrvice, Mr Blake, I
shall fecl it like a last glcam of sunshinc falling on the evening of a long

and clouded day.’

Woe parted. It was then the fifteenth of June. The events of the next
ten days - every onc of them more or less directly connected with the
experiment of which I was the passive object - are all placed on re-
cord, exactly as they happened, in the Journal habitually kept by Mr
Candy’s assistant. In the pages of Ezra Jennings nothing is concealed,
and nothing is forgotten. Let Ezra Jennings tell how the venture with
the opium was tried, and how it ended.
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FOURTH NARRATIVE

Extracted from the Journal of Ezra Jennings

1849. — June 15¢th. ... With some intcrruption from patients, and some
interruption from pain, I finished my letter to Miss Verinder in time
for to-day’s post. I failed to make it as short a letter as I could have
wished. But I think I have made it plain. It leaves her entirely mistress
of her own decision. If she consents to assist the experiment, she con-
sents of her own free will, and not as a favour to Mr Franklin Blake or
to me.

June 16th. — Rosc late, after a dreadful night; the vengeance of yester-
day’s opium pursuing me through a series of frightful dreams. At one
time, I was whirling through empty space with the phantoms of the
dead, friends and encmics together. At another, the one beloved face
which I shall never sce again, rose at my bedside, hideously phosphor-
escent in the black darkness, and glarcd and grinned at me. A slight
return of the old pain, at the usual time in the carly morning, was wcl-
come as a change. [t dispelled the visions - and it was bearable because
it did that.

My bad night made it latc in the morning before I could get to Mr
Franklin Blake. I found him stretched on the sofa, breakfasting on
brandy and soda-water, and a dry biscuit.

‘I am beginning, as well as you could possibly wish,” he said. ‘A
muiscrable, restless night; and a total failure of appetite this morning.
Exactly what happened last year when I gave up my cigars. The sooner
I am ready for my second dose of laudanum, the better I shall be
pleased.

*You shall have it on the carliest possible day,’ I answered. ‘In the
meantime, we must be as careful of your health as we can. If we allow
you to become cxhausted, we shall fail in that way. You must get an
appetite for your dinner. In other words, you must get a ride or a
walk this morning, in the fresh air.’

‘I will ride, if they can find me a horse here. By the bye, I wrote to
Mr Bruff yesterday. Have you written to Miss Verinder?’

“Yes - by last night’s post.’

‘Very good. We shall have some news worth hearing to tell each
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other to-morrow. Don’t go yet! I have a word to say to you. You
appeared to think yesterday that our experiment with the opium was
not likely to be viewed very favourably by some of my friends. You
were quite right. I call old Gabricl Betteredge one of my friends; and
you will be amused to hear that he protested strongly when I saw him
yesterday. ““You have done a wonderful number of foolish things in
the course of your life, Mr Franklin; but this tops them all!”” Therc is
Betteredge’s opinion! You will make allowance for his prejudices, 1
am sure, if you and he happen to meet?’

I left Mr Blake to go my rounds among my patients, feeling the
better and the happicr even for the short interview that I had had with
him.

‘What is the secret of the attraction that there is for me in this man?
Docs it only mean that I fecl the contrast between the frankly kind
manncr in which he has allowed me to become acquainted with him,
and the merciless dislike and distrust with which I am met by other
people? Or is there really something in him which answers to the
yearning that  have for a little human sympathy - the yearning which
has survived the solitude and persecution of many years, which scems
to grow keener and keener as the time comes nearer and nearer when
I shall endure and feel no more? How uscless to ask these questions!
Mr Blake has given me a new interest in life. Let that be enough, with-
out secking to know what the new interest is.

June 17th. - Before breakfast, this morning, Mr Candy informed me
that he was going away for a fortnight, on 2 visit to a friend in the
south of England. He gave mc as many special directions, poor fellow,
about the patients, as if he still had the large practice which he pos-
sessed before he was taken ill. The practice is worth little enough now!
Other doctors have superseded him; and nobody who can help it will
cmploy me.

It is perhaps fortunate that he is to be away just at this time. He
would have been mortified if T had not informed him of the experi-
ment which I am going to try with Mr Blake. And I hardly know
what undesirable results might not have happened if T had taken
him into my confidence. Better as it is. Unquestionably, better as
it is.

The post brought me Miss Verinder’s answer, after Mr Candy had
lefe the house.
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A charming letter! It gives me the highest opinion of her. There is
no attempt to conceal the interest that she feels in our proecedings. She
tells me, in the prettiest manner, that my letter has satisfied her of Mr
Blake’s innocence, without the slightest need (so far as she is con-
cerned) of putting my assertion to the proof. She even upbraids her-
self - most undeservedly, poor thing! - for not having divined at the
time what the true solution of the mystery might really be. The mo-
tive underlying all this procceds evidently from something more than
a gencrous eagerness to make atonement for a wrong which she has
innocently inflicted on another person. It is plain that she has loved
him throughout the estrangement between them. Tn more than once
place the rapture of discovering that he has deserved to be loved,
breaks its way innocently through the stoutest formalities of pen and
ink, and even defics the stronger restraint still of writing to a stranger.
Is it possible (I ask mysclf, in reading this delightful letter) that I, of all
mcn in the world, am chosen to be the means of bringing these two
young people together again? My own happiness has been trampled
under foot; my own love has been torn from me. Shall I live to see a
happiness of others, which is of my making - a love renewed, which
is of my bringing back? O merciful Death, let me sce it before your
arms enfold me, before your voice whispers to me, ‘Rest at last!’

There are two requests contained in the letter. Onc of them pre-
vents me from showing it to Mr Franklin Blake. I am authorized to
tell him that Miss Verinder willingly consents to place her housc at our
disposal; and, that said, I am desired to add no more.

So far, it is casy to comply with her wishes. But the second request
embarrasses me scriously. Not. content with having written to Mr
Betteredge, instructing him to carry out whatever directions I may
have to give, Miss Verinder asks lcave to assist me, by personally
supcrmtcudmg the restoration of her own sitting-room. She only
waits a word of reply from mc, to make tl]CJOUFllC) to Yorkshire, and
to be present as onc of the witnesses on the night when the opiun is
tried for the second time.

Here again there is a2 motive under the surface; and here again 1
fancy that I can find it out.

What she has forbidden me to tell Mr Franklin Blake, she is (as I
interpret it) cager to tell him with her own lips, before hic is put to the
test which is to vindicate his character in the eyes of other people. I
understand and admire this generous anxicty to acquit him, without
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waiting until his innocence may, or may not, be proved. It is the atone-
ment that she is Jonging to make, poor gitl, after having innocently
and incvitably wronged him. But the thing cannot be done. I have no
sort of doubt that the agitation which a meeting between them would
produce on both sides — reviving dormant feclings, appealing to old
memories, awakening new hopes - would, in their effect on the mind
of Mr Blake, be almost certainly fatal to the success of our experiment.
It is hard cnough, as things are, to reproduce in him the conditions as
they existed, or nearly as they existed last year. With new interests and
new cmotions to agitate him, the attempt would be simply uscless.

And yet, knowing this, I cannot find it in my heart to disappoint
her. I must try if I can discover some new arrangement, before post-
time, which will allow me to say Yes to Miss Verinder, without dam-
age to the service which I have bound myself to render to Mr Franklin
Blake.

Two o’clock. - I have just rcturned from my round of medical
visits; having begun, of coursc, by calling at the hotel.

Mr Blake’s report of the night is the same as before. He has had
some intervals of broken sleep, and no more. But he feels it less to-
day, having slept after yesterday’s dinner. This after-dinner sleep is
the resule, no doubt, of the ride which I advised him to take. I fear I
shall have to curtail his restorative excrcise in the fresh air. He must,
not be too well; he must not be too ill. It is a case (as a sailor would
say) of very finc steering.

Hec has not heard yet from Mr Bruff. I found him cager to know if
I had received any answer from Miss Verinder.

I told him cxactly what I was permitted to tell, and no more. It was
quite ncedless to invent excuses for not showing him the letter. He
told me bitterly enough, poor fellow, that he understood the delicacy
which disinclined me to producc it.  She consents, of course, as a mat-
ter of common courtesy and common justice,” he said. *But she keeps
her own opinion of me, and waits to sce the result.” I was sorcly
tempted to hint that he was now wronging her as she had wronged
him. On reflection, I shrank from forestalling her in the double
luxury of surprising and forgiving him.

My visit was a very short one. After the experience of the other
night, I have been compelled once more to give up my dosc of opium.
As a necessary result, the agony of the discase that is in mc has got the
upper hand again. I felt the attack coming on, and left abruptly, so as
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not to alarm or distress him. It only lasted a quarter of an hour this
time, and it left me strength cnough to go on with my work.

Five o’clock. - T have written my reply to Miss Verinder.

The arrangement I have proposed reconciles the interests on both
sides, if she will only consent to it. After first stating the objections
that there are to a meeting between Mr Blake and hersclf, before the
experiment is tried, I have suggested that she could so time her journcy
as to arrive at the housc privately on the evening when we make the
attempt. Travelling by the afternoon train from London, she would
dclay her arrival until nine o’clock. At that hour I have undertaken to
scc Mr Blake safcly into his bedchamber; and so to leave Miss Verin-
der free to occupy her own rooms until the time comes for adminis-
tering the laudanum. When that has been done, there can be no objec-
tion to her watching the result with the rest of us. On the next moen-
ing, she shall show Mr Blake (if she likes) her correspondence with
me, and shall satisfy him in that way that he was acquitted in her esti-
mation, before the question of his innocence was put to the proof.

In that scnse, [ have written to her. This is all that I can do to-day.
To-morrow I must sce Mr Betteredge, and give the necessary dircc-
tions for rcopening the house.

June 18th. - Late again in calling on Mr Franklin Blake. More of that
horrible pain in the early morning, followed this time by complete
prostration for some hours. I foresce, in spite of the penalties which it
exacts from me, that I shall have to return to the opium for the hun-
dredth time. If T had only mysclf to think of, I should prefer the sharp
pains to the frightful dreams. But the physical suffering exhausts me.
If I let mysclf sink, it may cnd in my becoming useless to Mr Blake at
the time when he wants me most.

It was ncarly onc o’clock before I could get to the hotel to-day. The
visit, cven in my shattered condition, proved to be a most amusing
one ~ thanksentircly to the prescnce on the scene of Gabricl Betteredge.

I found him in the room when I went in. He withdrew to the win-
dow and looked out, while I put my first customary question to my
paticnt. Mr Blake had slept badly again, and he felt the loss of rest this
morning more than he had fele it yet.

I asked next if he had heard from Mr Bruff.

A lctter had reached him that morning. Mr Bruff expressed the
strongest disapproval of the course which his friend and client was
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taking under my advice. It was mischicvous - for it excited hopes that
might never be realized. It was quite unintclligible to is mind, except
that it looked like a piecc of trickery, akin to the trickery of mesmer-
ism, clairvoyance, and the like. It unscttled Miss Verinder’s housc, and
it would end in unsettling Miss Verinder herself. He had put the case
(without mentioning names) to an cminent physician; and the emi-
nent physician had smiled, had shaken his head, and had said - noth-
ing. On these grounds, Mr Bruff entered his protest, and left it there.

My next inquiry related to the subject of the Diamond. Had the
lawyer produced any evidence to prove that the jewel was in London?

No, the lawyer had simply declined to discuss the question. He was
himself satisfied that the Moonstone had been pledged to Mr Luker.
His eminent absent friend, Mr Murthwaite (whose consummate know-
ledge of the Indian character no one could deny), was satisfied also.
Under these circumstances, and with the many demands already made
on him, he must decline entering into any disputes on the subject of
evidence. Time would show ; and Mr Bruff was willing to wait for time.

It was quitc plain — even if Mr Blake had not made it plainer still by
reporting the substance of the letter, instcad of reading what was actu-
ally written - that distrust of me was at the bottom of this. Having
myself forcseen that result, I was neither mortified nor surprised. 1
asked 'Mr Blake if his friend’s protest had shaken him. He answered
emphatically, that it had not produced the slightest cffect on his mind.
I 'was frec after that to dismiss Mr Bruff from considcration - and I did
dismiss him accordingly.

A pause in the talk between us followed - and Gabricl Bettercdge
came out from his retirement at the window.

*Can you favour mc with your attention, sic?” he inquired, address-
ing himself to me.

‘I am quite at your service,” I answered.

Betteredge took a chair and scated himsclf at the table. He produced
a huge old-fashioned leather pocket-book, with a pencil of dimensions
to match. Having put on his spectacles, he opened the pocket-book, at
a blank page, and addressed himself to me once more.

‘I have lived,’ said Betteredge, looking at me sternly, ‘nigh on fifty
years in the service of my late lady. I was page-boy before that, in the
service of the old lord, her father. I am now somewhere between
seventy and cighty years of age — never mind exactly where! I am
reckoned to have got as pretty a knowledge and expericnce of the
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world as most men. And what does it all end in? It ends, Mr Ezra Jen-
nings, in a conjuring trick being performed on Mr Franklin Blake by
adoctor’s assistant with a bottle of laudanum - and by the living jingo,
P'm appointed, in my old age, to be conjurer’s boy!”

Mr Blake burst out laughing. I attempted to speak. Betteredge held
up his hand, in token that he had not done yet.

‘Not a word, Mr Jennings!” he said. ‘It don’t want a word, sir, from
vou. I have got my principles, thank God. If an order comes to me,
whicl is own brother to an order come from Bedlam, it don’t matter.
So long as I get it from my master or mistress, as the case may be, I
obey it. [ may have my own opinion, which is also, you will pleasc to
remember, the opinion of Mr Bruff - the Great Mr Bruff!” said Bet-
teredge, raising his voice, and shaking his head at me solemnly. ‘It
don’t matter; I withdraw my opinion, for all that. My young lady
says, “‘Doit.”” And I say, *“Miss, it shall be done.” Here I am, with my
book and my pencil - the latter not pointed so well as I could wish,
but when Christians take Icave of their senses, who is to expect that
pencils will keep their points? Give me your orders, Mr Jennings. I'll
have them in writing, sir. ’'m determined not to be behind em, or
before "em, by so much as a hair’s-breadth. I'm a blind agent — that’s
what I am. A blind agent!” repeated Betteredge, with infinite relish of
his own description of himsclf.

‘I am very sorry,’ I began, ‘that you and I don’t agree - -’

‘Don’t bring me into it!” interposed Betteredge. “This is not a mat-
ter-of agreement, it’s a matter of obedience. Issuc your directions, sir ~
issuc your directions!’

Mr Blake made me a sign to take him at his word. I ‘issucd my
directions’ as plainly and as gravely as I could.

‘I wish certain parts of the housc to be reopencd,’ I said, “and to be
furnished cxactly as they were furnished at this time last year.’

Betteredge gave his imperfectly pointed pencil a preliminary lick
with his tongue. ‘Name the parts, Mr Jennings!” he said loftily.

“First, the inner hall, leading to the chicf staircase.’

¢ “First, the inner hall,”* Betteredge wrote. ‘Impossible to furnish
that, sir, as it was furnished last year - to begin with.’

‘Why?’

‘Because there was a stuffed buzzard, Mr Jennings, in the hall last
year. When the family left, the buzzard was put away with the other
things. When the buzzard was put away - he burst.’

398



*We will except the buzzard then.’

Betteredge took a note of the cxception. * “The inner hall to be
furnished again as furnished last year. A burst buzzard alone excepe-
cd.” Please to go on, Mr Jennings.’

“The carpet to be laid down on the stairs as before.”

* “The carpet to be laid down on the stairs as before.” Sorry to dis-
appoint you, sir. But that can’t be done cither.’

‘Why not?’

‘Becausc the man who laid that carpet down is dead, Mr Jennings —
and the like of him for reconciling together a carpet and a corner is not
to be found in all England, look where you may.’

‘Very well. We must try the next best man in England.’

Betteredge took another note; and I went on issuing my directions.

‘Miss Verinder's sitting-room to be restored cxactly to what it was
last year. Also, the corridor leading from the sitting-room to the first
landing. Also, the second corridor, leading from the second landing to
the best bedrooms. Also, the bedroom occupied last June by Mr Frank-
lin Blake.’

Bettercdge’s blunt pencil followed me conscientiously, word by
word. ‘Go on, sir,” he said, with sardonic gravity. “There’s a deal of
writing left in the point of this peneil yet.’

I told him that I had no more directions to give. ‘Sir,” said Better-
edge, ‘in that case, I have a point or two to put on my own behalf’
Hc opencd the pocket-book at a new page, and gave the inexhaustible
pencil another preliminary lick.

‘I wish to know,” he began, ‘whether I may or may not wash my
hands - =

‘You may decidedly,’ said Mr Blake. ‘T'll ring for the waiter.’

‘~ of certain responsibilities,” pursued Betteredge, impenctrably de-
clining to sce anybody in the room but himsclf and me. ‘As to Miss
Verinder’s sitting-room, to begin with. When we took up the carpet
last year, Mr Jennings, we found a surprising quantity of pins. Am1
responsible for putting back the pins?’

*Certainly not.’

Betteredge made a note of that concession on the spot.

‘As to the first corridor next,” he resumed. ‘ When we moved the
ornaments in that part, we moved a statue of a fat naked child - pro-
fanely described in the cataloguc of the housc as “Cupid, God of
Love™’. He had two wings last ycar, in the fleshy part of his shoulders.
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My cye being off him for the moment, he lost one of them. Am I re-
sponsible for Cupid’s wing ?’

I made another concession, and Betteredge made another note.

*As to the sccond corridor,” he went on. “There having becn noth-
ing in it last year but the doors of the rooms (to cvery one of which I
can swear, if necessary), my mind is casy, I admit, respecting that part
of the house only. But as to Mr Franklin’s bedroom (if that is to be put
back to what it was before), I want to know who is responsible for
keeping it in a perpetual state of litter, no matter how often it may be
set right — his trousers here, his towels there, and his French novels
everywhere. I say, who is responsible for untidying the tidiness of Mr
Franklin’s room, him or me?’

Mr Blake declared that he would assume the whole responsibility
with the greatest pleasurc. Betteredge obstinately declined to listen to
any solution of the difficulty, without first referring it to my sanction
and approval. I accepted Mr Blake’s proposal; and Betteredge made a
last entry in the pocket-book to that cffect.

‘Look in when you like, Mr Jennings, beginning from to-morrow,’
he said, getting on his legs. *You will find me at work, with the neces-
sary persons to assist me. [ respectfully beg to thank vou, sir, for over-
looking the case of the stuffed buzzard, and the other case of the
Cupid’s wing - as also for permitting me to wash my hands of all re-
sponsibility in respect of the pins on the carpet, and the litter in Mr
Franklin’s room. Speaking as a servant, I am deeply indebted to you.
Speaking as a man, I consider you to be a person whosc head is full of
maggots, and I take up my testimony against your cxperiment as a
dclusion and a snare. Don’t be afraid, on that account, of my feclings
as a man getting in the way of my duty as a scrvant! You shall be
obeyed. The maggots notwithstanding, sir, you shall be obeycd. If it
ends in your sctting the house on fire, Damme if I send for the engines,
unless you ring the bell and order them first!’

With that farewell assurance, he made me a bow, and walked out
of the room.

‘Do you think we can depend on him?’ T asked.

‘Implicitly,” answered Mr Blake. “When we go to the house, we
shall find nothing neglected, and nothing forgotten.’

June 19th. — Another protest against our contemplated proceedings!
From a lady this time.
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The morning's post brought me two letters. One, from Miss Verin-
der, consenting, in the kindest manner, to the arrangement that I have
proposed. The other from the lady under whose care she is living - one
Mrs Merridew.

Mrs Merridew presents her compliments, and docs not pretend to
understand the subject on which Ihave been corresponding with Miss
Verinder in its scientific bearings. Viewed in its social bearings, how-
ever, she feels free to pronounce an opinion. I am probably, Mrs
Merridew thinks, not aware that Miss Verinder is barely nincteen
years of age. To allow a young lady, at her time of life, to be present
(without a ‘chaperon’) in a house full of men among whom a medical
cxperiment is being carried on, is an outrage on propricty which Mrs
Merridew cannot possibly permit. If the matter is allowed to proceed,
she will feel it to be her duty - at a serious sacrifice of her own personal
convenience - to accompany Miss Verinder to Yorkshire. Under these
circumstances, she ventures to request that I will kindly reconsider the
subject, sceing that Miss Verinder declines to be guided by any opinion
but minc. Her prescnce cannot possibly be necessary ; and 2 word from
me, to that effect, would relieve both Mrs Merridew and myself of a
very unpleasant responsibility.

Translated from polite commonplace into plain English, the mcan-
ing of this is, as I take it, that Mrs Merridew stands in mortal fear of
the opinion of the world. She has unfortunately appealed to the very
last man in existence who has any rcason to regard that opinion with
respect. I won’t disappoint Miss Verinder; and I won’t delay a recon-
ciliation between two young peaple who love each other, and who
have been parted too long already. Translated from plain English into
polite commonplace, this means that Mr Jennings presents his compli-
ments to Mrs Merridew, and regrets that he cannot feel justified in
interfering any farther in the matter.

MrBlake’s report of himsclf this morning wasthesame asbefore. We
determined not to disturb Betteredge by overlooking himaat the house
to-day. To-morrow will be time enough for our first visit of inspection.

June zoth. -~ Mr Blake is beginning to feel his continued restlessness at
night. The sooner the rooms are refurnished now the better.

On our way to the housc this morning he consulted me, with some
nervous impatience and irresolution, about a letter (forwarded to him
from London) which he had received from Sergeant Cuff.
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The Sergeant writes from Ireland. He acknowledges the receipt
(through his housekecper) of a card and message which Mr Blake left
at his residence near Dorking, and announces his return to England as
likely to take place in a week or less. In the meantime, he requests to be
favoured with Mr Blake’s reasons for wishing to speak to him (as
stated in the message) on the subject of the Moonstone. If Mr Blake
can convict him of having made any scrious mistake, in the course of
his last year’s inquiry concerning the Diamond, he will consider it a
duty (after the liberal manner in which he was treated by the late Lady
Verinder) to place himself at that gentleman’s disposal. If not, he begs
permission to remain in his retircment, surrounded by the peaceful
floricultural attractions of a country life.

After reading the Ietter, 1 had no hesitation in advising Mr Blake to
inform Sergeant Cuff, in reply, of all that had happened since the in-
quiry was suspended last year, and to leave him to draw his own con-
clusions from the plain facts.

On second thoughts, I also suggested inviting the Sergeant to be
present at the experiment, in the event of his returning to England in
time to join us. He would be a valuable witness to have, in any case;
and, if I proved to be wrong in believing the Diamond to be hidden in
Mr Blake’s room, his advice might be of great importance, at a future
stage of the proccedings over which I could exercise no control. This
last considcration appeared to decide Mr Blake. He promised to follow
my advice.

The sound of the hammer informed us that the work of refurnish-
ing was in full progress as we entered the drive that led to the house.

Betteredge, attired for the occasion in a fisherman’s red cap and an
apron of green baize, met us in the outer hall. The moment he saw me
he pulled out the pocket-book and pencil, and obstinately insisted on
taking notes of everything that I said to him. Look where we might,
we found, as Mr Blake had foretold, that the work was advancing as
rapidly and as intclligently as it was possible to desire. But there was
still much to be done in the inner hall, and in Miss Verinder’s room. It
scemed doubtful whether the house would be ready for us before the
end of the week. '

Having congratulated Betteredge on the progress that he had made
(he persisted in taking notes every time I opened my lips; declining,
at the same time, to pay the slightest attention to anything said by Mr
Blake); and having promiscd to return for a second visit of inspection
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in a day or two, we prepared to Jeave the house, going out by the
back way. Before we werc clear of the passages downstairs, I was
stopped by Betteredge, just as I was passing the door which led into
his own room.

‘Could I say two words to you in private?” he asked, in a mysterious
whisper.

I consented, of course. Mr Blake walked on to wait for me in the
garden, while I accompanicd Betteredge into his room. I fully antici-
pated a demand for certain new concessions, following the precedent
already established in the cascs of the stuffed buzzard, and the Cupid’s
wing. To my great surprise, Betteredge laid his hand confidentially on
my arm, and put this extraordinary question to me:

‘Mr Jennings, do you happen to be acquainted with Robinson
Crusoc?’

I answered that I had read Robinson Crusee when I was a child.

‘Not since then?’ inquired Betteredge.

‘Not since then.’

He fell back a few steps, and looked at me with an expression of
compassionate curiosity, tempered by superstitious awe.

‘He has not read Robinson Crusoe since he was a child,’ said Better-
edge, speaking to himself - not to me. “Let’s try how Robinson Crusoe
strikes him now!’

He unlocked a cupboard in a corner, and produced a dirty and
dog’s-cared book, which exhaled a strong odour of stale tobacco as he
turned over the leaves. Having found a passage of which he was ap-
parently in searcl, he requested me to join him in the corner; still
mysteriously confidential, and still speaking under his breath.

*In respect to this hocus~pocus of yours, sir, with the laudanum and
Mr Franklin Blake,” he began. ‘While the workpeople are in the
house, my duty as a servant gets the better of my feelings as a man.
When the workpeople are gone, my feelings as 2 man get the better
of my duty as a servant. Very good. Last night, Mr Jennings, it was
borne in powerfully on my mind that this new medical enterprise of
vours would end badly. If T had yielded to that secret Dictate, I should
have put all the furniture away again with my own hand, and have
warned the workmen off the premises when they came the next
morning.’

‘Iam glad to find, from what [ have seen upstairs,” I said, ‘that you
resisted the secret Dictate.’
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‘Resisted isn’t the word,” answered Betteredge. “Wrostled is the
word. I wrostled, sir, between the silent orders in my bosom pulling
me one way, and the written orders in my pocket-book pushing me
the other, until (saving your presence) I was in a cold sweat. In that
dreadful perturbation of mind and laxity of body, to what remedy did
I apply ? To the remedy, sir, which has never failed me yet for the last
thirty years and more — to This Book!”

He hit the book a sounding blow with his open hand, and struck
out of it a stronger smell of stale tobacco than ever.

*What did I find here,” pursued Betteredge, ‘at the first page I
opencd ? This awful bit, sir, page one hundred and seventy-cight, as
follows: — “ Upon these, and many like Reflections, I afterwards made
it a certain rule with me, That whenever I found those secret Hints or
Pressings of my Mind, to doing, or not doing any Thing that pre-
sented; or to going this Way or that Way, I never failed to obey the
sccret Dictate.” — As I live by bread, Mr Jennings, those were the first
words that met my eye, exactly at the time when 1 myself was sctting
the secret Dictate at defiance! You don’t see anything at all out of the
common in that, do you, sic?’

‘I see a coincidence - nothing more.’

*You don’t feel at all shaken, Mr Jennings, in respect to this medical
enterprise of yours?’

*Not the least in the world.”

Betteredge stared hard at me in dead silence. He closed the book
with great deliberation; he locked it up again in the cupboard with
extraordinary care; he wheeled round, and stared hard at me once
more. Then he spoke.

*Sir,” he said gravely, ‘there are great allowances to be made for a
man who has not read Robinson Crusoe since he was a child. I wish you
good-morning.’

He opened his door with a low bow, and left me at liberty to find
my own way into the garden. I met Mr Blake returning to the house.

‘You necdn’t tell me what has happened,” he said. “Betteredge has
played his last card: he has made another prophetic discovery in Robin-
son Crusoe. Have you humoured his favourite delusion? No? You have
let him sce that you don’t believe in Robinsonr Crusoe? Mr Jennings!
you have fallen to the lowest possible place in Betteredge’s estimation.
Say what you like, and do what you like, for the future. You will find
that he won’t waste another word on you now.’
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June 21st. - A short entry must suffice in my journal to-day.

Mr Blake has had the worst night that he has passed yet. T have been
obliged, greatly against my will, to prescribe for hini. Men of his sen-
sitive organization are fortunately quick in feeling the effect of reme-
dial measures. Otherwise, I should be inclined to fear that he will
be totally unfit for the experiment when the time comes to try
1t.

As for myself, after some little remission of my pains for the last two
days, I had an attack this momming, of which I shall say nothing but
that it has decided me to return to the opium. I shall close this book,
and take my full dosc - five hundred drops.

June 2znd. — Our prospects look better to-day. Mr Blake’s nervous
suffering is greatly allayed. He slept a little last night. My night, thanks
to the opium, was the night of a man who is stunned. 1 can’t say that
I woke this morming; the fitter expression would be, that I recovered
my scnscs.

‘We drove to the house to sce if the refurnishing was done. It will be
completed to-morrow — Saturday. As Mr Blake foretold, Betteredge
raised no further obstacles. From first to last, he was ominously polite,
and ominously silent.

My medical enterprise (as Betteredge calls it) must now, incvitably,
be delayed until Monday next. To-morrow cvening the worknien
will be late in the house. On the next day, the cstablished Sunday
tyranny which is one of the institutions of this frec country, so times
the trains as to make it impossible to ask anybody to travel to us from
London. Until Monday comes, there is nothing to be done but to
watch Mr Blake carcfully, and to keep him, if possible, in the same
statc in which I find him to-day.

In the meanwhile, I have prevailed on him to write to Mr Bruff,
making a point of it that he shall be present as one of the witnesses. I
especially choose the lawyer because he is strongly prejudiced against
us. If we convince hint, we place our victory beyond the possibility of
dispute.

Mr Blake has also written to Sergeant Cuff; and T have sent a line
to Miss Verinder. With these, and with old Betteredge (who is really
a person of importance in the family) we shall have witnesses enough
for the purpose — without including Mrs Merridew, if Mrs Mcrridew
persists in sacrificing herself to the opinion of the world.
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June 23rd. ~ The vengeance of the opium overtook me again last
night. No matter; I must go on with it now till Monday is past and
gone.

Mr Blake is not so well again to-day. At two this morning, he con-
fesses that he opened the drawer in which his cigars are put away. He
only succeeded in locking it up again by a violent effort. His next pro-
ceeding, in case of temptation, was to throw the key out of window.
The waiter brought it in this morning, discovered at the bottom of an
cmpty cistern - such is Fate! I have taken possession of the key until
Tucsday next.

June 24th. - Mr Blake and T took a long drive in an open carriage. We
both felt beneficially the blessed influence of the soft summer air. [
dined with him at the hotel. To my great relicf - for I found him in
an overwrought, overexcited state, this morning - he had two hours’
sound sleep on the sofa after dinner. If he has another bad night now -
I am not afraid of the conscquences.

June 25th, Monday. — The day of the experiment! It is five o’clock in
the afternoon. We have just arrived at the house.

The first and foremost question is the question of Mr Blake’s health.

So far as it is possible for me to judge, he promises (physically
speaking) to be quite as susceptible to the action of the opium to-night
as he was at this time last year. He s, this afternoon, in a statc of ner-
vous sensitivencss which just stops short of nervous irritation. He
changes colour rcadily; his hand is not quite steady; and he starts at
chance noiscs, and at unexpected appearances of persons and things.

These results have all been produced by deprivation of sleep, which
is in its turn the nervous consequence of a sudden cessation in the habit
of smoking, after that habit has been carried to an extreme. Here are
the same causes at work again which operated last year; and here are,
apparently, the same effects. Will the parallel still hold good, when the
final test has becn tried ? The events of the night must decide.

‘While I'write these lines, Mr Blake is amusing himself at the billiard-
table in the inner hall, practising different strokes in the game, as he
was accustomed to practisc them when he was a guest in this house in
June last. I have brought my journal here, partly with a view to occu~-
pying the idle hours which I am sure to have on my hands between
this and to-morrow moming; partly in the hope that something may
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happen which it may be worth my while to placc on record at the
time.

Have I omitted anything thus far? A glance at yesterday’s entry
shows me that I have forgotten to note the arrival of the morming’s
post. Let me set this right, before I close these leaves for the present,
and join Mr Blake.

I received a few lines then, yesterday, from Miss Verinder. She has
arranged to travel by the afternoon train, as I recommended. Mrs
Merridew has insisted on accompanying her. The note hints that the
old lady’s generally excellent temper is a little ruffled, and requests all
due indulgence for her, in consideration of her age and her habits. I
will endeavour, in my relations with Mrs Merridew, to emulate the
moderation which Betteredge displays in his relations with me. He
received us to-day, portentously arrayed in his best black suit and his
stiffest white cravat. Whenever he looks my way, he remembers that
I have not read Robinson Crusoe since I was a child, and he respectfully
pities me.

Yesterday, also, Mr Blake had the lawyer’s answer. Mr Broff
accepts the invitation ~ under protest. It is, he thinks, clearly nccessary
that a gentleman posscssed of the average allowance of common sense,
should accompany Miss Verinder to the scene of, what he will venture
to call, the proposed exhibition. For want of a better escort, Mr Bruff
himself will be that gentleman. So here is poor Miss Verinder pro-
vided with two ‘chaperons’. It is a relief to think that the opinion of
the world must surely be satisfied with this!

Nothing has becn heard of Scrgeant Cuff. He is no doubt still in
Ircland. We must not expect to sec him to-night.

Betteredge has just come in, to say that Mr Blake has asked for me.

I must lay down my pen for the present.
Seven o’clock. — We have been all over the refurnished rooms and
staircases again; and we have had a pleasant stroll in the shrubbery
which was Mr Blake’s favourite walk when he was here last. In this
way, I hope to revive the old impressions of places and things as vivid-
ly as possible in his mind.

We are now going to dine, exactly at the hour at which the birth-
day dinner was given last year. My object, of course, is a purcly medi-
cal one in this case. The laudanum must find the process of digestion,
as nearly as may be, where the laudanum found it last year.
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At a reasonable time after dinner, I propose to lead the conversation
back again - as inartificially as I can ~ to the subject of the Diamond,
and of the Indian conspiracy to steal it. When I have filled his mind
with these topics, I shall have done all that it is in my power to do, be-
fore the time comes for giving him the second dose.

Half past cight. — I have only this moment found an opportunity of
attending to the most important duty of all; the duty of looking in the
family medicine-chest for thelaudanum which Mr Candy used last year.

Ten minutes since, I caught Betteredge at an unoccupicd moment,
and told him what [ wanted. Without a word of objcction, without
so much as an attempt to produce his pocket-book, he led the way
(making allowances for me at every step) to the storcroom in which
the medicine-chest is kept.

I discovered the bottle, carefully guarded by a glass stopper ticd
over with lcather. The preparation which it contained was, as I had
anticipated, the common Tincturc of Opium. Finding the bottle still
well filled, I have resolved to use it, in preference to employing either
of the two preparations with which I had taken care to provide mysclf,
in case of emergency.

The question of the quantity which I am to administer presents cer-
tain difficaltics. I have thought it over, and have decided on increasing
the dose.

My notes inform me that Mr Candy only administered twenty-five
minims. This is a small dose to have produced the results which fol-
Jowed ~ even in the case of a person so sensitive as Mr Blake. I think it
highly probable that Mr Candy gave more than he supposed himsclf
to have given - knowing, as I do, that he has a keen relish of the
pleasures of the table, and that he measured out the laudanum on the
birthday, after dinner. In any case, I shall run the risk of enlarging the
dose to forty minims. On this occasion, Mr Blake knows beforehand
that he is going to take the laudanum - which is equivalent, physio-
logically speaking, to his having (unconsciously to himself) a certain
capacity in him to resist the effects. If my view is right, a larger quan-
tity is therefore imperatively required, this time, to repeat the results
which the smaller quantity produced last year.

Ten o’clock. — The witnesses, or the company (which shall T call
them ?), reached the house an hour since.
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A little before ninc o’clock, I prevailed on Mr Blake to accompany
me to his bedroom; stating, as a reason, that I wished him to look
round it, for the last time, in order to make quite sure that nothing had
been forgotten in the refurnishing of the room. I had previously
arranged with Bettcredge, that the bedchamber prepared for Mr
Bruff should be the next room to Mr Blake’s, and that I should be in-
formed of the lawyer’s arrival by a knock at the door. Five minutes
after theclock in the hall had struck nine, I heard the knock; and, going
out immediately, met Mr Bruff in the corridor.

My personal appearance (as usual) told against me. Mr Bruff’s dis-
trust looked at me plainly enough out of Mr Brufl’s cyes. Being well
used to producing this effect on strangers, I did not hesitate a moment
in saying what I wanted to say, before the Jawyer found his way into
Mr Blake’s room.

“You have travelled here, I believe, in company with Mrs Merri-
dew and Miss Verinder?’ [ said.

“Yes,” answered Mr Bruff, as dryly as might be.

‘Miss Verinder has probably told you, that I wish her presence in
the house (and Mrs Merridew’s presence of course), to be kept a sceret
from Mr Blake, until my experiment on him has been tried first?’

‘I know that [ am to hold my tongue, sir!” said Mr Bruff impaticnt-
ly. ‘Being habitually silent on the subject of human folly, I am all the
readier to keep my lips closcd on this occasion. Does that satisfy you?’

I bowed, and left Betteredge to show him to his room. Betteredge
gave me one look at parting, which said, as if in so many words, ‘You
have caught a Tartar, Mr Jennings - and the name of him is Bruff”

It was next necessary to get the meeting over with the two ladies.
I descended the stairs - a little nervously, I confess — on my way to
Miss Verinder's sitting-roonu.

The gardener’s wife (charged with looking after the accommoda-
tion of the ladies) met me in the first-floor corridor. This exccllent
womman treats me with an excessive civility which is plainly the off-
spring of downright terror. She stares, trembles, and curtseys when-
ever [ speak to her. On my asking for Miss Verinder, she stared,
trembled, and would no doubt have curtseyed next, if Miss Verinder
herself had not cut that ccremony short by suddenly opening her
sitting-room door.

‘Is that Mr Jennings?” she asked.

Before I could answer, she came out cagerly to speak to me in the
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corridor. We met under the light of a lamp on a bracket. At the first
sight of me, Miss Verinder stopped, and hesitated. She recovered her-
self instantly, coloured for a moment - and then, with a charming
frankness, offered me her hand.

‘I can’t treat you like a stranger, Mr Jennings,” she said. ‘Oh, if you
only knew how happy your letters have made me!”

She looked at my ugly wrinkled face, with a bright gratitude, so
new to me in nry experience of my fellow-creatures, that I was at a
loss how to answer her. Nothing had prepared me for her kindness
and her beauty. The misery of many years has not hardened my heart,
thank God. I was as awkward and as shy with her asif I had been a lad
in my teens.

“Where is he now?’ she asked, giving free expression to ler one
dominant interest — the interest in Mr Blake. “What is he doing? Has
he spoken of me? Is he in good spirits? How does he bear the sight of
the house after what happened in it last year? When arc you going to
give him the laudanum? May I see you pour it out? I am so interested;
I am so excited — I have ten thousand things to say to you, and they
all crowd together so that I don’t know what to say first. Do you
wonder at the interest I take in this?’

‘No,’ I said. ‘I venture to think that I thoroughly understand it.’

She was far above the paltry affectation of being confused. She an-
swered me as she might have answered a brother or a father.

“You have relieved me of indescribable wretchedness; you have
given me a new lifc. How can I be ungrateful enough to have any
concealments from you? I love him,” she said simply, ‘I have loved
him from first to last — even when I was wronging him in my own
thoughts; even when I was saying the hardest and the crucllest words
to him. Is there any excuse for me in that? I hope there is — I am afraid
it is the only excusc I have. When to-morrow comes, and he knows
that T am in the house, do you think — -2’

She stopped again, and looked at me very earnestly.

‘“When to-morrow comes,’ I said, ‘I think you have only to tell
him what you have just told me.’

Her face brightened; she came a step nearer to me. Her fingers
triflcd nervously with a flower which I had picked in the garden, and
which I had put into the button-hole of my coat.

“You have seen a great deal of him lately,” she said. “Have you,
rcally and truly, seen that?’
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‘Really and truly,’ I answered. ‘I am quite certain of what will hap-
pen to-morrow. I wish I could feel as certain of what will happen to-
night.’

At that point in the conversation, we were interrupted by the ap-
pearance of Betteredge with the tea-tray. He gave me another signi-
ficant look as he passed on into the sitting-room. ‘Aye! aye! make
your hay while the sun shincs. The Tartar’s upstairs, Mr Jennings - the
Tartar’s upstairs!’

We followed him into the room. A little old lady, in a corner, very
nicely dressed, and very deeply absorbed over a smart piece of em-
broidery, dropped her work in her lap, and uttered a faint little scrcam
at the first sight of my gipsy complexion and my picbald hair.

‘Mrs Merridew,’ said Miss Verinder, ‘this is Mr Jennings.’

‘I beg Mr Jennings’s pardon,” said the old lady, looking at Miss
Verinder, and speaking at me. ‘Railway travelling always makes me
nervous. I am endcavouring to quiet my mind by occupying mysclf
as usual. I don’t know whether my embroidery is out of place on this
cextraordinary occasion. If it interferes with Mr Jennings's medical
views, I shall be happy to put it away of coursc.’

I hastened to sanction the presence of the embroidery, exactly as
had sanctioned the abscnce of the burst buzzard and the Cupid’s wing.
Mrs Merridew made an effort - 2 grateful effort - to look at my hair,
No! it was not to be done. Mrs Merridew looked back again at Miss
Verinder.

“If Mr Jennings will permit me,” pursued the old lady, ‘I'should like
to ask a favour. Mr Jennings is about to try a scientific experiment to-
night. I used to attend scicntific experiments when I was a girl at
school. They invariably ended in an explosion. If Mr Jennings will be
so very kind, I should like to be warned of the explosion this time.
With a view to getting it over, if possible, before I go to bed.’

I attempted to assure Mrs Merridew that an explosion was not in-
cluded in the programme on this occasion.

*No,’ said the old lady. ‘I am much obliged to Mr Jennings - I am
aware that he is only deceiving me for my own good. I prefer plain
dealing. [ am quite resigned to the explosion — but I do want to get it
over, if possible, before I go to bed.’

Here the door opened, and Mrs Mertidew uttered another little
scream. The advent of the cxplosion? No: only the advent of Better-
edge.
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‘I beg your pardon, Mr Jennings,’ said Betteredge, in his most
elaborately confidential manner. ‘ Mr Franklin wishes to know where
you are. Being under your orders to deceive him, in respect to the pre-
sence of my young lady in the house, I have said I don’t know. That,
you will please to observe, was a lic. Having one foot already in the
grave, sir, the fewer lies you expect me to tell, the more I shall be in-
debted to you when my conscience pricks me and my time comes.”

There was not a moment to be wasted on the purely speculative
question of Betteredge’s conscience. Mr Blake might make his ap-
pearance in search of me, unless I went to him at once in his own
room. Miss Verinder followed me out into the corridor.

“They scem to be in a conspiracy to persecute you,’ she said. ‘What
does it mean?’

‘Only the protest of the world, Miss Verinder — on a very small
scalc — against anything that is new.’

“What are we to do with Mrs Merridew ?’

*Tell her the cxplosion will take place at nine to-morrow morming.’

*So as to send her to bed ?’

“Yes ~ so as to send her to bed.’

Miss Verinder went back to the sitting-room, and I went upstairs to
Mr Blake.

To my surprise, I found him alone; restlessly pacing his room, and
a little irritated at being left by himself.

“Wherc is Mr Bruff 2’ I asked.

He pointed to the closed door of communication between the two
rooms. Mr Bruff had looked in on him for a moment; had attempted
to renew his protest against our proceedings; and had once more
failed to produce the smallest impression on Mr Blake. Upon this,
the lawyer had taken refuge in a black leather bag, filled to bursting
with professional papers. ‘The scrious business of life,” he admitted,
*was sadly out of place on such an occasion as the present. But the
scrious business of life must be carried on for all that. Mr Blake would
pethaps kindly make allowance for the old-fashioned habits of a prac-
tical man. Time was money ~ and, as for Mr Jennings, he might de-
pend on it that Mr Bruff would be forthcoming when called upon.’
‘With that apology, the lawyer had gone back to his own room, and
had immersed himself obstinately in his black bag.

I thought of Mrs Merridew and her embroidery, and of Betteredge
and his conscience. There is a wonderful sameness in the solid side of
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the English character - just as there is a wonderful sameness in the
solid expression of the English face.

“When are you going to give me the landanum?’ asked Mr Blake
impaticntly.

“You must wait a little longer,” I said. ‘I will stay and kecp you
company till the time comes.”

It was then not ten o’clock. Inquiries which I had made, at various
times, of Betteredge and Mr Blake, had led me to the conclusion that
the dose of laudanum given by Mr Candy could not possibly have
been administered before eleven. I had accordingly determined not to
try the second dose until that time.

We talked a little; but both our minds were preoccupied by the
coming ordeal. The conversation soon flagged — then dropped alto-
gether. Mr Blake idly turned over the books on his bedroom table. I
had taken the precaution of looking at them when we first entered the
room. The Guardian; The Tatler; Richardson’s Pamela; Mackenzie’s
Man of Feeling; Roscoc’s Lorenzo de’ Medici; and Robertson’s Charles
the Fifth - all classical works; all (of course) immeasurably superior to
anything produced in later times; and all (from my present point of
view) possessing the one great merit of enchaining nobody’s interest,
and exciting nobody’s brain. I left Mr Blake to the composing in-
fluence of Standard Literature, and occupied mysclf in making this
entry in my Journal.

My watch informs me that it is close on cleven o’clock. I must shut
up these leaves once more.

Two o clock a.m. — The experiment has been tried. With what re-
sult, I am now to decide.

Ateleven o’clock, I rang the bell for Betteridge, and told Mr Blake
that he might at last prepare himself for bed.

I Jooked out of window at the night. It was mild and rainy, re-
sembling, in this respect, the night of the birthday - the twenty-first of
June last year. Without profcssing to belicve in omens, it was at least
encouraging to find no direct nervous influences - no stormy or clec-
tric perturbations - in the atmosphere. Betteredge joined me at the
window, and mysteriously put a little slip of paper into my hand. It
contained these lines:

Mrs Merridew has gone to bed, on the distinct understanding that the
explosion is to take place at nine to-morrow morning, and that [ am not
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'to stir out of this part of the house, until she comes and sets me free. She
‘has no idea that the chief scene of the experiment is my sitting-room —
‘or she would have remained in it for the whole night! I am alone, and
very anxious. Pray let me sce you measure out the laudanum; [ want to
‘have something to do with it, even in the unimportant character of a
mere looker-on. - R. V.

I followed Betteredge out of the room, and told him to remove the
‘medicine-chest into Miss Verinder’s sitting-room.

The order appeared to take him completely by surprise. He looked
-as if he suspected me of some occult medical design on Miss Verinder!
‘Might I presume to ask,’ he said, * what my young lady and the medi-
cine-chest have got to do with each other?’

*Stay in the sitting-room, and you will see.’

Betteredge appeared to doubt his own unaided capacity to super-
intend me effectually, on an occasion when a medicine-chest was in-
cluded in the procecdings.

“Is there any objection, sir,” he asked, ‘to taking Mr Bruff into this
part of the business?’

‘Quite the contrary! I am now going to ask Mr Bruff to accom-
pany me downstairs.’

Bettcredge withdrew to fetch the medicine-chest without another
word. I went back into Mr Blake’s room, and knocked at the door of
ccommunication. Mr Bruff opencd it, with his papers in his hand -
immersed in Law; impenetrable to Medicine.

‘I am sorry to distutb you,’ I said. ‘But I am going to prepare the
laudanum for Mr Blake; and I must request you to be present, and to
sce what I do.’

‘Yes?” said Mr Bruff, with nine-tenths of his attention riveted on
his papers, and with one-tenth unwillingly accorded to me. ‘Anything
clsc?’

‘I must trouble you to return here with me, and to see me adminis-
ter the dose.”

‘Anything clse?’

*One thing more. I must put you to the inconvenience of remaining
in Mr Blake’s room, and of waiting to see what happens.’

*Oh, very good!” said Mr Bruff. ‘My room, or Mr Blake’s room -
it doesn’t matter which; I can go on with my papers anywhere. Un-
less you object, Mr Jennings, to my importing that amount of com-
nion scnse into the proceedings?’
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Before 1 could answer, Mr Blake addressed himself to the lawyer,
speaking from his bed.

‘Do you really mean to say that you don’t feel any intercst in what
we are going to do?” he asked. ‘ Mr Bruff, you have no more imagina-
tion than a cow?!’ '

‘A cow is a very useful animal, Mr Blake,’ said the lawyer. With
that reply, he followed me out of the room, still keeping his papers in
his hand.

We found Miss Verinder, pale and agitated, restlessly pacing her
sitting-room from end to end. At a table in a corner stood Betteredge,
on guard over the medicine-chest. Mr Bruff sat down on the first
chair that he could find, and (emulating the usefulness of the cow)
plunged back again into his papers on the spot.

Miss Verinder drew me aside, and reverted instantly to her one all-
absorbing interest ~ her interest in Mr Blake.

‘How is he now?’ she asked. ‘Is he nervous? is he out of temper?
Do you think it will succeced ? Are you sure it will do no harm?’

*Quite sure. Come and see me measure it out.”

*One moment! It is past eleven now. How long will it be before
anything happens?’

‘It is not casy to say. An hour perhaps.’

‘I suppose the room must be dark, as it was last year?’

‘Certainly.’

‘I shall wait in my bedroom - just as I did before. I shall keep the
door a little way open. It was a little way open last year. I will watch
the sitting-room door; and the moment it moves, [ will blow out my
light. It all happened in that way on my birthday night. And it must
all happen again in the same way, mustn’t it?’

*Are you sure you can control yourself, Miss Verinder?’

‘In his interests, I can do anything!” she answered fervently.

One look at her face told me that I could trust her. I addressed my-
self again to Mr Bruff.

‘I must trouble you to put your papers aside for 2 moment,’ I said.

‘O, certainly!” He got up with a start — asif T had disturbed him at
a particularly interesting place - and followed me to the medicine-
chest. There, deprived of the breathless excitement incidental to the
practice of his profession, he looked at Betteredge - and yawned
wearily.

Miss Verinder joined me with a glass jug of cold water, which she
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had taken from a side-table. ‘Let me pour out the water,” she whis-
pered. ‘Imust have a hand in it!’

I measured out the forty minims from the bottle, and poured the
laudanum into a medicine-glass. “Fill it till it is three parts full,” I said,
and handed the glass to Miss Verinder. I then directed Betteredge to
lock up the medicine-chest; informing him that I had donc with it
now. A look of unuttcrable relief overspread the old servant’s coun-
tenance. He had evidently suspected me of a medical design on his
young lady!

After adding the water as I had directed, Miss Verinder scized a
moment ~ while Betteredge was locking the chest, and while Mr
Bruff was looking back at his papers - and slyly kissed the rim of the
medicine-glass. “When you give it to him,’ said the charming girl,
*give it to him on that side!’

I took the piece of crystal which was to represent the Diamond
from my pocket, and gave it to her.

“You must have a hand in this too,’ [ said. “You must put it where
you put the Moonstone last year.’

She led the way to the Indian cabinet, and put the mock Diamond
into the drawer which the real Diamond had occupied on the birth-
day night. Mr Bruff witnessed this proceeding under protest, as he had
witnessed everything else. But the strong dramatic interest which the
experiment was now assuming proved (to my great amusement) to be
too much for Betteredge’s capacity of self-restraint. His hand trem-
bled as he held the candle, and he whispered anxiously, ‘Are you sure,
miss, it’s the right drawer?’

I led the way out again, with the laudanum and water in my hand.
At the door I stopped to address a last word to Miss Verinder.

‘Don’t be long in putting out the lights,” I said.

‘I will put them out at once,’ she answered. ‘And I will wait in my
bedroom, with only one candle alight.’

She closed the sitting-room door behind us. Followed by Mr Bruff
and Bettcredge, I went back to Mr Blake’s room.

We found him moving restlessly from side to side of the bed, and
wondering irritably whether he was to have the laudanum that night.
In the presence of the two witnesses, I gave him the dose, and shook
up his pillows, and told him to lic down again quictly and wait.

His bed, provided with light chintz curtains, was placed with the
head against the wall of the room, so as to leave a good open space on
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cither side of it. On one side, I drew the curtains completely - and in
the part of the room thus screcned from his view, I placed Mr Bruft
and Betteredge, to wait for the result. At the bottom of the bed, I half
drew the curtains — and placed my own chair at a little distance, so
that I might let him sec me or not see me, speak to me or not speak to
me, just as the circumstances might direct. Having already been in-
formed that he always slept with a light in the room, I placed one of
the two lighted candles on a little table at the licad of the bed, where
the glare of the light would not strike on his eyes. The other candle 1
gave to Mr Bruff; the light, in this instance, being subdued by the
screen of the chintz curtains. The window was open at the top, so as to
ventilate the room. The rain fell softly, the house was quiet. It was
twenty minutes past eleven, by my watch, when the preparations
were completed, and I took my place on the chair set apart at the bot-
tom of the bed.

Mr Bruff resumed his papers, with every appearance of being as
decply interested in them as cver. But looking towards him now, |
saw certain signs and tokens which told me that the Law was begin-
ning to losc its hold on him at last. The suspended interest of the situa-
tion in which we were now placed was slowly asserting its influence
cven on his unimaginative mind. As for Betteredge, consistency of
principle and dignity of conduct had become, in his case, mere empty
words. He forgot that I was petforming a conjuring trick on Mr
Franklin Blake; he forgot that I had upset the house from top to bot-
tomn; he forgot that I had not read Robinson Crusoe since I was a child.
‘For the Lord’s sake, sir,” he whispered to me, ‘tell us when it will
begin to work.”

‘Not before midnight, I whispered back. * Say nothing, and sit still.’

Betteredge dropped to the lowest depth of familiarity with me,
without a struggle to save himself. He answered by a wink!

Looking next towards Mr Blake, I found him as restless as ever in
his bed; fretfully wondering why the influence of the laudanum had
not begun to assert itself yet. To tell him, in his present humour, that
the more he fidgeted and wondered, the longer hic would delay the
result for which we were now waiting, would have been simply use-
less. The wiscr course to take was to dismiss the idea of the opium
from his mind, by leading him insensibly to think of something clse.

With this view [ encouraged him to talk to me; contriving so to
direct the conversation, on my side, as to lead it back again to the sub-
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ject which had engaged us earlicr in the evening ~ the subject of the
Diamond. I took care to revert to those portions of the story of the
Moonstone which related to the transport of it from London to York-
shire: to the risk which Mr Blake had run in removing it from the
bank at Frizinghall: and to the unexpected appearance of the Indians
at the house on the evening of the birthday. And I purposely assumed,
in referring to these cvents, to have misunderstood much of what Mr
Blake himsclf had told me a few hours since. In this way, I set him
talking on the subject with which it was now vitally important to fill
his mind - without allowing him to suspect that I was making him
talk for a purpose. Little by little, he became so interested in putting
me right that he forgot to fidget in the bed. His mind was far away
from the question ofthe opium, at the all-important time when his eyes
first told me that the opium was beginning to lay its hold on his brain.

I looked at my watch. It wanted five minutes to twelve, when the
premonitory symptoms of the working of the laudanum first showed
themselves to me.

At this time, no unpractised cyes would have detected any change
in him. But, as the minutes of the new morning wore away, the swift-
ly subtle progress of the influcnce began to show itself more plainly.
The sublime intoxication of opium gleamed in his eyes; the dew of a
stealthy perspiration began to glisten on his face. In five minutes more
the talk which he still kept up with me failed in coherence. He held
steadily to the subject of the Diamond; but he ceased to complete his
sentences. A little later, the sentences dropped to single words. Then
there was an interval of silence. Then he sat up in bed. Then, still busy
with the subject of the Diamond, he began to talk again - not to me,
but to himsclf. That change told me that the first stage in the experi-
ment was reached. The stimulant influence of the opium had got him.

The time, now, was twenty-three minutes past twelve. The next
half-hour, at most, would decide the question of whether he would,
or would not, get up from his bed, and leave the room.

In the breathless interest of watching him - in the unutterable
triumph of secing the first result of the experiment declare itself in the
manner, and nearly at the time, which I had anticipated - I had utterly
forgotten the two companions of my night vigil. Looking towards
them now, I'saw the Law (as represented by Mr Bruff’s papers) lying
unhecded on the floor. Mr Bruff himself was looking eagerly through
a crevice left in the imperfectly drawn curtains of the bed. And Better-
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edge, oblivious of all respect for social distinctions, was peeping over
Mt Bruft’s shoulder.

They both started back on finding that I was looking at them, like
two boys caught out by their schoolmaster in a fault. I signed to them
to take off their boots quictly, as I was taking off minc. If Mr Blake
gave us the chance of following him, it was vitally necessary to follow
him without noisc.

Ten minutes passed — and nothing happened. Then he suddenly
threw the bed-clothes off him. He put one leg out of bed. He waited.

‘I wish I had never taken it out of the bank,’ he said to himself. ‘It
was safe in the bank.’

My heart throbbed fast; the pulses at my temples beat furiously.
The doubt about the safety of the Diamond was once more the domi-
nant impression in his brain! On that one pivot the whole success of
the experiment turned. The prospect thus suddenly opened before me
was too much for my shattered nerves. I was obliged to look away
from him - or I should have lost my sclf-control.

There was another interval of silence.

When I could trust myself to look back at him, he was out of his
bed, standing erect at the side of it. The pupils of his eyes were now
contracted; his cycballs gleamed in the light of the candle as he moved
his head slowly to and fro. He was thinking; he was doubting - he
spoke again.

‘Howdolknow?" he said. “TheIndiansmay behiddenin the house.”

He stopped, and walked slowly to the other end of the room. He
turned —~ waited — came back to the bed.

‘It’s not even locked up,” he went on. “It’s in the drawer of her
cabinet. And the drawer doesn’t lock.”

He satdown on the side of the bed. ‘Anybody might take it,’ he said.

He rose again restlessly, and reiterated his first words.

‘How do I know? The Indians may be hidden in the house.’

He waited again. I drew back behind the half curtain of the bed. He
looked about the room, with a vacant glitter in his cycs. It was a
breathless moment. There was a pause of some sort. A pausc in the
action of the opium? a pause in the action of the brain? Who could
tell? Everything depended, now, on what he did next.

He laid himsclf down again on the bed!

A horrible doubt crossed my mind. Was it possible that the seda~
tive action of the opium was making itself felt alrcady ? It was not in
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my experience that it should do this. But what is cxperience where
opium is concerned ? There are probably no two men in existence on
whom the drug acts in exactly the same manner. Was some constitu-
tional peculiarity in him fceling the influence in some new way ? Were
we to fail on the very brink of success?

No! He got up again abruptly. ‘How the devil am I to sleep,” he
said, ‘with this on my mind?’

He looked at the light burning on the table at the head of his bed.
After a moment, he took the candle in his hand.

I blew out the sccond candle burning behind the closed curtains. I
drew back, with Mr Bruff and Bettcredge, into the farthest corner by
thebed. Isigned to them to be silent, asif theirliveshad depended on it.

We waited ~ sceing and hearing nothing. We waited, hidden from
him by the curtains.

The light which he was holding on the other side of us moved sud-
denly. The next moment he passed us, swift and noiscless, with the
candle in his hand.

He opened the bedroom door, and went out.

We followed him along the corridor. We followed him down the
stairs. We followed him along the sccond corridor. He never looked
back; he never hesitated.

He opened the sitting-room door, and went in, leaving it open
behind him.

The door was hung (like all the other doors in the house) on large
old-fashioned hinges. When it was opened, a crevice was opened be-
tween the door and the post. [ signed to my two companions to look
through this, so as to keep them from showing themselves. I placed
myself - outside the door also ~ on the opposite side. A recess in the
wall was at my left hand, in which I could instantly hide myself, if he
showed any signs of looking back into the corridor.

He advanced to the middle of the room, with the candle still in his
hand: he looked about him - but he never looked back.

I saw the door of Miss Verinder’s bedroom standing ajar. She had
put out her light. She controlled hersclf nobly. The dim white outline
of her summer dress was all that I could sec. Nobody who had not
known it beforchand would have suspected that there was a living
creature in the room. She kept back, in the dark: not a word, not a
movement escaped her.

It was now ten minutes past onc. I heard, through the dead silence,
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the soft drip of the rain and the tremulous passage of the night air
through the trces.

After waiting irresolute, for a minute or more, in the middle of the
room, he moved to the corner near the window, where the Indian
cabinet stood.

He put his candle on the top of the cabinet. He openced and shut one
drawer after another until he came to the drawer in which the mock
Diamond was put. He looked into the drawer for a moment. Then he
took the mock Diamond out with his right hand. With the other hand
he took the candle from the top of the cabinet.

He walked back a few steps towards the middle of the room, and
stood still again.

Thus far, he had exactly repeated what he had done on the birthday
night. Would his next procceding be the same as the proceeding of
last year? Would he leave the room? Would he go back now, as I
believed he had gonc back then, to his bedchamber? Would he show
us what he had done with the Diamond, when he had returned to his
own room?

His first action, when he moved once more, proved to be an action
which he had ot performed when he was under the influence of the
opium for the first time. He put the candle down on a table, and wan-
dered on a little towards the farther end of the room. There was a
sofa here. He leaned heavily on the back of it with his left hand — then
roused himself, and returned to the middle of the room. I could now
see his eyes. They were getting dull and heavy; the glitter in them was
fast dying out.

The suspense of the moment proved too much for Miss Verinder’s
self~ontrol. She advanced a few steps ~ then stopped again. Mr Bruff
and Betteredge looked across the open doorway at me for the first
time. The prevision of a coming disappointment was impressing itself
on their minds as well as on mine.

Still, so long as he stood where he was, there was hope. We waited,
in unutterable expectation, to sec what would happen next.

The next event was decisive. He let the mock Diamond drop out of
his hand.

It fell on the floor, before the doorway - plainly visible to him, and
to cvery onc. He made no cffort to pick it up: he looked down at it
vacantly, and, as he looked, his head sank on his breast. He staggered -
roused himsclf for an instant - walked back unsteadily to the sofa ~
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and sat down on it. He made a last effort; he tried to rise, and sank
back. His licad fell on the sofa cushions. It was then twenty-five min-
utes past onc o’clock. Before [ had put my watch back in my pocket,
he was aslecp.

It was all over now. The sedative influence had got him; the experi-
ment was“at an cnd.

I entered the room, telling Mr Bruff and Bettercdge that they might
follow me. There was no fear of disturbing him. We were free to
move and speak.

“The first thing to settle,’ I'said, ‘is the question of what we are to
do with him. He will probably sleep for the next six or seven hours
at least. It is some distance to carry him back to his own room. When
I was younger, I could have done it alone. But my health and strength
arc not what they were — I am afraid I must ask you to help me.’

Before they could answer, Miss Verinder called to me softly. She
met me at the door of her room, with a light shawl, and with the
counterpane from her own bed.

‘Do you mean to watch him while he sleeps?” she asked.

*Yes. I am not sure enough of the action of the opium, in his case,
to be willing to lcave him alone.’

She handed me the shawl and the counterpane.

‘Why should you disturb him?” she whispered. ‘Make his bed on
the sofa. I can shut my door, and keep in my room.’

It was infinitely the simplest and the safest way of disposing of him
for the night. T mentioned the suggestion to Mr Broff and Bettcredge
— who both approved of my adopting it. In five minutes, I had laid
him comfortably on the sofa, and had covered him lightly with the
counterpane and the shawl. Miss Verinder wished us good-night, and
closed the door. At my request, we three then drew round the table in
the middle of the room, on which the candle was still burning, and on
which writing materials were placed.

‘Before we separate,” I began, ‘I have a word to say about the ex-
periment which has been tried to-night. Two distinct objects were to
be gained by it. The first of these objects was to prove, that Mr Blake
entered this room, and took the Diamond, last year, acting uncon-
sciously and irresponsibly, under the influence of opium. After what
you have both scen, are you both satisfied, so far?’

They answered mein the affirmative, withouta momnient’s hesitation.
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‘The second object,” I went on, ‘was to discover what he did with
the Diamond, after he was scen by Miss Verinder to leave her sitting-
room with the jewel in his hand, on the birthday night. The gaining
of this object depended, of course, on his still continuing exactly to
repeat his proceedings of last year. He has failed to do that; and the
purposc of the experiment is defcated accordingly. I can’t assert that I
am not disappointed at the result — but I can honestly say that Iam not
surprised by it. I told Mr Blake from the first that our complete suc-
cess in this matter depended on our completely reproducing in him the
physical and moral conditions of last year ~ and I warned him that this
was the next thing to a downright impossibility. We have only
partially reproduced the conditions, and the experiment has been only
partially successful in consequence. It is also possible that I may have
administered too large a dose of laudanum. But I myself look upon
the first reason that I have given as the true reason why we have to
lament a failure, as well as to rejoice over a success.

After saying thosc words, I put the writing materials before Mr
Bruff, and asked him if he had any objection - before we separated for
the night - to draw out and sign a plain statement of what he had seen.
He at once took the pen, and produced the statement with the fluent
readincss of a practised hand.

‘I owe you this,” he said, signing the paper, ‘as some atonement for
what passed betwecen us earlier in the evening. I beg your pardon, Mr
Jennings, for having doubted you. You have done Franklin Blake an
inestimable service. In our legal phrase, you have proved your case.’

Betteredge’s apology was characteristic of the man.

‘Mr Jennings,’ he said, * when you read Robinson Crusoe again (which
I strongly recommend you to do), youwill find that he never scruples
to acknowledge it, when he turns out to have been in the wrong.
Please to consider me, sir, as doing what Robinson Crusoe did, on the
present occasion.” With those words he signed the paper in his turn.

Mr Bruff took me aside, as we rosc from the table.

‘One word about the Diamond,” he said. “Your theory is that
Franklin Blake hid the Moonstone in his room. My theory is, that the
Moonstone is in the possession of Mr Luker’s bankers in London.
We won't dispute which of us is right. We will only ask, which of us
is in a position to put his theory to the test?’

*The test, in my case,’ T answered, ‘has been tried to-night, and has
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“The test, in my casc,’ rejoined Mr Bruff, ‘is still in process of trial.
For the last two days I have had a2 watch sct for Mr Luker at the bank;
and I shall cause that watch to be continued until the last day of the
month. I know that he must take the Diamond himself out of his
bankers’ hands - and I am acting on the chance that the person who
has pledged the Diamond may force him to do this, by redecming the
pledge. In that case, I may be able to lay my hand on the person. If I
succeed, I clear up the mystery, exactly at the point where the mystery
baffles us now! Do you admit that, so far?’

I admitted it readily.

‘I am going back to town by the morning train,” pursued the law-
yer. ‘I may hear, when I return, that a discovery has been made - and
it may be of the greatest importance that I should have Franklin Blake
at hand to appeal to, if necessary. I intend to tell him, as soon as he
wakes, that he must return with me to London. After all that has
happened, may I trust to your influence to back me?’

‘Certainly!’ I said.

Mr Bruff shook hands with me, and left the room. Betteredge fol-
lowed him out.

I'went tothesofa to look at Mr Blake. He had not moved since I had
laid him down and made hisbed - helaylockedinadecpand quietsleep.

While I was still looking at him, I heard the bedroom door softly
opened. Once more Miss Verinder appeared on the threshold, in her
pretty summer dress.

‘Do me a last favour,” she whispered. ‘Let me watch him with you.”

I hesitated - not in the interests of propricty; only in the interest of
her night’s rest. She came close to me, and took my hand.

‘I can’t sleep; [ can’t even sit still, in my own room,’ she said. ‘Oh,
Mr Jennings, if you were me, only think how you would long to sit
and look at him. Say yes! Do!’

Is it necessary to mention that I gave way? Surely not!

She drew a chair to the foot of the sofa. She looked at him, in a
silent ecstasy of happiness, till the tears rose in her eyes. She dried her
eyes, and said she would fetch her work. She fetched her work, and
never did a single stitch of it. It lay in her lap ~ she was not even able
to look away from him long cnough to thread her needle. I thought
of my own youth; I thought of the gentle eyes which had once looked
love at me. In the heaviness of my heart, I turned to my Journal for
relief, and wrote in it what is written here.
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So we kept our watch together in silence. One of us absorbed in his
writing; the other absorbed in her love.

Hour after hour he lay in his decp sleep. The light of the new day
grew and grew in the room, and still he never moved.

Towards six o’clock, T fele the warning which told me that my
pains were coming back. I was obliged to leave her alone with him for
a little while. I said I would go upstairs, and fetch another pillow for
him out of his room. It was not a long attack this time. In a little while
[ 'was ablc to venture back, and let her sce me again.

I found her at the head of the sofa when I returned. She was just
touching his forchead with her lips. I shook my head as sobetly as I
could, and pointed to her chair. She looked back at me with a bright
smile, and a charming colour in her face. “You would have done it,’
she whispered, ‘in my place!’

It is just cight o’clock. He is beginning to move for the first time.

Miss Verinder is knecling by the side of the sofa. She has so placed
herself that when his eyes first open, they must open on her face.

Shall T leave them together?

Yes!

Eleven o’clock. — The house is empty again. They have arranged it
among themsclves; they have all gone to London by the ten o’clock
train. My bricf dream of happiness is over. I have awakened again to
the realitics of my friendlcss and lonely life.

I dare not trust myself to write down the kind words that have been
said to me - especially by Miss Verinder and Mr Blake. Besides, it is
ncedless. Those words will come back to ne in my solitary hours, and
will help me through what is left of the cnd of my life. Mr Blake is to
write, and tell me what happens in London. Miss Verinder is to rc-
turn to Yorkshire in the autumn (for her marriage, no doubt); and I
am to take a holiday, and be a guest in the house. Oh me, how I felt
it, as the grateful happiness looked at me out of her eyes, and the warn
pressure of her hand said, “This is your doing!’

My poor patients are waiting for me. Back again, this morning, to
the old routine! Back again, to-night, to the drcadful alternative be-
tween the opium and the pain!

God be praised for His mercy! I have seen a little sunshine - I have
had a happy time.
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FIFTH NARRATIVE
The Story resumed by Franklin Blake

Burt few words arc needed, on my part, to complete the narrative
that has been presented in the Journal of Ezra Jennings.

Of myself, I have only to say that I awoke on the morming of the
twenty-sixth, perfectly ignorant of all that I had said and done under
the influence of the opium ~ from the time when the drug first laid its
hold on me, to the time when I opened my eyes in Rachel’s sitting-
room.

Of what happened after my waking, I do not feel called upon to
render an account in detail. Confining myself merely to results, I have
to report that Rachel and I thoroughly understood each other before
a single word of explanation had passed on cither side. I decline to ac-
count, and Rachel declines to account, for the extraordinary rapidity
of our reconciliation. Sir and Madam, look back at the time when you
were passionately attached to cach other - and you will know what
happened, after Ezra Jennings had shut the door of the sitting-room,
as well as [ know it myself.

I have, however, no objection to add, that we should have been cer-
tainly discovered by Mrs Merridew, but for Rachel’s presence of mind.
She heard the sound of the old lady’s dress in the corridor; and in-
stantly ran out to meet her. T heard Mrs Merridew say, “What is the
matter?” and I heard Rachel answer, ‘The explosion!” Mrs Merridew
instantly permitted herself to be taken by the arm, and led into the
garden, out of the way of the impending shock. On her return to the
house, she met me in the hall, and expressed hersclf as greatly struck
by the vast improvement in Science, since the time when she was a
girl at school. ‘Explosions, Mr Blake, arc infinitely milder than they
were. I assure you, [ barcly heard Mr Jennings’s explosion from the
garden. And no smell afterwards, that I can detect, now we have come
back to the house! I mnust really apologize to our medical friend. It is
only due to him to say, that hc has managed it beautifully!’

So after vanquishing Betteredge and Mr Bruff, Ezra Jennings van-
quished Mrs Merridew hersclf. There is a great deal of undeveloped
liberal fecling in the world after all!
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At breakfast, Mr Bruff made no secret of his rcasons for wishing
that I should accompany him to London by the morning train. The
watch kept at the bank, and the result which might yet come of i,
appealed so irresistibly to Rachel’s curiosity, that she at once decided
(if Mres Merridew had no objection) on accompanying us back to
town — so as to be within rcach of the carliest news of our pro-
ceedings.

Mrs Merridew proved to be all pliability and indulgence, after the
truly considerate manner in which the explosion had conducted itsclf;
and Bettercdge was accordingly informed that we were all four to
travel back together by the morming train. I fully expected that he
would have asked leave to accompany us. But Rachel had wiscly pro-
vided her faithful old servant with an occupation that interested him.
He was charged with completing the refurnishing of the house, and
was too full of his domestic responsibilitics to feel the ‘detective-
fever’ as he might have felt it under other circumstances.

Our one subject of regret, in going to London, was the necessity of
parting, more abruptly than we could have wished, with Ezra Jen-
nings. It was impossible to persuade him to accompany us. I could
only promise to writc to him - and Rachel could only insist on his
coming to sce her when she returned to Yorkshire. There was every
prospect of our meeting again in a few months - and yet there was
something very sad in sccing our best and dearest friend left standing
alone on the platform, as the train moved out of the station.

On our arrival in London, Mr Bruff was accosted at the terminus
by a small boy, dressed in a jacket and trousers of threadbare black
cloth, and personally remarkable in virtue of the extraordinary promi-
nence of his eyes. They projected so far, and they rolled about so
loosely, that you wondered uncasily why they remained in their
sockets. After listcning to the boy, Mr Bruff asked the ladies whether
they would excusc our accompanying them back to Portland Place.
I had barely time to promise Rachel that I would return, and tell her
everything that had happened, before Mr Bruff seized me by the arm,
and hurried me into a cab. The boy with the ill-sccured eyes took his
place on the box by the driver, and the driver was directed to go to
Lombard Strect.

‘News from the bank ?’ I asked, as we started.

‘News of Mr Luker,’ said Mr Bruff. ‘An hour ago, he was secn to
leave his house at Lambeth, in a cab, accompanicd by two men, who
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were recognized by my men as police officers in plain clothes. If Mr
Luker’s dread of the Indians is at the bottom of this precaution, the in-
fcrence is plain enough. He is going to take the Diamond out of the
bank.’

‘And we are going to the bank to sce what comes of it?’

“Yes - or to hear what has come of it, if it is all over by this time.
Did you notice my boy - on the box, there?’

‘I noticed his eyes.’

Mr Bruff laughed. ‘They call the poor little wretch *“ Gooseberry™
at the office,” he said. ‘T employ him to go on errands — and I only wish
my clerks who have nicknamed him were as thoroughly to be de-
pended on as he is: Gooscberry is one of the sharpest boys in London,
Mr Blake, in spite of his eyes.”

It was twenty minutes to five when we drew up before the bank in
Lombard Strect. Gooseberry looked longingly at his master as he
opencd the cab door.

‘Do you want to come in too?’ asked Mr Bruff kindly. ‘Come in
then, and keep at my hecls till further orders. He’s as quick as light-
ning,’ pursued Mr Bruff, addressing me in 2 whisper. ‘Two words will
dowith Gooscberry where twenty would be wanted with another boy.”

We entered the bank. The outer office - with the long counter, be-
hind which the cashicrs sat — was crowded with people; all waiting
their turn to take money out, or to pay money in, before the bank
closed at five o’clock.

Two men among the crowd approached Mr Bruff, as soon as he
showed himself.

*Well,” asked the lawyer. ‘Have you seen him?’

‘He passed us here half an hour since, sir, and went on into the inner
office.’

‘Has he not come out again yet?’

‘No, sir.”

Mr Bruff turned to me. ‘Let us wait,” he said.

I looked round among the people about me for the three Indians.
Not a sign of them was to be seen anywhere. The only person present
with a noticcably dark complexion was a tall man in a pilot coat and a
round hat, who looked like a sailor. Could this be one of them in dis-
guise? Impossible! The man was taller than any of the Indians; and his
face, where it was not hidden by a bushy black beard, was twice the
breadth of any of their faces at least.
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‘They must have their spy somewhere,’ said Mr Bruff, looking at
the dark sailor in his turn. “And he may be the man.’

Before he could say more, his coat tail was respectfully pulled by
his attendant sprite with the gooscberry eyes. Mr Bruft looked where
the boy was looking. ‘Hush!” he said. ‘Here is Mr Luker!”

The money-lender came out from the inner regions of the bank,
followed by his two guardian policemen in plain clothes.

‘Keep your eye on him,” whispered Mr Bruff. ‘If he passes the Dia-~
mond to anybody, he will pass it herc.’

Without noticing either of us, Mr Luker slowly made his way to
the door ~ now in the thickest, now in the thinnest part of the crowd.
I distinctly saw his hand move, as he passed a short, stout man, re-
spectably dressed in a suit of sober grey. The man started a little, and
looked after him. Mr Luker moved on slowly through the crowd. At
the door, his guard placed themselves on cither side of him. They were
all three followed by one of MrBruff’smen ~ and [ saw them no more.

Ilooked round at the lawyer, and then looked significantly towards
the man in the suit of sober grey. ‘Yes!” whispered Mr Bruff, ‘Isaw i
too!” He turned about, in search of his second man. The second man
was nowhere to be seen. He looked behind him for his attendant
spritc Gooseberry had diS’lppC’erd

‘What the devil does it mean?” said Mr Bruff angnly *They have
both left us at the very time when we want them most.’

It came to the turn of the man in the grey suit to transact his busi-
ness at the counter. He paid in a cheque - received a receipt for it —and
turned to go out.

‘What is to be done?” asked Mr Bruff. * We can’t degrade ourseclves

by following him.’
‘I can!’ 1 said. ‘I wouldn’t lose sight of that man for ten thousand
pounds!’

‘In that case,” rejoined Mr Bruff, ‘I wouldn’t lose sight of you for
twice the money. A nice occupation for a man in my position,” he
muttered to himsclf, as we followed the stranger out of the bank.
‘For Heaven’s sake, don’t mention it. I should be ruined if it was
known.’

The man in the grey suit got into an omnibus, going westward. We
got in after him. There were latent reserves of youth still left in Mr
Bruff. I assert it positively -~ when he took his seat in the omnibus, he

blushed!
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The man with the grey suit stopped the omnibus, and got out in
Oxford Strect. We followed him again. He went into a chemist’s shop.

Mr Bruffstarted. *My chemist!” he exclaimed. ‘I am afraid we have
madc a mistake.’

We entered the shop. Mr Bruffand the proprictor exchanged a few
words in private. The lawyer joined me again, with a very crestfallen
face.

‘It’s greatly to our credit,” he said, as he took my arm, and led mc
out — ‘that’s one comfort!’

“What is to our credit?’ I asked.

‘Mt Blake! you and Fare the two worst amateur detectives that ever
tricd their hands at the trade. The man in the grey suit has been thirty
years in the chemist’s service. He was sent to the bank to pay money
to his master’s account - and he knows no more of the Moonstonc
than the babe unborn.’

I asked what was to be done next.

‘Come back to my office,” said Mr Bruff. ‘Gooseberry and my
second man have evidently followed somebody else. Let us hope that
they had their eyes about them at any rate!’

When we reached Gray’s Inn Square, the second man had arrived
there before us. He had been waiting for more than a quarter of an
hour. .

‘Well!” asked Mr Bruff. “What’s your news?’

‘I am sorry to say, sir,’ replied the man, ‘that T have made a mistake.
I could have taken my oath that I saw Mr Luker pass something to an
clderly gentleman in a light-coloured paletot. The elderly gentleman
turns out, sir, to be a most respectable master ironmonger in Eastcheap.’

“Where is Gooscberry ?” asked Mr Bruff resignedly.

The man stared. ‘I don’t know, sir. I have seen nothing of him since
I left the bank.’

Mr Bruff dismissed the man. ‘One of two things,” he said to me.
* Either Gooscberry has run away, or he is hunting on his own account.
What do you say to dining here, on the chance that the boy may come
back in an hour or two? I have got some good wine in the ccllar, and
we can get a chop from the coffec-house.’

We dined at Mr Bruff’s chambers. Before the cloth was removed,
‘a person’ was announced as wanting to speak to the lawyer. Was the
person Gooseberry? No: only the man who had been employed to
follow Mr Luker when he left the bank.
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The report, in this case, presented no feature of the slightest inter-
est. Mr Luker had gone back to his own house, and had there dis-
missed his guard. He had not gone out again afterwards. Towards
dusk, the shutters had been put up, and the doors had been bolted.
The strect before the house and the alley behind the house had been
carcfully watched. No signs of the Indians had been visible. No person
whatever had been secn loitering about the premises. Having stated
these facts, the man waited to know whether there were any further
orders. Mr Bruff dismissed him for the night.

‘Do you think Mr Luker has taken the Moonstone home with
him?’ I asked.

‘Not he,” said Mr Bruff. ‘He would never have dismissed his two
policemen, if he had run the risk of kecping the Diamond in his own
house again.’

We waited another half-hour for the boy, and waited in vain. It
was then time for Mr Bruff to go to Hampstead, and for me to return
to Rachel in Portland Place. I left my card in charge of the porter at
the chambers, with a line written on it to say that I should be at my
lodgings at half past ten that night. The card was to be given to the
boy, if the boy came back.

Some men have a knack of keeping appointments; and other men
have a knack of missing them. I am one of the other men. Add to this,
that I passed the cvening at Portland Place, on the same seat with
Rachel, in a room forty feet long, with Mrs Merridew at the further
end of it. Does anybody wonder that I got home at half past twelve
instead of half past ten? How thoroughly heartless that person must
be! And how carnestly I hope I may never make that person’s ac-
quaintance!

My servant handed me a morscl of paper when he let me in.

I read, in a ncat legal handwriting, these words: ~ ‘If you please,
sir, I am getting sleepy. I will come back to-morrow moming be-
tween nine and ten.” Inquiry proved that a boy, with very extraordi-
nary-looking cyes, had called, had presented my card and message,
had waited an hour, had done nothing but fall asleep and wake up
again, had written a line for me, and had gone home - after gravely
informing the servant that ‘he was fit for nothing unless he got his
night’s rest’.

At nine the next morning I was ready for my visitor. At half past
nine I heard steps outside my door. ‘Come in, Gooseberry!” I called
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out. ‘Thank you, sir,” answered a grave and melancholy voice. The
door opened. I started to my fect, and confronted - Sergeant Cuff!

‘I thought I would look in here, Mr Blake, on the chance of your
being in town, before I wrote to Yorkshire,” said the Sergcant.

He was as dreary and as lean as ever. His cyes had not lost their old
trick (so subtly noticed in Betteredge’s Narrative) of ‘looking as if
they expected something more from you than you were aware of
yourself”. But, so far as dress can alter a man, the great Cuff was
changed beyond all recognition. He wore a broad-brimmed white hat,
a light shooting-jacket, white trousers, and drab gaiters. He carried 2
stout oak stick. His wholc aim and object secmed to be to look asif he
had lived in the country all his life. When I complimented him on his
metamorphosis, he declined to take it as a joke. He complained, quite
gravely, of the noises and the smells of London. I declare [ am far from
sure that he did not speak with a slightly rustic accent! I offered him
breakfast. The innocent countryman was quite shocked. His breakfast
hour was half past six — and he went to bed with the cocks and hens!

‘I only got back from Ircland last night,’ said the Sergeant, coming
round to the practical object of his visit, in his own impenetrable man-
ner. ‘Before I went to bed, I read your letter, telling me what has hap-
pened since my inquiry after the Diamond was suspended last year.
There’s only one thing to be said about the matter on my side. I com-~
pletely mistook my case. How any man living was to have seen things
in their true light, in such a situation as mine was at the time, I don’t
profess to know. But that doesn’t alter the facts as they stand. T own
that I made a mess of it. Not the first mess, Mr Blake, which has dis-
tinguished my professional carcer! It’s only in books that the officers of
the detective force are superior to the weakness of making a mistake.”

*You have come in the nick of time to recover your reputation,” T
said.

‘I beg your pardon, Mr Blake,” rejoined the Sergeant. ‘Now I have
retired from business, I don’t care a straw about my reputation. I have
done with my reputation, thank God! I am here, sir, in grateful re-
membrance of the late Lady Verinder’s liberality to me. I will go back
to my old work - if you want me, and if you will trust me — on that
consideration, and on no other. Not a farthing of money is to pass, if
you please, from you to me. This is on honour. Now tell me, Mt
Blake, how the case stands since you wrote to me last.”

I told him of the experiment with the opium, and of what had
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occurred afterwards at the bank in Lombard Strcet. He was greatly
struck by the experiment — it was something entirely new in his ex-
perience. And he was particularly intercsted in the theory of Ezra Jen-
nings, relating to what I had donc with the Diamond, after I had left
Rachel’s sitting-room, on the birthday night.

‘I don’t hold with Mr Jennings that you hid the Moonstone,” said
Sergeant Cuff. ‘But I agrec with him, that you must certainly have
taken it back to your own room.’

‘Well?’ I asked. “And what happencd then?’

*Have you no suspicion yoursclf of what happened, sir?’

‘Nonc whatever.’

‘Has Mr Bruff no suspicion?’

‘No more than I have.’

Sergeant Cuff rosc, and went to my writing-table. He came back
with a sealed envelope. It was marked ‘Private’; it was addressed to
me; and it had the Scrgeant’s signature in the corner.

‘I suspected the wrong person last year,” he said; ‘and T may be sus-
pecting the wrong person now. Wait to open the cnvelope, Mr Blake,
till you have got at the truth. And then compare the name of the guilty
person with the name that I have written in that sealed letter.”

I put the letter into my pocket ~ and then asked for the Sergeant’s
opinion of the measures which we had taken at the bank.

‘Very well intended, sir,” he answered, ‘and quite the right thing to
do. But there was another person who ought to have been looked
after besides Mr Luker.

*The person named in the letter you have just given to me?’

“Yes, Mr Blake, the person named in the letter. It can’t be helped
now. I shall have somcthing to proposc to you and Mr Bruff, sir,
when the time comes. Let’s wait, first, and sce if the boy has anything
to tell us that is worth hearing.’

It was close on ten o’clock, and the boy had not made his appcar-
ance. Sergeant Cuff talked of other matters. He asked after his old
friend Betteredge, and his old enemy the gardencr. In a minute more
lic would no doubt have got from this to the subject of his favourite
roscs, if my servant had not interrupted us by announcing that the boy
was below.

On being brought into the room, Gooscberry stopped at the thres-
hold of the door, and looked distrustfully at the stranger who was in
my company. I told the boy to come to me.
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*You may spcak before this gentleman,’ I said. ‘He is here to assist
me; and he knows all that has happened. Sergeant Cuff,’ I added, *this
is the boy from Mr Bruff’s officc.’

In our modern system of civilization, celebrity (no matter of what
kind) is the lever that will move anything. The fame of the great Cuff
had even reached the cars of the small Gooseberry. The boy’s ill-fixed
cyes rolled when I mentioned the illustrious name, till T thought they
really must have dropped on the carpet.

‘Come here, my lad,” said the Scrgeant, ‘and let’s hear what you
have got to tell us.

The notice of the great man - the hero of many a famous story in
every lawyer’s office in London - appeared to fascinate the boy. He
placed himsclf in front of Scrgeant Cuff, and put his hands behind
him, after the approved fashion of a ncophyte who is examined in his
catechism.

“What is your name?” said the Sergeant, beginning with the first
question in the catechisim.

‘Octavius Guy,’ answered the boy. ‘ They call me Gooseberry at the
office because of my eyes.’

‘Octavius Guy, otherwise Gooseberry,” pursued the Sergeant, with
the utmost gravity, ‘you were missed at the bank yesterday. What
were you about?’

‘If you pleasc, sir, I was following a man.’

“Who was he?’

‘A tall man, sir, with a big black beard, dressed like a sailor.”

‘I remember the man!” T broke in. *Mr Bruff and I thought he was
a spy, employed by the Indians.’

Sergeant Cuff did not appear to be much impressed by what Mt
Bruff and I had thought. He went on catechizing Gooseberry.

“Well?” he said - *and why did you follow the sailor?’

‘If you please, sir, Mr Bruff wanted to know whether Mr Luker
passed anything to anybody on his way out of the bank. I saw Mr
Luker pass something to the sailor with the black beard.’

“Why didn’t you tell Mr Bruff what you saw ?’

‘I hadn’t time to tell anybody, sir, the sailor went out in such a
hurry.

‘And you ran out after him - ch?’

‘Yes, sit.’

‘Gooseberry,’ said the Sergeant, patting his head, ‘you have got
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something in that small skull of yours - and it isn’t cotton-wool. I am
greatly pleased with you, so far.”

The boy blushed with pleasure. Scrgeant Cuff went on.

“Well? and what did the sailor do, when he got into the street?’

‘He called a cab, sir”’

‘And what did you do?’

‘Held on behind, and run after it.’

-Before the Sergeant could put his next question, another visitor was
announced - the head clerk from Mr Bruff’s office.

Feeling the importance of not interrupting Sergeant Cuff’s ex-
amination of the boy, I received the clerk in another room. He came
with bad news of his employer. The agitation and excitement of the
last two days had proved too much for Mr Bruff. He had awoke that
morning with an attack of gout; he was confined to his room at
Hampstead; and, in the present critical condition of our affairs, he was
very uneasy at being compelled to leave me without the advice and
assistance of an cxperienced person. The chief clerk had received or-
ders to hold himself at my disposal, and was willing to do his best to
replace Mr Bruff.

I wrote at once to quict the old gentleman’s mind, by tclling him
of Scergeant Cuff’s visit: adding that Gooseberry was at that moment
under examination; and promising to inform Mr Bruff, either per-
sonally or by letter, of whatever might occur later in the day. Having
dispatched the clerk to Hampstead with my note, I returned to the
room which I had left, and found Sergeant Cuff at the fircplace, in the
act of ringing the bell.

‘I beg your pardon, Mr Blake,” said the Sergeant. ‘I was just going
to send word by your scrvant that [ wanted to speak to you. There
isn’t a doubt on my mind that this boy - this most meritorious boy,’
added the Sergeant, patting Gooseberry on the head, ‘has followed
the right man. Precious time has been lost, sir, through your unfortun-
atcly not being at home at half past ten last night. The only thing to
do now is to send for a cab immediately.’

In five minutes more, Sergeant Cuff and I (with Gooseberry on the
box to guide the driver) were on our way castward, towards the City.

*Onc of these days,’ said the Sergeant, pointing through the front
window of the cab, ‘that boy will do great things in my late profes-
sion. He is the brightest and cleverest little chap I have met with for
many a long ycar past. You shall hear the substance, Mr Blake, of what
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he told me while you were out of the room. You were present, I
think, when he mentioned that he held on behind the cab, and ran
after it?’

“Yes.”

“Well, sir, the cab went from Lombard Strect to the Tower Wharf.
The sailor with the black beard got out, and spoke to the steward of
the Rotterdam stcamboat, which was to start next morning. He asked
if he could be allowed to go on boatd at once, and sleep in his berth
overnight. The steward said No. The cabins, and berths, and bedding
were all to have a thorough cleaning that evening, and no passenger
could be allowed to come on board before the morning. The sailor
turned round, and left the wharf. When he got into the strect again,
the boy noticed for the first time a man dressed like a respectable
mechanic walking on the opposite side of the road, and apparently
keeping the sailor in view. The sailor stopped at an cating-house in the
ncighbourhood, and went in. The boy - not being able to make up
lis mind at the moment - hung about among some other boys, staring
at the good things in the ecating-house window. He noticed the
mechanic waiting, as hie himsclf was waiting - but still on the opposite
side of the street. After a minute, a cab came by slowly, and stopped
where the mechanic was standing. The boy could only sce plainly one
person in the cab, who leaned forward at the window to speak to the
mechanic. He described that person, Mr Blake, without any prompt-
ing from me, as having a dark face, like the face of an Indian.’

It was plain by this time that Mr Bruff and I had made another mis-
take. The sailor with the black beard was clearly not a spy in the ser-
vice of the Indian conspiracy. Was he, by any possibility, the man who
had got the Diamond?

‘After a little,” pursued the Sergeant, ‘the cab moved on slowly
down the street. The mechanic crossed the road, and went into the
cating-housc. The boy waited outside till he was hungry and tired -
and then went into the cating-house in his turn. He had a shilling in
his pocket; and he dined sumptuously, he tells me, on 2 black-pud-
ding, an cel-pic, and a bottle of ginger-beer. What can a boy not
digest? The substance in question has never been found yet.”

“What did he sce in the eating-house?’ I asked.

“Well, Mr Blake, he saw the sailor reading the newspaper at one
table, and the mechanic reading the newspaper at another. It was dusk
before the sailor got up and left the place. He looked about him sus-
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piciously when he got out into the strect. The boy - being a boy -
passed unnoticed. The mechanic had not come out yet. The sailor
walked on, looking about him, and apparently not very certain of
where he was going next. The mechanic appeared once more, on the
opposite side of the road. The sailor went on, till he got to Shore
Lane, leading into Lower Thames Street. There he stopped before a
public-house, under the sign of “The Wheel of Fortunc™, and, after
examining the place outside, went in. Gooseberry went in too. There
were a great many people, mostly of the decent sort, at the bar. “The
Wheel of Fortune™ is a very respectable house, Mr Blake; famous for
its porter and pork-pies.’

The Sergcant’s digressions irritated me. He saw it; and confined
limself more strictly to Gooscberry’s evidence when he went on.

“The sailor,” he resumed, ‘asked if he could have a bed. The land-
lotd said *“No; they were full.” The barmaid corrected him, and said
“Number Ten was empty.”” A waitcr was scnt for to show the sailor
to Number Ten. Just before that, Gooscberry had noticed the mech-
anic among the people at the bar. Before the waiter had answered the
call, the mechanic had vanished. The sailor was taken off to his room.
Not knowing what to do next, Gooseberry had the wisdom to wait
and sec if anything happened. Something did happen. The landlord
was called for. Angry voices were heard upstairs. The mechanic sud-
denly made his appearance again, collared by the landlord, and ex-
hibiting to Gooseberry’s great surprise all the signs and tokens of be-
ing drunk. The landlord thrust him out at the door, and threatencd
him with the police if he came back. From the altercation between
them, while this was going on, it appcared that the man had been dis-
covered in Number Ten, and had declared with drunken obstinacy
that he had taken the room. Gooscberry was so struck by this sudden
intoxication of a previously sober person, that he couldn’t resist run-
ning out after the mechanic into the street. As long as he was in sight
of the public-house, the man recled about in ‘the most disgraceful
manner. The moment he turned the corner of the strect, he recovered
Lis balance instantly, and became as sober a member of socicty as you
could wish to see. Gooseberry went back to “The Wheel of Fortune”,
in a very bewildered state of mind. He waited about again, on the
chance of somcthing happening. Nothing happened; and nothing
more was to be heard or seen of the sailor. Gooscberry decided on go-
ing back to the office. Just as he came to this conclusion, who should
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appear, on the opposite side of the strect as usual, but the mechanic
again! He looked up at onc particular window at the top of the public-
house, which was the only one that had a light in it. The light secmed
to relicve his mind. He left the place dircctly. The boy madc his way
back to Gray’s Inn - got your card and message — called - and failed
to find you. There you have the statc of the case, Mr Blake, as it stands
at the present time.’

*What is your own opinion of the case, Sergeant?’

‘I think it’s serious, sir. Judging by what the boy saw, the Indians
are in it, to begin with.’

“Yes. And the sailor is cvidently the person to whom Mr Luker
passed the Diamond. It scems odd that Mr Bruff and I, and the man in
Mr Bruff’s ecmployment, should all have been mistaken about who
the person was.’

‘Not at all, Mr Blake. Considering the risk that person ran, it’s
like enough that Mt Luker purposcly misled you, by previous arrange-
ment between them.’

‘Do you understand the proccedings at the public-house?’ 1 asked.
*The man dressed like a mechanic was acting of course in the employ-
ment of the Indians. But I am as much puzzled to account for his sud-
den assumption of drunkenness as Gooscberry himsclf.”

‘I think I can give a guess at what it means, sir,” said the Sergeant.
‘If you will reflect, you will sce that the man must have had some
pretty strict instructions from the Indians. They were far too notice-
able themselves to risk being seen at the bank or in the public-house -
they were obliged to trust cverything to their deputy. Very good.
Their deputy hears a certain number named in the public-house as the
number of the room which the sailor is to have for the night - that be-
ing also the room (unless our notion is all wrong) which the Diamond
is to have for the night too. Under those circumstances, the Indians,
you may rely on it, would insist on having a description of the room
- of its position in the house, of its capability of being approached
from the outside, and so on. What was the man to do with such or-
ders as these? Just what he did! He ran upstairs to get a look at the
room before the sailor was taken into it. He was found there making
his obscrvations ~ and he shammed drunk, as the easiest way of getting
out of the difficulty. That’s how I read the riddle. After he was turned
out of the public-house, he probably went with his report to the place
where his employers were waiting for him. And his employers, no
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doubt, sent him back to make sure that the sailor was really settled at
the public-house till the next morning. As for what happened at “The
Wheel of Fortune” after the boy left - we ought to have discovered
that last night. It’s eleven in the morning now. We must hope for the
best, and find out what we can.”

In a quarter of an hour more, the cab stopped in Shore Lane, and
Gooscberry opened the door for us to get out.

‘All right?’ asked the Sergeant.

‘All right,” answered the boy.

The moment we entered ‘The Wheel of Fortune’, it was plain even
to my inexpericnced eyes that the was something wrong in the house.

The only person behind the counter at which the liquors were
served was a bewildered scrvant-girl, perfectly ignorant of the busi-
ness. One or two customers, waiting for their morning drink, were
tapping impatiently on the counter with their money. The barmaid
appeared from the inner regions of the parlour, excited and pre-
occupied. She answered Sergeant Cuff’s inquiry for the landlord, by
telling him sharply that her master was upstairs, and was not to be
bothered by anybody.

‘Comec along with me, sir,” said Sergeant Cuff, coolly lcading the
way upstairs, and beckoning to the boy to follow him.

The barmaid called to her master, and warned him that strangers
were intruding themselves into the house. On the first floor we were
encountered by the landlord, hurrying down, in a highly irritated
state, to sce what was the matter.

‘Who the devil are you? and what do you want here?” he asked.

“Keep your temper,’ said the Sergeant quictly. ‘I'll tell you who [
am to begin with. T am Sergeant Cuff.’

The illustrious name instantly produced its effect. The angry land-
lord threw open the door of a sitting-room, and asked the Sergeant’s
pardon.

‘I am annoyed and out of sorts, sit - that’s the truth,” he said. ‘Some-
thing unpleasant has happened in the house this morning. A man in
my way of busincss has a deal to upset his temper, Sergeant Cuff)

‘Not a doubt of it,” said the Scrgeant. ‘I'll come at once, if you will
allow me, to what brings us here. This gentleman and I want to
trouble you with a few inquirics, on a matter of some interest to both
of us.”

‘Relating to what, sir?’ asked the landlord.

439



‘Relating to a dark man, dressed like a sailor, who slept here last
night.’

‘Good God! that’s the man who is upsetting the whole house at this
moment!’ exclaimed the landlord. ‘Do you, or does this gentleman
know anything about him?’

“We can’t be certain till we sce him,” answered the Sergeant.

*See him?’ echoed the landlord. “That’s the one thing that nobody
has been able to do since seven o’clock this morning. That was the
time when he left word, last night, that he was to be called. He was
called - and there was no getting an answer from him, and no opening
his door to sec what was the matter. They tricd again at cight, and they
tried again at ninc. No use! There was the door still locked — and not
a sound to be heard in the room! I have been out this morning - and
I only got back a quarter of an hour ago. T have hammered at the door
myself — and all to no purpose. The potboy has gone to fetch a car-
penter. If you can wait a few minutcs, gentlemen, we will have the
door opened, and scc what it means.’

‘Was the man drunk last night?” asked Scrgeant Cuff.

‘Perfectly sober, sir — or I would never have let him sleep in my
house.”

‘Did he pay for his bed beforchand 2’

‘No.’

‘Could he leave the room in any way without going out by the
door?’

*The room is a garret,” said the landlord. ‘But there’s a trap-door in
the cciling leading out on to the roof - and a little lower down the
strect there’s an empty house under repair. Do you think, Sergeant,
the blackguard has got off in that way without paying?’

‘A sailor,” said Sergeant Cufl,” ‘might have done it — early in the
morning, before the street was astit. He would be used to climbing,
and his head wouldn’t fail him on the roofs of the houses.’

As he spoke, the arrival of the carpenter was announced. We all
went upstairs at once to the top story. I noticed that the Sergeant was
unusually grave, even for lim. It also struck me as odd that he told
the boy (after having previously encouraged him to follow us), to
wait in the room below till we came down again.

The carpenter’s hammer and chisel disposcd of the resistance of the
door in a few minutes. But some article of furniture had been placed
against it inside, as a barricade. But pushing at the door, we thrust this
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obstacle aside, and so got admission to the room. The landlord entered
first; the Sergeant sccond; and I third. The other persons present fol-
lowed us.

We all looked towards the bed, and all started.

The man had not left the room. He lay, dressed, on the bed - with
a white pillow over his face, which completely hid it from view.

“What does that mean?’ said the landlord, pointing to the pillow.

Sergeant Cuft led the way to the bed, without answering, and re-
moved the pillow.

The man’s swarthy face was placid and still; his black hair and
beard were slightly, very slightly, discomposed. His eyes stared wide
open, glassy and vacant, at the cciling. The filmy look and the fixed
expression of them horrified me. I turned away, and went to the open
window. The rest of them remained, where Sergeant Cuff remained,
at the bed.

‘He’s in a fit!’ [ heard the landlord say.

‘He’s dead,” the Scrgeant answered. ‘Send for the nearest doctor,
and send for the police.”

The waiter was dispatched on both errands. Some strange fascina-
tion scemed to hold Sergeant Cuff to the bed. Some strange curiosity
seemed to keep the rest of them waiting, to sece what the Sergeant
would do next.

I turncd again to the window. The moment afterwards, I felt a soft
pull at my coat tails, and a small voice whispered, ‘Look here, sir!”

Gooscberry had followed us into the room. His loosc cyes rolled
frightfully — not in terror, but in exultation. He had madc a detective
discovery on his own account. ‘Look here, sir,” he repeated - and led
me to a table in the comer of the room.

On the table stood a little wooden box, open, and empty. On onc
side of the box lay some jewellers’ cotton. On the other side was a
torn shect of white paper, with a scal on it, partly destroyed, and with
an inscription in writing, which was still perfectly legible. The inscrip-
tion was in these words:

Deposited with Messrs Bushe, Lysaught, and Bushe, by Mr Septimus
Luker, of Middlesex Place, Lambeth, a small wooden box, scaled up in
this envelope, and containing a valuable of great price. The box, when
claimed, to be only given up by Messrs Bushe and Co. on the personal
application of Mr Luker.

Those lines removed all further doubt on onc point at least. The
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sailor had been in possession of the Moonstone when he had left the
bank on the previous day.

[ felt another pull at my coat tails. Gooscberry had not done with
me yet.

‘Robbery!” whispered the boy, pointing, in high delight, to the
cmpty box.

“You were told to wait downstairs,’ I said. ‘Go away!’

‘And Murder!” added Gooscberry, pointing, with a kecner relish
still, to the man on the bed.

There was something so hideous in the boy’s cnjoyment of the hor-
ror of the scene, that I took him by the two shoulders, and put him out
of the room.

At the moment when I crossed the threshold of the door, I heard
Sergeant Cuff’s voice, asking where I was. He met me, as I returned
into the room, and forced me to go back with him to the bedside.

‘Mr Blake!” he said. ‘Look at the man’s face. It is a face disguised -
and here’s a proof of it!’

He traced with his finger a thin line of livid white, running back-
ward from the dead man’s forehead, between the swarthy complexion
and the slightly disturbed black hair. ‘Let’s sec what is under this,” said
the Scrgeant, suddenly seizing the black hair with a firm grip of his
hand.

My nerves were not strong enough to bear it. I turned away again
from the bed.

The first sight that mct my eyes, at the other end of the room, was
the irrepressible Gooscberry, perched on a chair, and looking with
breathless interest, over the heads of his elders, at the Sergeant’s pro-
ceedings.

‘He’s pulling off his wig!” whispered Gooseberry, compassionating
my position, as the only person in the room who could see nothing.

There was a pause - and then a cry of astonishinent among the
people round the bed.

‘Hc’s pulled off his beard!” cricd Gooscberry.

There was another pause - Sergeant Cuff asked for something. The
landlord went to the washhand stand, and returned to the bed with a
basin of water and a towel.

Gooseberry danced with excitement on the chair. ‘Come up here,
along with me, sir! He’s washing off his complexion now!’

The Sergeant suddenly burst his way through the people about
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him, and came, with horror in his face, straight to the place where I
was standing.

*Come back to the bed, sit!’ he began. He looked at me closer, and
checked himself. ‘No!” he resumed. ‘ Open the sealed lctter first ~ the
letter I gave you this moming.’

I opened the letter.

‘Read the name, Mr Blake, that I have written inside.”

I read the name that he had written. It was — Godfrey Ablewhite.

‘Now,’” said the Sergeant, ‘come with me, and look at the man on

the bed.’

I went with him, and looked at the man on the bed.
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SIXTH NARRATIVE
Coutributed by Sergeant Cuff

GODFREY ABLEWHITE.

DoRrkING, Surrey, July 30, 1849. To Franklin Blake, Esq. Sir, - I
beg to apologize for the delay that has occurred in the production of
the Report with which T engaged to furnish you. I have waited to
make it a complete Report; and I have been met here and there by
obstacles which it was only possible to remove by some little expendi-
ture of paticnce and time.

The object which I proposed to myself has now, I hope, been at-
taincd. You will find, in thesc pages, answers to the greater part - if
not all - of the questions, concerning the late Mr Godfrey Ablewhite,
which occurred to your mind whenIlast had the honour of secing you.

I propose to tell you - in the fiest place - what is known of the man-
ner in which your cousin met his death; appending to the statement
such infercnces and conclusions as we are justified (according to my
opinion) in drawing from the facts.

I shall then endeavour - in the second place - to put you in posses-
sion of such discoveries as I have made, respecting the proceedings of
Mr Godfrey Ablewhite, before, during, and after the time when you
and he met as guests at the late Lady Verinder’s country house.

11

As to your cousin’s death, then, first.

It appears to me to be cstablished, beyond any reasonable doubt,
that he was killed (while he was asleep, or immediately on his waking)
by being smothered with a pillow from his bed - that the persons
guilty of murdcring him are the three Indians - and that the object
contemplated (and achieved) by the crime, was to obtain possession
of the diamond, called the Moonstone.

The facts from which this conclusion is drawn are derived partly
from an cxamination of the room at the tavern, and partly from the
evidence obtained at the Coroner’s Inquest.
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On forcing the door of the room, the deceased gentleman was dis-
covered, dead, with the pillow of the bed over his face. The medical
man who examined him, being informed of this circumstance, con-
sidered the post-mortem appearances as being perfectly compatible
with murder by smothering - that is to say, with murder committed
by some person or persons pressing the pillow over the nosc and
mouth of the deceased, until death resulted from congestion of the
lungs.

Next, as to the motive for the crime.

A small box, with a scaled paper torn off from it (the paper contain-
ing an inscription) was found open, and empty, on a table in the room.
Mr Luker has himself personally identified the box, the scal, and the
inscription. He has declared that the box did actually contain the dia-
mond, called the Moonstone; and he has admitted having given the
box (thus scaled up) to Mr Godfrey Ablewhite (then concealed under
a disguise), on the afternoon of the twenty-sixth of Junc last. The fair
inference from all this is, that the stealing of the Moonstone was the
motive of the crime.

Next, as to the manner in which the crime was committed.

On examination of the room (which is only seven feet high), a trap-
door in the ceiling, leading out on to the roof of the house, was dis-
covered open. The short ladder, used for obtaining aceess to the trap-
door (and kept under the bed), was found placed at the opening, so as
to cnable any person ot persons in the room to leave it again casily. In
the trap~door itself was found a square aperture cut in the wood, ap-
parently with some exceedingly sharp instrument, just behind the bolt
which fastened the door on the inner side. In this way, any person
from the outside could have drawn back the bolt, and opened the
door, and have dropped (or have been noisclessly lowered by an ac-
complice) into the room - its height, as already obscrved, being only
seven feet. That some person or persons must have got admission in
this way appears evident from the fact of the aperture being there. As
to the manner in which he (or they) obtained access to the roof of the
tavern, it is to be remarked that the third house, lower down in the
street, was empty, and under repair ~ that a long ladder was left by the
workmen, leading from the pavement to the top of the house - and
that, on returning to their work, on the morning of the 27th, the men
found the plank which they had tied to the ladder, to prevent any onc
from using it in their absence, removed, and lying on the ground. As
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to the possibility of ascending by this ladder, passing over the roofs of
the houses, passing back, and descending again unobserved - it is dis-
covered, on the evidence of the night policeman, that he only passes
through Shore Lane twicc in an hour, when out on his beat. The testi-
mony of the inhabitants also declares, that Shore Lane, after midnight,
is one of the quictest and loneliest streets in London. Here again, there-
fore, it scems fair to infer that ~ with ordinary caution and presence of
mind - any man or men might have ascended by the ladder, and might
have descended againunobserved. Onceontheroof of thetavern, it has
been proved, by experiment, that 2 man might cut through the trap-
door, while lying down on it, and that in such a position the parapet
in front of the house would conceal him from the view of any one
passing in the street.

Lastly, as to the person or persons by whom the crime was com-
mitted.

It is known (1) that the Indians had an interest in possessing them-
sclves of the Diamond. (2) It is at least probable that the man looking
like an Indian, whom Octavius Guy saw at the window of the cab
speaking to the man dressed like 2 mechanic, was one of the three
Hindoo conspirators. (3) It is certain that this same man dressed like
a mechanic was seen keeping Mr Godfrey Ablewhite in view, all
through the evening of the 26th, and was found in the bedroom (be-
fore Mr Ablewhite was shown into it) under circumstances which lead
to the suspicion that he was examining the room. (4) A morsel of tom
gold thread was picked up in the bedroom, which persons expert in
such matters declare to be of Indian manufacture, and to be a species of
gold thread not known in England. (5) On the morning of the 27th,
three men, answering to the description of the three Indians, were ob-
served in Lower Thames Street, were traced to the Tower Wharf, and
were seen to leave London by the stcamer bound for Rotterdam.

There is here moral if not legal evidence that the murder was com-
mitted by the Indians.

Whether the man personating a mechanic was or was not an ac-
complice in the crime it is impossible to say. That he could have com-
mitted the murder alone seems beyond the limits of probability. Act-
ing by himself, he could hardly have smothered Mr Ablewhite — who
was the taller and stronger man of the two - without a struggle taking
place, or a cry being heard. A servant-girl, slecping in the next room,
heard nothing. The landlord, sleeping in the room below, heard noth-
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ing. The whole evidence points to the inference that more than one
man was concerned in this crime — and the circumstances, I repeat,
morally justify the conclusion that the Indians committed it.

I have only to add that the verdict ac the Coroner’s Inquest was
Wilful Murder against some person or persons unknown. Mr Able-
white’s family have offered a reward, and no cffort has been left un-
tried to discover the guilty persons. The man dressed like a mechanic
has eluded all inquirics. The Indians have been traced. As to the pros-
pect of ultimately capturing these last, I 'shall have a word to say to you
on that head when I reach the end of the present Report.

In the meanwhile, having now written all that is needful on the sub-
ject of Mr Godfrey Ablewhite’s death, I may pass next to the narrative
of his proceedings before, during, and after the time when you and he
met at the Jate Lady Verinder’s house.

111

With regard to the subject now in hand, I may state, at the outset, that
Mr Godfrey Ablewhite’s life had two sides to it.

The side turned up to the public view presented the spectacle of a
gentleman possessed of considerable reputation as a speaker at charit-
able mectings, and endowed with administrative abilities, which he
placed at the disposal of various Benevolent Societies, mostly of the
female sort. The side kept hidden from the gencral notice exhibited
this same gentleman in the totally different character of a man of plea-
sure, with a villa in the suburbs which was not taken in his own name,
and with a lady in the villa who was not taken in his own name either.

My investigations in the villa have shown me several fine pictures
and statues; furniture tastcfully sclected and admirably made; and a
conscrvatory of the rarest flowers, the match of which it would not
be casy to find in all London. My investigation of the lady has resulted
in the discovery of jewels which are worthy to take rank with the
flowers, and of carriages and horses which have (deservedly) pro-
duced a sensation in the Park, among persons well qualified to judge
of the build of the onc and the breed of the others.

All this is, so far, common enough. The villa and the lady are such
familiar objects in London life, that I ought to apologize for intro-
ducing them to notice. But what is not common and not familiar (in
my cxperience), is that all these fine things were not only ordered, but
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paid for. The pictures, the statucs, the flowers, the jewcls, the car-
riages and the horses ~ inquiry proved, to my indescribable astonish-
ment, that not a sixpence of debt was owing on any of them. As to the
villa, it had been bought out and out and settled on the lady.

I might have tried to find the right reading of this riddle, and tried
in vain - but for Mr Godfrey Ablewhite’s death, which caused an in-
quiry to be made into the state of his affairs.

The inquiry clicited these facts:

That Mr Godfrey Ablewhite was entrusted with the care of a sum
of twenty thousand pounds - as one of two Trustees for a young
gentleman, who was still a2 minor in the year cighteen hundred and
forty-cight. That the Trust was to lapse, and that the young gentle-
man was to receive the twenty thousand pounds on the day when he
came of age, in the month of February, cightcen hundred and fifty.
That, pending the arrival of this period, an income of six hundred
pounds was to be paid to him by his two Trustees, half-yearly - at
Christmas and Midsummer Day. That this income was regularly paid
by the active Trustce, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite. That the twenty thou-
sand pounds (from which the income was supposed to be derived)
had, every farthing of it, been sold out of the Funds, at different
periods, ending with the end of the year eighteen hundred and forty-
seven. That the power-of-attorney, authorizing the bankers to scll out
the stock, and the various written orders telling them what amounts
to sell out, were formally signed by both the Trustees. That the signa-
ture of the second Trustee (a retired army officer, living in the coun-
try) was a signature forged, in cvery case, by the active Trustce -
otherwisc Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

In these facts lies the cxplanation of Mr Godfrey’s honourable con-
duct in paying the debts incurred for the lady and the villa - and (as
you will presently sec) of morc besides.

We may now advance to the date of Miss Verindet’s birthday (in
the year eighteen hundred and forty-eight) - the twenty-first of June.

On the day before, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite arrived at his father’s
house, and asked (as I know from Mr Ablewhitc, senior, himsclf) for
a loan of three hundred pounds. Mark the sum; and remember at the
samc time, that the half-ycarly payment to the young gentleman was
due on the twenty-fourth of the month. Also, that the whole of the
young gentleman’s fortune had been spent by his Trustee by the end
of the year ’forty-scven.
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Mr Ablewhite, senior, rcfused to lend his son a farthing.

The next day Mr Godfrey Ablewhite rode over with you to Lady
Verinder’s house. A few hours afterwards, Mr Godfrey (as you your-
self have told me) made a proposal of marriage to Miss Verinder.
Here he saw his way no doubt - if accepted - to the end of all his
moncy anxicties, presert and future. But, as events actually turned
out, what happened ? Miss Verinder refused him.

On the night of the birthday, therefore, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite’s
pecuniary position was this. He had three hundred pounds to find on
the twenty-fourth of the month, and twenty thousand pounds to find
in February cighteen hundred and fifty. Failing to raise these sums, at
these times, he was a ruined man.

Under those circumstances, what takes place next?

You exasperate Mr Candy, the doctor, on the sore subject of his
profession; and he plays you a practical joke, in return, with a dose of
laudanum. He trusts the administration of the dose, prepared in a little
phial, to Mr Godfrey Ablewhite - who has himself confessed the share
he had in the matter, under circumstances which shall presently be re-
lated to you. Mr Godftey is all the readier to enter into the conspiracy,
having himself suffered from your sharp tongue in the course of the
evening. He joins Betteredge in persuading you to drink a litte
brandy-and-watcr before you go to bed. He privately drops the dose
of laudanum into your cold grog. And you drink the mixture.

Let us now shift the scene, if you pleasc, to Mr Luker’s housc at
Lambeth. And allow me to remark, by way of preface, that Mr Bruff
and I together have found a means of forcing the moncy-lender to
make a clean breast of it. We have carcfully sifted the statement he has
addressed to us; and here it is at your service.

1v

Late on the evening of Friday, the twenty-third of Junce (forty-cight),
Mr Luker was surprised by a visit from Mr Godfrey Ablewhite. He
was more than surprised when Mr Godfrey produced the Moonstonc.
No such Diamond (according to Mr Luker’s experience) was in the
possession of any private person in Europe.

Mr Godfrey Ablewhite had two modest proposals to make in rela-
tion to this magnificent gem. First, Would Mr Luker be so good as to
buy it? Secondly, Would Mr Luker (in default of seeing his way to
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the purchase) undertake to sell it on commission, and to pay a sum
down on the anticipated result?

Mr Luker tested the Diamond, weighed the Diamond, and cstim-
ated the value of the Diamond, before he answered a word. His esti-
mate (allowing for the flaw in the stone) was thirty thousand pounds.

Having reached that result, Mr Luker opened his lips, and put a
question: ‘How did you come by this?” Only six words! But what
volumes of meaning in them!

Mr Godfrey Ablewhite began a story. Mr Luker opened his lips
again, and only said threc words this time. “That won’t do!’

Mr Godfrey Ablewhite began another story. Mr Luker wasted no
more words on him. He got up, and rang the bell for the servant, to
show the gentleman out.

Upon this compulsion, Mr Godfrey made an effort, and came out
with a new and amended version of the affair, to the following cffect.

After privately slipping the laudanum into your brandy-and-water,
he wished you good-night, and went into his own room. It was the
next room to yours; and the two had a door of communication be-
tween them. On entering his own room, Mr Godfrey (as he sup-
posed) closed this door. His money troubles kept him awake. He sat,
in his dressing-gown and slippers, for nearly an hour, thinking over
his position. Just as he was preparing to get into bed, he heard you,
talking to yourself, in your own room, and going to the door of com-
munication, found that he had not shut it as he supposcd.

He looked into your room to sec what was the matter. He dis-
covered you with the candle in your hand just leaving your bed-
chamber. He heard you say to yourself, in a voice quite unlike your
own voice, ‘How do I know? The Indians may be hidden in the
house.”

Up to that time, he had simply supposed himself (in giving you the
laudanum) to be helping to make you the victim of a harmless prac-
tical joke. It now occurred to him that the laudanum had taken some
effect on you, which had not been foreseen by the doctor any more
than by himself. In the fear of an accident happening, he followed you
softly to see what you would do.

He followed you to Miss Verinder's sitting-room, and saw you go
in. You left the door open. He looked through the crevice thus pro-
duced, between the door and the post, before he ventured into the
room himself.
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In that position, he not only detected you in taking the Diamond
out of the drawer - he also detected Miss Verinder silently watching
you from her bedroom through her open door. His own eyes satisfied
him that she saw you take the Diamond too.

Before you left the sitting-room again you hesitated a little. Mr
Godfrey took advantage of this hesitation to get back again to his bed-
room before you came out and discovered him. He had barely got
back before you got back too. You saw him (as he supposes) just as he
was passing through the door of communication. At any rate, you
called to him in a strange, drowsy voice.

He came back to you. You looked at him in a dull slecpy way. You
put the Diamond into his hand. You said to him, ‘Take it back, God-
frey, to your father’s bank. It’s safe there - it's not safe here.” You
turned away unstcadily, and put on your dressing-gown. You sat
down in the large arm-chair in your room. You said, ‘I can’t take it
back to the bank. My hcad’s like lead — and I can’t feel my feet under
me.” Your head sank on the back of the chair - you heaved a heavy
sigh - and you fell asleep.

Mr Godfrey Ablewhite went back with the Diamond into his own
room. His statement is, that he came to no conclusion at that time —
except that he would wait, and sec what happened in the morning,.

When the morning came, your language and conduct showed that
you were absolutely ignorant of what you had said and done over-
night. At the same time, Miss Verinder's language and conduct show-
cd that she was resolved to say nothing (in mercy to you) on her side.
If Mr Godfrey Ablewhite chose to keep the Diamond, he might do so
with perfect impunity. The Moonstone stood between him and ruin.
He put the Moonstone into his pocket.

v

This was the story told by your cousin (under pressure of necessity)
to Mr Luker.

Mr Luker belicved the story to be, as to all main essentials, truc - on
this ground, that Mr Godfrey Ablewhite was too great a fool to have
invented it. Mr Bruff and I agree with Mr Luker in considering this
test of tlie truth of the story to be a perfectly reliable one.

The next question was the question of what Mr Luker would do in
the matter of the Moonstone. He proposed the following terms, as the
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only terms on which he would consent to mix himself up with what
was {cven in his linc of business) a doubtful and dangerous transaction.

Mr Luker would consent to lend Mr Godfrey Ablewhite the sum
of two thousand pounds on condition that the Moonstone was to be
deposited with him as a pledge. If, at the expiration of one year from
that date, Mr Godfrey Ablewhitc paid three thousand pounds to Mr
Luker, he was to receive back the Diamond as a pledge redecmed. If
he failed to produce the money at the cxpiration of the year, the pledge
(otherwise the Moonstone) was to be considered as forfeited to Mr
Luker - who would, in this latter case, gencrously make Mr Godfrey a
present of certain promissory notes of his (relating to former dealings)
which were then in the money-lender’s possession.

Tt is ncedless to say that Mr Godfrey indignantly refused to listen to
these monstrous terms. Mr Luker thereupon handed him back the
Diamond, and wished him good-night.

Your cousin went to the door, and came back again. How was he
to be sure that the conversation of that evening would be kept strictly
sccret between his friend and himself?

Mr Luker didn’t profess to know how. If Mr Godfrey had accepted
his terms, Mr Godfrey would have made him an accomplice, and
might have counted on his silence as on a certainty. As things were,
Mr Luker must be guided by his own interests. If awkward inquirics
were made, how could he be expected to compromise himself for the
sake of a man who had declined to deal with him?

Recciving this reply, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite did, what all animals
(human and otherwisc) do, when they find themselves caught in a
trap. He looked about him in a state of helpless despair. The day of the
month, recorded on a ncat little card in a box on the money-lender’s
chimney-picce, happened to attract his eye. It was the twenty-third of
June. On the twenty-fourth, he had threc hundred pounds to pay to
the young gentleman for whom he was trustee, and no chance of rais-
ing the money, except the chance that Mr Luker had offered to him.
But for this miscrable obstacle, he might have taken the Diamond to
Amsterdam, and have made a marketable commodity ofit, by having
it cut up into scparate stones. As matters stood, he had no choice but
to accept Mr Luker’s terms. After all, he had a year at his disposal in
which to raise the three thousand pounds — and 2 year is a long time.

Mr Luker drew out the necessary documents on the spot. When
they were signed, he gave Mr Godfrey Ablewhite two cheques. One,
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dated June 23rd, for threc hundred pounds. Another, dated a weck on,
for the remaining balance - seventcen hundred pounds.

How the Moonstone was trusted to the keeping of Mr Luker’s
bankers, and how the Indians trcated Mr Luker and Mr Godfrey (after
that had been done) you know already.

The next cvent in your cousin’s life refers again to Miss Verinder.
He proposcd marriage to her for the sccond time - and (after having
been accepted) he consented, at her request, to consider the marriage
as broken off. Onc of his reasons for making this concession has been
penctrated by Mr Bruff. Miss Verinder had only a life-interest in her
mother’s property, and there was no raising the twenty thousand
pounds on that.

But you will say, he might have saved the three thousand pounds to
redcem the pledged Diamond if he had married. He might have done
so certainly - supposing ncither his wife, nor her guardians and
trustees, objected to his anticipating more than half of the income at
his disposal, for some unknown purpose, in the first year of his mar-
riage. But cven if he got over this obstacle, there was another waiting
for him in the background. The lady at the villa had heard of his
contemplated marriage.-A superb woman, Mr Blake, of the sort that
are not to be trifled with - the sort with the light complexion and the
Roman nosc. She felt the utmost contempt for Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.
It would be silent contempt, if he made a handsome provision for her.
Otherwise, it would be contempt with a tongue to it. Miss Verinder’s
life-intcrest allowed him no morc hope of raising the ‘provision’ than
of raising the twenty thousand pounds. He couldn’t marry - he rcally
couldn’t marry, under all the circumstances.

How he tried his luck again with another lady, and how that mar-
riage also broke down on the question of moncy, you know already.
You also know of the legacy of five thousand pounds, left to him
shortly afterwards, by onc of those many admircrs among the soft sex
whose good graces this fascinating man had contrived to win. That
legacy (as the event has proved) led him to his death.

I have ascertained that when he went abroad, on getting his five
thousand pounds, he went to Amsterdam. There he made all the neces-
sary arrangements for having the Diamond cut into scparate stones.
He came back (in disguise) and redeemed the Moonstone on the ap-
pointed day. A few days were allowed to clapse (as a precaution
agreed to by both parties) before the jewel was actually taken out of
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the bank. If he had got safc with it to Amsterdam, there would have
been just time between July *forty-nine and February *fifty (when the
young gentleman came of age) to cut the Diamond, and to make a
marketable commodity (polished or unpolished) of the separate
stones. Judge from this what motives he had to run the risk which he
actually ran. It was *neck or nothing’ with him - if ever it was ‘neck
or nothing” with a man yet.

T have only to remind you, before closing this Report, that there is
a chance of laying hands on the Indians, and of recovering the Moon-
stone yet. They are now (therc is every reason to believe) on their pas-
sage to Bombay, in an East Indiaman. The ship (barring accidents) will
touch at no other port on her way out; and the authorities at Bombay
(already communicated with by letter overland) will be prepared to
board the vessel the moment she enters the harbour.

I have the honour to remain, dear sir, your obedient servant,
RicuarD CUEF (late Sergeant in the Detective Force, Scotland Yard,
London).*

* Note -Wherever the Report touches on the events of the birthday, or of
the three days that followed it, compare with Betteredge’s Narrative, Chapters
VI to XIIL
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SEVENTH NARRATIVE
In a letter from Mr Candy

FriziNcHALL, Wednesday, September 26, 1849, = Dear Mr Franklin
Blake, - You will anticipate the sad news I have to tell you, on finding
your letter to Ezra Jennings returned to you, unopencd, in this en-
closure. He dicd in my arms, at sunrise, on Wednesday last.

I'am not to blame for having failed to warn you that his end was at
hand. He expressly forbade me to write to you. ‘I am indebted to Mr
Franklin Blake,’ he said, *for having seen some happy days. Don’t dis-
tress him, Mr Candy - don't distress him.’

His sufferings, up to the last six hours of his life, were terrible to sce.
In the intervals of remission, when his mind was clear, I entreated him
to tell me of any relatives of his to whom I might writc. He asked to
be forgiven for refusing anything to me. And then he said - not bit-
terly — that he would die as he had lived, forgotten and unknown. He
maintained that resolution to the last. There is no hope now of making
any discoveries concerning him. His story is a blank.

The day before he dicd, he told me where to find all his papers. 1
brought them to him on his bed. There was a little bundle of old let-
ters which he put aside. There was his unfinished book. There was his
Diary - in many locked volumcs. He opened the volume for this year,
and torc out, onc by one, the pages relating to the time wlen you and
e were together. ‘Give those,” le said, ‘to Mr Franklin Blake. In
years to come he may feel an interest in looking back at what is writ-
ten there.” Then he clasped his hands, and prayed God fervently to
bless you, and those dear to you. He said he should like to see you
again. But the next monient he altered his mind. *No,” he answered,
when I offered to write; ‘1 won’t distress him! [ won’t distress him!”

At his request, T next collected the other papers - that is to say, the
bundle of Ictters, the unfinished book, and the volumes of the Diary -
and encloscd them all in one wrapper, scaled with my own seal. ‘ Pro-
mise,” he said, ‘that you will put this into my coffin with your own
hand; and that you will see that no other hand touches it afterwards.’

1 gave him my promise. And the promise has been performed.

He asked me to do onc other thing for him - which it cost me a hard
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struggle to comply with. He said, ‘Let my grave be forgotten. Give
me your word of honour that you will allow no monument of any
sort — not cven the commonest tombstone - to mark the place of my
burial. Let me slecp, nameless. Let me rest, unknown.” When I tried
to plead with him to alter his resolution,.he became for the first and
only time violently agitated. I could not bear to sce it; and I gave way.
Nothing but a little grass mound marks the place of his rest. In time
the tombstones will rise round it. And the people who come after us
will look and wonder at the namecless grave.

As I have told you, for six hours before his death his sufferings
ccased. He dozcd a little. I think he dreamed. Once or twice he smiled.
A woman’s name, as I supposc — the name of ‘Ella’ - was often on his
lips at this time. A few minutes before the end came, he asked me to
lift him on his pillow, to see the sun rise through the window. He was
very weak. His hiead fell on my shoulder. He whispered, ‘1t’s coming !’
Then he said, ‘Kiss me!” I kissed his forehead. On a sudden, he lifted
his head. The sunlight touched his face. A beautiful expression, an
angclic expression, came over it. He cried out three times, ‘Peace!
peace! peace!” His head sank back again on my shoulder, and the long
trouble of his life was at an end.

So he has gone from us. This was, as I think, a great man - though
the world never knew him. He bore a hard life bravely. He had the
sweetest temper [ have ever met with. The loss of him makes me feel
very loncly. Perhaps I have never been quite myself again since my ill-
ness. Sometimes I think of giving up my practice, and going away,
and trying what some of the forcign baths and waters will do for me.

It is reported here that you and Miss Verinder are to be marricd next
month. Please to accept my best congratulations.

The pages of my poor friend’s Journal arc waiting for you at my
house - scaled up, with your name on the wrapper. I was afraid to
trust them to the post.

My best respects and good wishes attend Miss Verinder. I remain,
dear Mr Franklin Blake, truly yours,

THoMAs CaNDY
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EIGHTH NARRATIVE
Contributed by Gabricl Betteredge

I aMm the person (as you remember, no doubt) who led the way in
these pages, and opened the story. I am also the person who is left be-
hind, as it were, to close the story up.

Let nobody suppose that I have any last words to say here concern-
ing the Indian Diamond. I hold that unlucky jewel in abhorrence -
and I refer you to other authority than mine for such news of the
Moonstone as you may at the present time be expected to reccive. My
purpose, in this place, is to statc a fact in the history of the family,
which has been passed over by everybody, and which I won’t allow to
be disrespectfully smothered vp in that way. The fact to which I
allude is - the marriage of Miss Rachel and Mr Franklin Blake. This
interesting event took place at our house in Yorkshire, on Tuesday,
October ninth, cighteen hundred and forty-nine. I had a new suit of
clothes on the occasion. And the married couple went to spend the
honeymoon in Scotland.

Family festivals having becn rare cnough at our house since my
poor mistress’s death, T own - on this occasion of the wedding ~ to
having (towards the latter part of the day) taken a drop too much on
the strength of it.

If you have ever donc the same sort of thing yoursclf, you will
understand and feel for nie. If you have not, you will very likely say,
‘Disgusting old man! why docs he tell us this?” The reason why is
now to come.

Having, then, taken my drop {bless you! you have got your favour-
ite vice too; only your vice isn’t mine, and mine isn’t yours), I next
applied the onc infallible remedy - that remedy being, as you know,
Robinson Crusoe. Where I opencd that unrivalled book, I can’t say.
Where the lincs of print at last left off running into each other, [know,
however, perfectly well. It was at page three hundred and cighteen —a
domestic bit concerning Robinson Crusoc’s marriage, as follows:

*With those Thoughts, I considered my new Engagement, that I
had a Wife’ - (Obscrve! so had Mr Franklin!) - “one Child born” -
(Obscrve again! that might yet be Mr Franklin’s casc too!) - “and my
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Wife then’ — What Robinson Crusoe’s wife did or did not do ‘then’,
I felt no desire to discover. I scored the bit about the Child with my
pencil, and put a morsel of paper for a mark to keep the place: ‘Lic
you there,’ I'said, ‘till the marriage of Mr Franklin and Miss Rachel is
some months older — and then we'll see!’

The months passed (more than I had bargained for), and no occa-
sion presented itself for disturbing that mark in the book. It was not
till this present month of November, cighteen hundred and fifty, that
Mr Franklin came into my room, in high good spirits, and said, ‘Bet-
teredge! I have got some news for you! Something is going to happen
in the house before we are many months older.”

‘Docs it concern the family, sic?” I asked.

‘It decidedly concerns the family,” says Mr Franklin.

‘Has your good lady anything to do with it, if you please, sir?’

“She has a great deal to do with it,” says Mr Franklin, beginning to
look a little surprised.

*You needn’t say a word more, sir,’ I answered. ‘God bless you
both! I'm heartily glad to hear it.”

Mr Franklin stared like a person thunder-struck. ‘May I venture to
inquire where you got your information?” he asked. ‘I only got mine
(imparted in the strictest secrecy) five minutes since.”

Here was an opportunity of producing Robinson Crusoe! Here was
a chance of rcading that domestic bit about the child which T had
marked on the day of Mr Franklin's marriage! I read those miraculous
words with an cmphasis which did them justice, and then Ilooked him
severely in the face. ‘Now, sir, do you belicve in Robinson Crusoe?’ [
asked, with a solemnity suitable to the occasion.

‘Betteredge!” says Mr Franklin, with cqual solemnity, ‘I'm con-
vinced at last.” He shook hands with me - and I felt that I had con-
verted him.

With the relation of this extraordinary circumstance, my reappear-
ance in these pages comes to an end. Let nobody laugh at the unique
anccdote here related. You are welcome to be as metry as you please
over everything else I have written. But when [ write of Robinson
Crusoe, by the Lord it’s serious - and I request you to take it accord-
ingly!

‘When this is said, all is said. Ladies and gentlemen, I make my bow,
and shut up the story,
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EPILOGUE

THE FINDING OF THE DIAMOND

1

THE STATEMENT OF SCRGEANT CUFF’'S MAN
(1849)

On the twenty-seventh of June last, I reccived instructions from Ser-
geant Cuff to follow three men, suspected of murder, and described as
Indians. They had becen scen on the Tower Wharf that morning, em-
barking on board the stcamer bound for Rottcrdam.

I left London by a steamer belonging to another company, which
sailed on the morning of Thursday, the twenty-cighth. Arriving at
Rotterdam, I succeeded in finding the commander of the Wednes-
day’s steamer. He informed me that the Indians had certainly been pas-
sengers on board his vessel ~ but as far as Gravesend only. Off that
place, one of the three had inquired at what time they would reach
Calais. On being informed that the steaner was bound to Rotterdam,
the spokesman of the party expressed the greatest surprise and distress
at the mistake which he and his two fricnds had made. They were all
willing (he said) to sacrifice their passage money, if the commander of
the stcamer would only put them ashore. Commiscrating their posi-
tion, as foreigners in a strange land, and knowing no recason for detain-
ing them, the commander signalled for a shore boat, and the three men
left the vessel. v

This proceeding of the Indians having been plainly resolved on be-
forchand as a means of preventing their being traced, Ilost no time in
returning to England. T left the stcamer at Gravesend, and discovered
that the Indians had gone from that place to London. Thence I again
traced them as having left for Plymouth. Inquiries made at Plymouth
proved that they had sailed, forty-cight hours previously, in the Bever-
ley Castle, East Indiaman, bound dircct to Bombay.

On receiving this intelligence, Sergeant Cuff caused the authoritics
at Bombay to be communicated with overland - so that the vessel
might be boarded by the police immediately on her entering the port.
This step having been taken, my connexion with the matter came to
an end. 1 have heard nothing more of it since that time.
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II

THE STATEMENT OF THE CAPTAIN
(1849)

I aM requested by Sergeant Cuff to set in writing certain facts con-
cerning three men (believed to be Hindoos) who were passengers, last
summer, in the ship Beverley Castle, bound for Bombay direct, undec
my command.

The Hindoos joined us at Plymouth. On the passage out, [ heard no
complaint of their conduct. They were berthed in the forward part of
the vessel. I had but few occasions mysclf of personally noticing them.

In the latter part of the voyage we had the misfortune to be be-
calmed for three days and nights off the coast of India. I have not got
the ship’s journal to refer to, and I cannot now call to mind the latitude
and longitude. As to our position, thercfore, [ am only able to state
generally that the currents drifted us in towards the land, and that
when the wind found us again, we reached our port in twenty-four
hours aftecrwards.

The discipline of a ship (as all scafaring persons know) becomes re-
laxed in a long calm. The discipline of my ship became relaxed. Cer-
tain gentlemen among the passengers got some of the smaller boats
lowered, and amused themselves by rowing about, and swimming,
when the sun at evening time was cool enough to let them divert them-
selves in that way. The boats, when done with, ought to have been
slung up again in their places. Instcad of this, they were left moored
to the ship’s side. What with the heat, and what with the vexation of
the weather, neither officers nor men scemed to be in heart for their
duty while the calm lasted.

On the third night, nothing unusual was heard or seen by the watch
on deck. When the morning came, the smallest of the boats was miss-
ing ~ and the three Hindoos were next reported to be missing too.

If these men had stolen the boat shortly after dark {which Ihave no
doubt they did), we were ncar enough to the land to make it vain to
send in pursuit of them when the discovery was made in the morning.
I have no doubt they got ashore, in that calm weather (making all due
allowance for fatigue and clumsy rowing), before daybreak.

On rcaching our por, I there learnt, for the first time, the reason
these passengers had for scizing their opportunity of escaping from the
ship. I could only make the same statement to the authorities which [
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have made here. They considered me to blame for allowing the disci-
pline of the vesscl to be relaxed. I have expressed my regret on this
score to them and to my owners. Since that time nothing has been
heard to my knowledge of the three Hindoos. I have no more to add
to what is here written,

III
THE STATEMENT OF MURTUWAITE
(1850)
In a letter to Mr Bruff’

HAVE you any recollection, my dear sir, of a semi-savage person
whom you met out at dinner, in London, in the autumn of *forty-
cight? Permit me to remind you that the person’s name was Murth-
waite, and that you and he had a long conversation together after din-
ner. The talk related to an Indian Diamond, called the Moonstone,
and to a conspiracy then in existence to get possession of the gem.

Since that time [ have been wandering in Central Asia. Thence 1
have drifted back to the scenc of some of my past adventures in the
north and north~west of India. About a fortnight since I found mysclf
in a certain district or province (but little known to Europeans) called
Kattiawar.

Herc an adventure befell me, in which (incredible as it may appear)
you are personally interested.

In the wild regions of Kattiawar (and how wild they are, you will
understand, when I tell you that even the husbandmen plough the
land armed to the tecth), the population is fanatically devoted to the
old Hindoo religion - to the ancient worship of Bramah and Vishnu.
The few Mahometan families, thinly scattered about the villages in the
interior, arc afraid to taste meat of any kind. A Mahomctan even sus-
pected of killing that sacred animal, the cow, is, as a matter of course,
put to death without mercy in these parts by the pious Hindoo neigh-
bours who surround hini. To strengthen the religious enthusiasm of
the people, two of the most famous shrines of Hindoo pilgrimage are
contained within the boundaries of Kattiawar. One of them is
Dwarka, the birthplace of the god Krishna. The other is the sacred
city of Somnauth - sacked and destroyed as long since as the eleventh
century by the Mahometan conqueror, Mahmoud of Ghizni.
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Finding mysclf, for the second time, in these romantic regions, 1
resolved not to leave Kattiawar without looking once more on the
magnificent desolation of Somnauth. At the place where I planned to
do this, I was (as nearly as I could caleulate it) some three days distant,
Jjourncying on foot, from the sacred city.

I had not been long on the road before I noticed that other people -
by twos and threes — appeared to be travelling in the same dircction as
mysclE.

To such of these as spoke to me, 1 gave myself out as a Hindoo-
Boodhist, from a distant province, bound on a pilgrimage. It is need-
less to say that my dress was of the sort to carry out this description.
Add, that I know the language as well as T know my own, and that I
am lean cnough and brown cnough to make it no easy matter to de-
tect my European origin ~ and you will understand that I passed mus-
ter with the people readily: not as one of themselves, but as a stranger
from a distant part of their own country.

On the second day, the number of Hindoos travelling in my direc-
tion had increased to fiftics and hundreds. On the third day, the throng
had swollen to thousands; all slowly converging to one point - the
city of Somnauth.

A trifling service which I was able to render to one of my fellow-
pilgrims, during the third day’s journey, proved the means of intro-
ducing me to certain Hindoos of the higher caste. From these men [
learnt that the multitude was on its way to a great religious ceremony,
which was to take place on a hill at a little distance from Somnauth.
The ceremony was in honour of the god of the Moon; and it was to be
held at night.

The crowd detained us as we drew near to the place of celebration.
By the time we reached the hill, the moon was high in the heaven.
My Hindoo friends possessed some special privileges which enabled
them to gain access to the shrine. They kindly allowed me to accom-
pany them. When we arrived at the place, we found the shrine hidden
from our view by a curtain hung between two magnificent trees. Be-
ncath the trees, a flat projection of rock jutted out, and formed a
species of natural platform. Below this, I stood, in company with my
Hindoo friends.

Looking back down the hill, the view presented the grandest spec-
tacle of Nature and Man, in combination, that I have ever scen. The
lower slopes of the eminence melted imperceptibly into a grassy plain,
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the place of the mecting of three rivers. On one side, the graceful wind-
ing of the waters stretched away, now visible, now hidden by trees,
as-far as the eye could see. On the other, the waveless occan slept in the
calm of the night. People this lovely scene with tens of thousands of
human creatures, all dressed in white, stretching down the sides of the
hill, overflowing into the plain, and fringing the ncarer banks of the
winding rivers. Light this halt of the pilgrims by the wild red flames
of cressets and torches, streaming up at intervals from every part of
the innumerable throng. Imagine the moonlight of the East, pour-
ing in unclouded glory over all - and you will form some idea of
the view that met me when I looked forth from the summit of the
hill.

A strain of plaintive music, played on stringed instruments and
Autes, recalled my attention to the hidden shrine.

I turncd and saw on the rocky platform the figures of three men. In
the central figure of the three 1 recognized the man to whom I had
spoken in England, when the Indians appcared on the terrace at Lady
Verinder’s house. The other two who had becn his companions on
that occasion were no doubt his companions also on this.

One of the spectators near whom I was standing saw me start. In a
whisper, he explained to me the apparition of the three figures on the
platform of rock.

They were Brahmins (he said) who had forfeited their caste in the
service of the god. The god had commanded that their purification
should be the purification by pilgrimage. On that night the three men
were to part. In three scparate directions they were to sct forth as pil-
grims to the shrines of India. Never more were they to look on each
other’s faces. Never more were they to rest on their wanderings, from
the day which witnessed their separation to the day which witnessed
their death.

As those words were whispered to me, the plaintive music ceased.
The threec men prostrated themselves on the rock before the curtain
which hid the shrine. They rose - they looked on one another - they
embraced. Then they descended separately among the people. The
people made way for them in dead silence. In threc different directions
I saw the crowd part at one and the same moment. Slowly the grand
white mass of the people closed together again. The track of the
doomed men through the ranks of their fellow-mortals was obliter-
ated. We saw them no more.
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A new strain of music, loud and jubilant, rosec from the hidden
shrine. The crowd around me shuddered, and pressed together.

The curtain between the trees was drawn aside, and the shrine was
disclosed to view.

There, raised high on a throne - seated on his typical antelope, with
his four arms stretching towards the four corners of the carth - there,
soared above us, dark and awful in the mystic light of heaven, the god
of the Moon. And there, in the forehead of the deity, gleamed the yel-
low Diamond whose splendour had last shone on me in England from
the bosom of @ woman’s dress!

Yos! after the lapse of eight centurics, the Moonstone looks forth
once more over the walls of the sacred city in which its story first be~
gan. How it has found its way back to its wild native land - by what
accident or by what crime the Indians regained possession of their
sacred gem, may be in your knowledge, but is not in mine. You have
lost sight of it in England, and (if I know anything of this people) you
have lost sight of it for ever.

So the years pass, and repeat each other; so the same events revolve
in the cycles of time. What will be the next adventures of the Moon-
stone? Who can tell?



The Tradition of the Detective Story

When Conan Doyle started to write his Sherlock Holmes
stories at the end of the last century, there were already models
for this kind of fiction in such books as The Moonstone. Of the
large number of writers who have developed the detective
story and thriller after Conan Doyle, many have had their
work published in Penguins. The following is a list of some
of those authors, from both sides of the Atlantic, whose namcs
are in the current Penguin list:

MARGERY ALLINGHAM * CHRISTIANNA BRAND
JOHN DICKSON CARR:.RAYMOND CHANDLER
AGATHA CHRISTIE* EDMUND CRISPIN
FREEMAN WILLS CROFTS * CARTER DICKSON
DAVID DODGE * ELIZABETH FERRARS
C. S. FORESTER * ERLE STANLEY GARDNER
CYRIL HARE * MACDONALD HASTINGS
MICHAEL INNES * RONALD KNOX
NGAIO MARSH* GLADYS MITCHELL
RAYMOND POSTGATE * E. R. PUNSHON
ELLERY QUEEN * PATRICK QUENTIN
GEORGES SIMENON * REX STOUT
JULIAN SYMONS * JOSEPHINE TEY
JOHN TRENCH * ARTHUR UPFIELD

PATRICIA WENTWORTH * CHARLES WILLIAMS



The Moonstone

First published as long ago as 1868, this novel is one of the first
and best examples of what has now been labelled the “detective
story’. The plot concerns the disappearance of a fabulous yellow
diamond, a suicide, the almost Chandleresque results produced by
opium, and finally a murder. To help solve the mystery, the
services of Sergeant Cuff are sought. He is the earliest of those
well-loved fictional detectives, whose ingenuity astounds and

whose personal idiosyncrasies delight. One of the most remarkable
features of the book — in which the tension and suspense are
sustained for more than twice the length of the average detective
novel - is the method by which the story is narrated. By letting
the various people who take part in the action tell their own parts
of the story, Wilkie Collins obtains a much greater depth of
character than is usual in this kind of fiction.

Wilkie Collins
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